SILENT SNOW, SECRET SNOW 925 

this quite seriously enough. I think you perhaps don't quite realize— 
don’t quite realize—” He took a deep quick breath, and turned, as it 
helplessly, at a loss for words, to the others. But Mother and Father 
were both silent — no help was forthcoming. 

“You must surely know, be aware, that you have not been quite your* 
self, of late? don’t you know that? . . .” 

It was amusing to watch the doctor's renewed attempt at a smile, a 
queer disorganized look, as of confidential embarrassment. 

“I feel all right, sir,” he said, and again gave the little laugh. 

“And we're trying to help you.” The doctor’s tone sharpened. 

“Yes sir, I know. But why? I’m all right. I’m just thinkjng, that’s all.” 

His mother made a quick movement forward, resting a hand on the 
back of the doctor’s chair. 

“Thinking?” she said. “But my dear, about what?” 

This was a direct challenge — and would have fo be directly met. But 
before he met it, he looked again into the corner by the door, as if for 
reassurance. He smiled again at what he saw, at what he heard. The 
little spiral was still there, still softly whirling, like the ghost of a white 
kitten chasing the ghost of a white tail, and making as it did so the 
faintest of whispers. It was all right! If only he could remain firm, every- 
thing was going to be all right. 

“Oh, about anything, about nothing,— y£7« know the way you do!” 

“You mean— day-dreaming?” 

“Oh, no — thinking!” 

“But thinking about what?'' 

“Anything.” 

He laughed a third time — but this time, happening to glance upward 
towards his mother’s face, he was appalled at rhe effect his laughter 
seemed to have upon her. Her mouth had opened in an expression of 
horror. . . . This was too bad! Unfortunate! He had known it would 
cause pain, of course — but he hadn’t expected it to be quite so bad as 
this. Perhaps — perhaps if he just gave them a tiny gleaming hint — ? 

“About the snow,” he said. 

“What on earth!” This was his father’s voice. The brown slippers 
came a step nearer on the hearth-rug. 

“But my dear, what do you mean!” This was his mother’s voice. 

The doctor merely stared. 

“Just snow, that’s all. I like to think about it.” 

“Tell us about it, my boy.” 

“But that’s all it is. There’s nothing to tell. You know what snow is?** 

This he said almost angrily, for he felt that they were trying to corner 
him. He turned sideways so as no longer to face the doctor, and the 
better to sec the inch of blackness between the window-sill and the low 
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crcd curtain,— the cold inch of beckoning and delicious night. At once 
he felt better, more assured. 

“Mother— can I go to bed, now, please? Tve got a headache.** 

“But I thought you said—** 

“It’s just come. It’s all these questions — ! Can I, mother?” 

“You can go as soon as the doctor has finished.” 

“Don’t you think this thing ought to be gone into thoroughly, and 
nowV" This was Father’s voice. The brown slippers again came a step 
nearer, the voice was the well-known “punishment” voice, resonant and 
cruel. 

“Oh, what’s the use, Norman — ” 

Quite suddenly, everyone was silent. And without precisely facing 
them, nevertheless he was aware that all three of them were watching 
him with an extraordinary intensity — staring hard at him — as if he had 
done something monstrous, or was himself some kind of monster. He 
could hear the soft irregular flutter of the flames; the cluck-click-cluck- 
click of the clock; far and faint, two sudden spurts of laughter from the 
kitchen, as quickly cut off as begun; a murmur of water in the pipes; 
and then, the silence seemed to deepen, to spread out, to become world- 
long and worldwide, to become timeless and shapeless, and to center 
inevitably and rightly, with a slow and sleepy but enormous concentra- 
tion of all power, on the beginning of a new sound. What this new sound 
was going to be, he knew perfectly well. It might begin with a hiss, but 
it would end with a roar — there was no time to lose — he murt escape. 
It mustn’t happen here — 

Without another word, he turned and ran up the stairs. 

IV 

Not a moment too soon. The darkness was coming in long white waves. 
A prolonged sibilance filled the night — a great seamless seethe oi wild 
influence went abruptly across it — ^a cold low humming shook the win 
dows. He shut the door and flung off his clothes in the dark. The bare 
^lack floor was like a little raft tossed in waves of snow, almost rivci- 
whelmed, washed under whitely, up again, smothered in curled billows 
of feather. The snow was laughing: it spoke from all sides at once: ir 
pressed closer to him as he ran and jumped exulting into his bed. 

“Listen to us!” it said. '"Listen! We have come to tell you the story we 
told you about. You remember? Lie down. Shut your eyes, now— you 
will no longer see much — in this white darkness who could see, or want 
to sec? We will take the place of everything. . . . Listen — ” 

A beautiful varying dance of snow began at the front of the rooiti, 
came forward and then retreated, flattened out toward the floor, then 
rose fountaindike to the ceiling, swayed, recruited itself from a new 
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stream of Bakes which poured laughirtg in through the humming win- 
dow, advanced again, lifted long white arms. It said peace, it said remote- 
ness, it said cold— it said— 

But then a gash of horrible light fell brutally across the room from 
the opening door — the snow drew back hissing— something alien had 
come into the room — something hostile. This thing rushed at him, 
clutched at him, shook him —and he was not merely horrified, he was 
filled with such a loathing as he had never known. What was this.? this 
cruel disturbance? this act of anger and hate? It was as if he had to reach 
up a hand toward another world for any understanding of it,— an effort 
of which he was only barely capable. But of that other world he still 
remembered just enough to know the exorcising words. They tore them- 
selves from his other life suddenly— 

“Mother! Mother! Go away! I hate you!” 

And with that effort, everything was solved, everything became all 
right: the seamless hiss advanced once more, the long white wavering 
lines rose and fell like enormous whispering sea-waves, the whisper 
becoming louder, the laughter more numerous. 

“Listen!” it said. “We’ll tell you the last, the most beautiful and secret 
story— shut your eyes— it is a very small story— a story that gets smaller 
and smaller— it comes inward instead of opening like a flower— it is a 
flower becoming a seed— a little cold seed— do you hear? we are leaning 
closer to you — ” 

The hiss was now becoming a roar- the ’'^hole world was a vast mov- 
ing screen of snow— but even now it said peace, it said remoteness, it 
said cold, it said sleep. 
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Big Blonde 

BY DOROTHY PARKER 


o 

JL XAZEL MORSE was a large, 
fair woman of the type that incites some men when they use the word 
“blonde” to click their tongues and wag their heads roguishly. She 
prided herself upon her small feet and suffered for her vanity, boxing 
them in snub-toed, high-heeled slippers of the shortest bearable size. 
The curious things about her were her hands, strange terminations to 
the flabby white arms splattered with pale tan spots — long, quivering 
hands with deep and convex nails. She should not have disfigured them 
with little jewels. 

She was not a woman given to recollections. At her middle thirties, 
her old days were a blurred and flickering sequence, an imperfect film, 
dealing with the actions of strangers. 

In her twenties, after the deferred death of a hazy widowed mother, 
she had been employed as a model in a wholesale dress establishment— 
it was still the day of the big woman, and she was then prettily colored 
and erect and high-breasted. Her job was not onerous, and she met 
numbers of men and spent numbers of evenings with them, laughing at 
their jokes and telling them she loved their neckties. Men liked her, and 
she took it for granted that the liking of many men was a desirable 
thing. Popularity seemed to her to be worth all the work that had to be 
put into its achievement. Men liked you because you were fun, and 
when they liked you they took you out, and there you were. So, and sue- 
ccssfully, she was fun. She was a good sport. Men like a good sport. 

No other form of diversion, simpler or more complicated, drew her 
attention. She never pondered if she might not be better occupied doing 
something else. Her ideas, or, better, her acceptances, ran right along 
with those of the other substantially built blondes in whom she found 
her friends. 
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When she had been working in the dress establishment some years 
she met Herbie Morse. He was thin, quick, attractive, with shifting 
lines about his shiny, brown eyes and a habit of fiercely biting at the 
skin around his finger nails. He drank largely; she found that enter- 
taining. Her habitual greeting to him was an allusion to his state of the 
previous night. 

“Oh, what a peach you had,” she used to say, through her easy laugh. 
“I thought rd die, the way you kept asking the waiter to dance with 
you.” 

She liked him immediately upon their meeting. She was enormously 
amused at his fast, slurred sentences, his interpolations of apt phrases 
from vaudeville acts and comic strips; she thrilled at the feel of his lean 
arm tucked firm beneath the sleeve of her coat; she wanted to touch the 
wet, flat surface of his hair. He was as promptly drawn to her. They 
were married six weeks after they had met. 

She was delighted at the idea of being a bride; coquetted with it, 
played upon it. Other offers of marriage she had had, and not a few of 
them, but it happened that they were all from stout, serious men who 
had visited the dress establishment as buyers; men from Des Moines 
and Houston and Chicago and, in her phrase, even funnier places. There 
was always something immensely comic to her in the thought of living 
elsewhere than New York. She could not regard as serious proposals 
that she ssharc a western residence. 

She wanted to be married. She was nearmg thirty now, and she did 
not take the years well. She spread and softened, and her darkening halir 
turned her to inexpert dabblings with peroxide. There were times when 
she had little flashes of fear about her job. And she had had a couple of 
thousand evenings of being a good sport among her male acquaintances. 
She had come to be more conscientious than spontaneous about it. 

Herbie earned enough, and they took a little apartment far uptown. 
There was a Mission-furnished dining room with a hanging central 
light globed in liver-colored glass; in the living room were an “over- 
staffed suite,” a Boston fern and a reproduction of the Henner “Mag- 
dalene” with the red hair and the blue draperies; the bedroom was in 
gray enamel and old rose, with Herbie’s photograph on Hazel’s dressing- 
table and Hazel’s likeness on Herbie’s chest of drawers. 

She cooked — and she was a good cook — and marketed and chatted 
with the delivery boys and the colored laundress. She loved the flat, she 
loved her life, she loved Herbie. In the first months of their marriage, 
she gave him all the passion she was ever to know. 

She had not realized how tired she was. It was a delight, a new game, 
a holiday, to give up being a good sport. If her head ached or her arches 
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throbbed, she complained piteously, babyishly. If her mood was quiet 
she did not talk. If tears came to her eyes, she let them fall. * 

She fell readily into the habit of tears during the first year of her 
marriage. Even in her good sport days, she had been known to weep 
lavishly and disinterestedly on occasion. Her behavior at the theater was 
a standing joke. She could weep at anything in a play — tiny garments, 
love both unrequited and mutual, seduction, purity, faithful servitors, 
wedlock, the triangle. 

“There goes Haze,” her friends would say, watching her. “She’s off 
again.” 

Wedded and relaxed, she poured her tears freely. To her who had 
laughed so much, crying was delicious. All sorrows became her sorrows; 
she was Tenderness. She would cry long and softly over newspaper 
accounts of kidnapped babies, deserted wives, unemployed men, strayed 
cats, heroic dogs. Even when the paper was no longer before her, her 
mind revolved upon these things and the drops slipped rhythmically 
over her plump cheeks. 

“Honestly,” she would say to Herbie, “all the sadness there is in the 
world when you stop to think about itl” 

“Yeah,” Herbie A^ould say. 

She missed nobody. The old crowd, the people who had brought her 
and Herbie together, dropped from their lives, lingeringly at first. When 
she thought of this at all, it was only to consider it fitting. This was 
marriage. This was peace. 

But the thing was that Herbie was not amused. 

For a time, he had enjoyed being alone with her. He found the volun- 
tary isolation novel and sweet. Then it palled with a ferocious sudden- 
ness. It was as if one night, sitting with her in the steam-heated living 
room, he would ask no more; and the next night he was through and 
done with the whole thing. 

He became annoyed by her misty melancholies. At first, when he 
came home to find her softly tired and moody, he kissed her neck and 
patted her shoulder and begged her to tell her Herbie what was wrong. 
She loved that. But time slid by, and he found that there was never 
anything really, personally, the matter. 

“Ah, for God’s sake,” he would say, “Crabbing again. All right, sit 
here and crab your head off. I’m going out.” 

And he would slam out of the flat and come back late and drunk. 

She was completely bewildered by what happened to their marriage. 
First they were lovers; and then, it seemed without transition, they were 
enemies. She never understood it. 

There were longer and longer intervals between his leaving his office 
and his arrival at the apartment. She went through agonies of picturing 
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him run over and bleeding, dead and covered with a sheet. Then she 
lost her fears for his safety and grew sullen and wounded. When a 
person wanted to be with a person, he came as soon as possible. She 
desperately wanted him to want to be with her; her own hours only 
marked the time till he would come. It was often nearly nine o’clock 
before he came home to dinner. Always he had had many drinks, and 
their effect would die in him, leaving him loud and querulous and 
bristling for affronts. 

He was too nervous, he said, to sit and do nothing for an evening. 
He boasted, probably not in all truth, that he had never read a book in 
his life. 

“What am I expected to do — sit around this dump on my tail all 
night?” he would ask, rhetorically. And again he would slam out. 

She did not know what to do. She could not manage him. She could 
not meet him. 

She fought him furiously. A terrific domesticity had come upon her, 
and she would bite and scratch to guard it. She wanted what she called 
“a nice home.” She wanted a sober, tender husband, prompt at dinner, 
punctual at work. She wanted sweet, comforting evenings. The idea of 
intimacy with other men was terrible to her; the thought that Herbie 
might be seeking entertainment in other women set her frantic. 

It seemed to her that almost everything she read — novels from the 
drug-store lending library, magazine stories, women’s pages in the 
papers — dealt with wives who lost their husLrnds’ love. She could bear 
those, at that, belter than accounts of neat, companionable marriage and 
living happily ever after. 

She was frightened. Several times when Herbie came home in the 
evening, he found her determinedly dressed — she had had to alter those 
of her clothes that were not new, to make them fasten — and I'ouged. 

“Let’s go wild tonight, what do you say?” she would hail him. “A 
person’s got lots of time to hang around and do nothing when they’re 
dead.” 

So they would got out, to chop houses and the less expensive cabarets. 
But it turned out badly. She could no longer find amusement in watch- 
ing Herbie drink. She could not laugh at his whimsicalities, she was so 
tensely counting his indulgences. And she was unable to keep back her 
remonstrances— “Ah, come on, Herb, you’ve had enough, haven’t you? 
You’ll feel something terrible in the morning.” 

He would be immediately enraged. All right, crab; crab, crab, crab, 
crab, that was all she ever did. What a lousy sport she was! There would 
be scenes, ^nd one or the other of them would rise and stalk out in fury. 

She could not recall the definite day that she started drinking, herself. 
There was nothing separate about her days. Like drops upon a window* 
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pane, they ran together and trickled away. She had been married sU 
months; then a year; then three years. 

She had never needed to drink, formerly. She could sit for most of a 
night at a table where the others were imbibing earnestly and never 
droop in looks or spirits, nor be bored by the doings of those about her. 
If she took a cocktail, it was so unusual as to cause twenty minutes or 
so of jocular comment. But now anguish was in her. Frequently, after 
a quarrel, Herbie would stay out for the night, and she could not learn 
from him where the time had been spent. Her heart felt tight and sore 
in her breast, and her mind turned like an electric fan. 

She hated the taste of liquor. Gin, plain or in mixtures, made her 
promptly sick. After experiment, she found that Scotch whisky was 
best for her. She took it without water, because that was the quickest 
way to its effect. 

Herbie pressed it on her. He was glad to see her drink. They both felt 
it might restore her high spirits, and their good times together might 
again be possible. 

“ ’Atta girl,” he would approve her. “Let’s see you get boiled, baby.” 

But it brought them no nearer. When she drank with him, there 
Would be a little while of gayety and then, strangely without beginning, 
ihey would be in a wild quarrel. They would wake in the morning not 
mre what it had all been about, foggy as to what had been said and 
done, but each deeply injured and bitterly resentful. There would be 
days of vengeful silence. 

There had been a time when they had made up their quarrels, usually 
In bed. There would be kisses and little names and assurances of fresh 
starts. . . . “Oh, it’s going to be great now. Herb. We’ll have swell 
times. I was a crab. I guess I must have been tired. But everything’s 
going to be swell. You’ll see.” 

Now there were no gentle reconciliations. They resumed friendly 
relations only in the brief magnanimity caused by liquor, before more 
liquor drew them into new battles. The scenes became more violent, 
TSiere were shouted inyectives and pushes, and sometimes sharp slaps. 
Once she had a black eye. Herbie was horrified next day at sight of it. 
He did not go to work; he followed her about, suggesting remedies and 
heaping dark blame on himself. But after they had had a few drinks— 
“to pull themselves together”— she made so many wistful references to 
her bruise that he shouted at her and rushed out and was gone for two 
days. 

Each time he left the place in a rage, he threatened never to come back. 
She did not believe him, nor did she consider separation. Somewhere in 
her head or her heart was the lazy, nebulous hope that things would 
change and she and Herbie settle suddenly into soothing married lifc 
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Here were her home, her furniture, her husband, her station. She sum- 
moned no alternatives. 

She could no longer bustle and potter. She had no more vicarious 
tears; the hot drops she shed were for herself. She walked ceaselessly 
about the rooms, her thoughts running mechanically round and round 
Herbie. In those days began the hatred of being alone that she was 
never to overcome. You could be by yourself when things were all right, 
but when you were blue you got the howling horrors. 

She commenced drinking alone, little, short, drinks all through the 
day. It was only with Herbie that alcohol made her nervous and quick 
in offense. Alone, it blurred sharp things for her. She lived in a haze 
of it. Her life took on a dream-like quality. Nothing was astonishing. 

A Mrs. Martin moved into the flat across the hall. She was a great 
blonde woman of forty, a promise in looks of what Mrs. Morse was to 
be. They made acquaintance, quickly became inseparable. Mrs. Morse 
spent her days in the opposite apartment. They drank together, to brace 
themselves after the drinks of the nights before. 

She never confided her troubles about Herbie to Mrs. Martin. The 
subject was too bewildering to her to find comfort in talk. She let it be 
assumed that her husband’s business kept him much away. It was not 
regarded as important; husbands, as such, played but shadowy parts in 
Mrs. Martin’s circle. 

Mrs. Martin had no visible spouse; you were left to decide for yourself 
whether he was or was not dead. She had aa admirer, Joe, who came to 
see her almost nightly. Often he brought several friends with him — 
“The Boys,” they were called. The Boys were big, red, good-humored 
men, perhaps forty-five, perhaps fifty. Mrs. Morse was glad of invitations 
to join the parties — Herbie was scarcely ever at home at night now. If 
he did come home, she did not visit Mrs. Martin. An evening alone with 
Herbie meant inevitably a quarrel, yet she would stay with him. There 
was always her thin and wordless idea that, maybe, this night, things 
would begin to be all right. 

The Boys brought plenty of liquor along with them whenever they 
came to Mrs. Martin’s. Drinking with them, Mrs. Morse became lively 
and good-natured and audacious. She was quickly popular. When she 
had drunk enough to cloud her most recent battle with Herbie, she was 
excited by their approbation. Crab, was she.? Rotten sport, was she.? 
Well, there were some that thought different. 

Ed was one of The Boys. He lived in Utica— had “his own business” 
there, was the awed report— but he came to New York almost every 
Week. He was married. He showed Mrs. Morse the then current photo- 
graphs of Junior and Sister, and she praised them abundantly and sin- 
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cercly. Soon it was accepted by the others that Ed was her particular 
friend. 

^ He staked her when they all played poker; sat next her and occa- 
sionally rubbed his knee against hers during the game. She was rather 
lucky. Frequently she went home with a twenty-dollar bill or a ten- 
dollar bill or a handful of crumpled dollars. She was glad of them. 
Herbie was getting, in her words, something awful about money. To 
ask him for it brought an instant row. 

“What the hell do you do with it?** he would say. “Shoot it all on 
Scotch?” 

“I try to run this house half-way decent,” she would retort. “Never 
thought of that, did you? Oh, no, his lordship couldn’t be bothered 
with that.” 

Again, she could not find a definite day, to fix the beginning of Ed’s 
proprietorship. It became his custom to kiss her on the mouth when he 
came in, as well as for farewell, and he gave her little quick kisses of 
approval all through the evening. She liked this rather more than she 
disliked it. She never thought of his kisses when she was not with him. 

He would run his hand lingeringly over her back and shoulders. 

“Some dizzy blonde, eh?” he would say. “Some doll.” 

One afternoon she came home from Mrs. Martin’s to find Herbie in 
the bedroom. He had been away for several nights, evidently on a pro- 
longed drinking bout. His face was gray, his hands jerked as if they 
were on wires. On the bed were two old suitcases, packed high. Only 
her photograph remained on his bureau, and the wide doors of his closet 
disclosed nothing but coat-hangers. 

“I’m blowing,” he said. “I’m through with the whole works. I got a 
job in Detroit.” 

She sat down on the edge of the bed. She had drunk much the night 
before, and the four Scotches she had had with Mrs. Martin had only 
increased her fogginess. 

“Good job?” she said. 

^h, yeah,” he said. “Looks all right.” 

He closed a suitcase with difficulty, swearing at it in whispers. 

“There’s some dough in the bank,” he said. “The bank book’s in your 
top drawer. You can have the furniture and stuff.” 

He looked at her, and his forehead twitched. 

“God damn it. I’m through, I’m telling you,” he cried. “I’m through.” 

“All right, all right,” she said. “I heard you, didn’t I?” 

She saw him as if he were at one end of a canyon and she at the other. 
Her head was beginning to ache bumpingly, and her voice had a dreary, 
tiresome tone. She could not have raised it. 

“Like a drink before you go?” she asked. 
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Again he looked at her, and a corner of his mouth jerked up. 

“Cockeyed again for a change, aren’t you?” he said. “That’s nice. Sure, 
get a couple of shots, will you?” 

She went to the pantry, mixed him a stiff highball, poured herself 
couple of inches of whisky and drank it. Then she gave herself another 
portion and brought the glasses into the bedroom. He had strapped 
both suitcases and had put on his hat and overcoat. 

He took his highball. 

“Well,” he said, and he gave a sudden, uncertain laugh. “Here’s mud 
ill your eye.” 

“Mud in your eye,” she said. 

They drank. He put down his glass and took up the heavy suitcases.. 

“Got to get a train around six,” he said. 

She followed him down the hall. There was a song, a song that Mrs. 
Martin played doggedly on the phonograph, running loudly through 
her mind. She had never liked the thing. 

"'Night and daytime. 

Always playtime. 

Ain't we got fun?'" 

At the door he put down the bags and faced her. 

“Well,” he said. “Well, take care of yourself. You’ll be all right, wil 
you?” 

“Oh, sure,” she said. 

He opened the door, then came back to her, holding out his hand. 

“ ’By, Haze,” he said. “Good luck to you.” 

She took his hand and shook it. 

“Pardon my wet glove,” she said. 

When the door had closed behind him, she went back to the pantry. 

She was flushed and lively when she went in to Mrs. Martin’s that 
evening. The Boys were there, Ed among them. He was glad to be in 
town, frisky and loud and full of jokes. But she spoke quietly to him 
for a minute. 

“Herbie blew today,” she said. “Going to live out West.” 

“That so?” he said. He looked at her and played with the fountain 
pen clipped to his waistcoat pocket. 

“Think he’s gone for good, do you?” he asked. 

“Yeah,” she said. “I know he is. I know. Yeah.” 

“You going to live on across the hall just the same?” he said. “Know 
vvhat you’re going to do?” 

“Gee, I don’t know,” she said. “I don’t give much of a damn.” 
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“Oh, come on, that’s no way to talk, ’ he told her. “What you need*- 
you need a little snifter. How about it? ’ 

“Yeah,” she said. “Just straight.” 

She won forty-three dollars at poker. When the game broke up, Ed 
took her back to her apartment. 

“Got a little kiss for me?” he asked. 

He wrapped her in his big arms and kissed her violently. She was 
entirely passive. He held her away and looked at her, 

“Little tight, honey?” he asked, anxiously. “Not going to be sick, are 
you?” 

“Me?” she said. “I’m swell.” 


II 

When Ed left in the morning, he took her photograph with him. He 
said he wanted her picture to look at, up in Utica. “You can have that 
one on the bureau,” she said. 

She put Herbie’s picture in a drawer, out of her sight. When she could 
look at it, she meant to tear it up. She was fairly successful in keeping 
her mind from racing around him. Whisky slowed it for her. She was 
almost peaceful, in her mist. 

She accepted her relationship with Ed without question or enthu- 
siasm. When he was away, she seldom thought definitely of him. He 
was good to her; he gave her frequent presents and a regular allowance. 
She was even able to save. She did not plan ahead of any day, but her 
wants were few, and you might as well put money in the bank as have 
it lying around. 

When the lease of her apartment neared its end, it was Ed who 
suggested moving. His friendship with Mrs. Martin and Joe had be- 
come strained over a dispute at poker; a feud was impending. 

“Let’s get the hell out of here,” Ed said. “What I want you to have 
is a place near the Grand Central. Make it easier for me.” 

So she took a little flat in the Forties. A colored maid came in every 
d^y to clean and to make coffee for her — she was “through with that 
housekeeping stuff,” she said, and Ed, twenty years married to a pas- 
sionately domestic woman, admired this romantic uselessness and felt 
doubly a man of the world in abetting it. 

The coffee was all she had until she went out to dinner, but alcohol 
kept her fat. Prohibition she regarded only as a basis for jokes. You 
could always get all you wanted. She was never noticeably drunk and 
seldom nearly sober. It required a larger daily allowance to keep her 
misty-minded. Too little, and she was achingly melancholy. 

Ed brought her to Jimmy’s. He was proud, with the pride of thf 
transient who would be mistaken for a native, in his knowledge of 
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small, recent restaurants occupying the lower floors of shabby brown- 
stone houses; places where, upon mentioning the name of an habitu6 
triend, might be obtained strange whisky and fresh gin in many of 
their ramifications. Jimmy’s place was the favorite of his acquaintances. 

There, through Ed, Mrs. Morse met many men and women, formed 
quick friendships. The men often took her out when Ed was in Utica. 
He was proud of her popularity. 

She fell into the habit of going to Jimmy’s alone when she had no 
engagement. She was certain to meet some people she knew, and join 
them. It was a club for her friends, both men and women. 

The women at Jimmy’s looked remarkably alike, and this was curi- 
ous, for, through feuds, removals and opportunities of more profitable 
contacts, the personnel of the group changed constantly. Yet always the 
newcomers resembled those whom they replaced. They were all big 
women and stout, broad of shoulder and abundantly breasted, with 
faces thickly clothed in soft, high-colored flesh. They laughed loud and 
often, showing opaque and lusterless teeth like squares of crockery. 
There was about them the health of the big, yet a slight, unwholesome 
suggestion of stubborn preservation. They might have been thirty-six 
or forty-five or anywhere between. 

They composed their titles of their own first names with their hus- 
bands’ surnames — Mrs. Florence Miller, Mrs. Vera Riley, Mrs. Lilian 
Block. This gave at the same time the solidity of marriage and the 
glamour of freedom. Yet only one or two were actually divorced. Most 
of them never referred to their dimmed spouses; some, a shorter time 
separate, described them in terms of great biological interest. Several 
were mothers, each of an only child — a boy at school somewhere, or a girl 
being cared for by a grandmother. Often, well on towards morninga 
there would be displays of kodak portraits and of tears. 

They were comfortable women, cordial and friendly and irrepressibly 
matronly. Theirs was the quality of ease. Become fatalistic, especially 
about money matters, they were unworried. Whenever their funds 
dropped alarmingly, a new donor appeared; this had always happened. 
The aim of each was to have one man, permanently, to pay all her bills, 
in return for which she would have immediately given up other ad- 
mirers and probably would have become exceedingly fond of him; for 
the affections of all of them were, by now, unexacting, tranquil, and 
easily arranged. This end, however, grew increasingly difficult yearly. 
Mrs. Morse was regarded as fortunate. 

Ed had a good year, increased her allowance and gave her a sealskin 
coat. But she had to be careful of her moods with him. He insisted upon 
g^iyeiy. He would not listen to admissions of aches or weariness. 

''Hey, listen.” he would say, “I got worries of my own, and plenty. 



938 DOROTHY PARKER 

Nobody wants to hear other people’s troubles, sweetie. What you got to 
do, you got to be a sport and forget it. See? Well, slip us a Uttle smile 
then. That’s my girl.” ’ 

She never had enough interest to quarrel with him as she had with 
Herbie, but she wanted the privilege of occasional admitted sadness. 
It was strange. The other women she saw did not have to fight their 
moods. There was Mrs. Florence Miller who got regular crying jags, 
and the men sought only to cheer and comfort her. The others spent 
whole evenings in grieved recitals of worries and ills; their escorts paid 
them deep sympathy. But she was instantly undesirable when she was 
low in spirits. Once, at Jimmy’s, when she could not make herself lively, 
Ed had walked out and left her. 

“Why the hell don’t you stay home and not go spoiling everybody’s 
evening?” he had roared. 

Even her slightest acquaintances seemed irritated if she were not 
conspicuously light-hearted. 

“What’s the matter with you, anyway?” they would say. “Be your 
age, why don’t you? Have a little drink and snap out of it.” 

When her relationship with Ed had continued nearly three years, he 
moved to Florida to live. He hated leaving her; he gave her a large check 
and some shares of a sound stock, and his pale eyes were wet when he 
said good-by. She did not miss him. He came to New York infre- 
quently, perhaps two or three times a year, and hurried directly from 
the train to sec her. She was always pleased to have him come and 
never sorry to see him go. 

Charley, an acquaintance of Ed’s that she had met at Jimmy’s, had 
long admired her. He had always made opportunities of touching her 
and leaning close to talk to her. He asked repeatedly of all their friends 
if they had ever heard such a fine laugh as she had. After Ed left, Char- 
ley became the main figure in her life. She classified him and spoke of 
him as “not so bad.” There was nearly a year of Charley; then she 
divided her time between him and Sydney, another frequenter of Jim- 
ijvy’s; then Charley slipped away altogether. 

Sydney was a little, brightly dressed, clever Jew. She was perhaps 
nearest contentment with him. He amused her always; her laughter 
was not forced. 

He admired her completely. Her softness and size delighted him. 
And he thought she was great, he often told her, because she kept gay 
and lively when she was drun’K. 

“Once I had a gal,” he said, “used to try and throw herself out of the 
window every time she got a can on. jee-zuss/* he addec, feelingly. 

Then Sydney married a rich and watchful bride, and then there was 
billy. No— after Sydney came Fcrd, then Billy. In her haze, she never 
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recalled how men entered her life and left it. There were no surprises. 
She had no thrill at their advent, nor woe at their departure. She seemed 
to be always able to attract men. There was never another as rich as Ed, 
but they were all generous to her, in their means. 

Once she had news of Herbie. She met Mrs. Martin dining at Jim- 
my’s, and the old friendship was vigorously renewed. The still admiring 
Joe, while on a business trip, had seen Herbie. He had settled in Chi- 
cago, he looked fine, he was living with some woman — seemed to be 
crazy about her. Mrs. Morse had been drinking vastly that day. She 
took the news with mild interest, as one hearing of the sex peccadilloes 
of somebody whose name is, after a moment’s groping, familiar. 

“Must be damn near seven years since I saw him,” she commented. 
“Gee. Seven years.” 

More and more, her days lost their individuality. She never knew 
dates, nor was sure of the day of the week. 

“My God, was that a year ago!” she would exclaim, when an event 
was recalled in conversation. 

She was tired so much of the time. Tired and blue. Almost everything 
could give her the blues. Those old horses she saw on Sixth Avenue — 
struggling and slipping along the car-tracks, or standing at the curb, 
their heads dropped level with their worn knees. The tightly stored 
tears would squeeze from her eyes as she teetered past on her aching 
feet in the stubby, champagne-colored slippers. 

The thought of death came and stayed ’’uih her and lent her a sort 
of drowsy cheer. It would be nice, nice and restful, to be dead. 

There was no settled, shocked moment when she first thought of 
killing herself; it seemed to her as if the idea had always been with her. 
She pounced upon all the accounts of suicides in the newspapers. There 
was an epidemic of self-killings — or maybe it was just that she searched 
for the stories of them so eagerly that she found many. To read of 
them roused reassurance in her; she felt a cozy solidarity with the big 
company of the voluntary dead. 

She slept, aided by whisky, till deep into the afternoons, then lay 
abed, a bottle and glass at her hand, until it was time to dress to go out 
for dinner. She was beginning to feel toward alcohol a litde puzzled 
distrust, as toward an old friend who has refused a simple favor. Whisky 
could still soothe her for most of the time, but there were sudden, in- 
explicable moments when the cloud fell treacherously away from her, 
and she was sawn by the sorrow and bewilderment and nuisance of all 
living. She played voluptuously with the thought of cool, sleepy retreat. 
She had never been troubled by religious belief and no vision of an 
after-life intimidated her. She dreamed by day of never again putting 
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on tight shoes, of never having to laugh and listen and admire, of never 
more being a good sport. Never. 

But how would you do it? It made her sick to think of jumping from 
heights. She could not stand a gun. At the theater, if one of the actors 
drew a revolver, she crammed her fingers into her ears and could not 
even look at the stage until after the shot had been fired. There was no 
gas in her flat. She looked long at the bright blue veins in her slim 
wrists — a cut with a razor blade, and there you’d be. But it would hurt, 
hurt like hell, and there would be blood to see. Poison — something 
tasteless and quick and painless — was the thing. But they wouldn’t sell 
it to you in drug-stores, because of the law. 

She had few other thoughts. 

There was a new man now — ^Art. He was short and fat and exacting 
and hard on her patience when he was drunk. But there had been only 
occasional for some time before him, and she was glad of a little 
stability. Too, Art must be away for weeks at a stretch, selling silks, and 
that was restful. She was convincingly gay with him, though the effort 
shook her. 

“The best sport in the world,” he would murmur, deep in her neck. 
“The best sport in the world.” 

One night, when he had taken her to Jimmy’s, she went into the 
dressing-room with Mrs. Florence Miller. There, while designing curly 
mouths on their faces with lip-rouge, they compared experiences of 
insomnia. 

“Honestly,” Mrs. Morse said, “I wouldn’t close an eye if I didn’t 
go to bed full of Scotch. I lie there and toss and turn and toss and turn. 
Blue! Does a person get blue lying awake that way!” 

“Say, listen. Hazel,” Mrs. Miller said, impressively, “I’m telling you 
I’d be awake for a year if I didn’t take veronal. That stuff makes you 
sleep like a fool.” 

“Isn’t it poison, or something?” Mrs. Morse asked. 

“Oh, you take too much and you’re out for the count,” said Mrs. 
Miller. “I just take five grains — they come in tablets. I’d be scared to 
fool around with it. But five grains, and you cork off pretty.” 

“Can you get it anywhere?” Mrs. Morse felt superbly Machiavellian. 

“Get all you want in Jersey,” said Mrs. Miller. “They won’t give it to 
you here without you have a doctor’s prescription. Finished? We’d 
better go back and see what the boys are doing.” 

That night, Art left Mrs. Morse at the door of her apartment; his 
mother was in town. Mrs. Morse was still sober, and it happened that 
there was no whisky left in her cupboard. She lay in bed, looking up at 
<he black ceiling. 

She rose early, for her, and went to New Jersey. She had never takep 
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the tube, and did not understand it. So she went to the Pennsylvania 
Station and bought a railroad ticket to Newark. She thought of nothing 
in particular on the trip out. She looked at the uninspired hats of the 
women about her and gazed through the smeared window at the flat, 
gritty scene. 

In Newark, in the first drug-store she came to, she asked for a tin 
of talcum powder, a nail-brush and a box of veronal tablets. The pow- 
der and the brush were to make the hypnotic seem also a casual need. 
The clerk was entirely unconcerned. “We only keep them in bottles,” 
he said, and wrapped up for her a little glass vial containing ten white 
tablets, stacked one on another. 

She went to another drug-store and bought a face-cloth, an orange- 
wood stick and a bottle of veronal tablets. The clerk was also uninter- 
ested. 

“Well, I guess I got enough to kill an ox,” she thouglit, and went 
back to the station. 

At home, she put the little vials in the drawer of her dressing-table 
and stood looking at them with a dreamy tenderness. 

“There they are, God bless them,” she said, and she kissed her finger- 
tip and touched each bottle. 

The colored maid was busy in the living room, 

“Hey, Nettie,” Mrs. Morse called. “Be an angel, will you? Run 
around to Jimmy’s and get me a quart of Scotch.” 

She hummed while she awaited the girl'o return. 

During the next few days, whisky ministered to her as tenderly as it 
had done when she first turned to its aid. Alone, she was soothed and 
vague, at Jimmy’s she was the gayest of the groups. Art was delighted 
with her. 

Then, one night, she had an appointment to meet Art at Jimmy’s 
for an early dinner. He was to leave afterward on a business excursion, 
to be away for a week. Mrs. Morse had been drinking all the afternoon; 
while she dressed to go out, she felt herself rising pleasurably from 
drowsiness to high spirits. But as she came out into the street the effects 
of the whisky deserted her completely, and she was filled with a slow, 
grinding wretchedness so horrible that she stood swaying on the pave- 
ment, unable for a moment to move forward. It was a gray night with 
spurts of mean, thin snow, and the streets shone with dark ice. As she 
slowly crossed Sixth Avenue, consciously dragging one foot past the 
other, a big, scarred horse pulling a rickety express-wagon crashed to 
his knees before her. The driver swore and screamed and lashed the 
beast insanely, bringing the whip back over his shoulder for every 
blow, while the horse struggled to get a footing on the slippery asphalt 
A group gathered and watched with interest- 
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Art was waiting when Mrs. Morse reached Jimmy’s. 

“What’s the matter with you, for God’s sake?” was his greeting to 
her. 

“I saw a horse,” she said. “Gee, I — a person feels sorry for horses. I— 
it isn’t just horses. Everything’s kind of terrible, isn’t it? I can’t help 
getting sunk.” 

“Ah, sunk, me eye,” he said. “What’s the idea of all the bellyaching? 
What have you got to be sunk about?” 

“I can’t help it,” she said. 

“Ah, help it, me eye,” he said. “Pull yourself together, will you? Come 
on and sit down, and take that face off you.” 

She drank industriously and she tried hard, but she could not over- 
come her melancholy. Others joined them and commented on her 
gloom, and she could do no more for them than smile weakly. She 
made little dabs at her eyes with her handkerchief, trying to time her 
movements so they would be unnoticed, but several times Art caught 
her and scowled and shifted impatiently in his chair. 

When it was time for him to go to his train, she said she would leave, 
too, and go home. 

“And not a bad idea, either,” he said. “See if you can’t sleep yourself 
out of it. ni see you Thursday. For God’s sake, try and cheer up by 
then, will you?” 

“Yeah,” she said. “I will.” 

In her bedroom, she undressed with a tense speed wholly unlike her 
usual slow uncertainty. She put on her nightgown, took off her hair-net 
and passed the comb quickly through her dry, vari- colored hair. Then 
she took the two little vials from the drawer and carried them into the 
bathroom. The splintering misery had gone from her, and she felt the 
quick excitement of one who is about to receive an anticipated gift. 

She uncorked the vials, filled a glass with water and stood before the 
mirror, a tablet between her fingers. Suddenly she bowed graciously to 
her reflection, and raised the glass to it. 

"’^“Well, here’s mud in your eye,” she said. 

The tablets were unpleasant to take, dry and powdery and sticking 
obstinately half-way down her throat. It took her a long time to swallow 
all twenty of them. She stood watching her reflection with deep, im- 
personal interest, studying the movements of the gulping throat. Once 
more she spoke aloud. 

“For God’s sake, try and cheer up by Thursday, will you?” she said. 
“Well, you know what he can do. He and the whole lot of them.” 

She had no idea how quickly to expect effect from the veronal. When 
she had taken the last tablet, she stood uncertainly, wondering, still with 
a courteous, vicarious interest, if death would strike her down then 
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and there. She felt in no way strange, save for a slight stirring of sick' 
ness from the effort of swallowing the tablets, nor did her reflected face 
look at all different. It would not be immediate, then; it might even 
take on hour or so. 

She stretched her arms high and gave a vast yawn. 

‘‘Guess ril go to bed,” she said. “Gee, I’m nearly dead.” 

That struck her as comic, and she turned out the bathroom light and 
went in and laid herself down in her bed, chuckling softly all the time, 

“Gee, I’m nearly dead,” she quoted. “That’s a hot one!” 

Ill 

Nettie, the colored maid, came in late the next afternoon to clean the 
apartment, and found Mrs. Morse in her bed. But then, that was not 
unusual. Usually, though, the sounds of cleaning waked her, and she 
did not like to wake up. Nettie, an agreeable girl, had learned to move 
softly about her work. 

But when she had done the living room and stolen in to tidy the 
little square bedroom, she could not avoid a tiny clatter as she arranged 
the objects on the dressing-table. Instinctively, she glanced over her 
shoulder at the sleeper, and without warning a sickly uneasiness crept 
over her. She came to the bed and stared down at the woman lying 
there. 

Mrs. Morse lay on her back, one flabby, white arm flung up, the 
wrist against her forehead. Her stiff hair hung untenderly along her 
hce. The bed covers were pushed down, exposing a deep square of soft 
neck and a pink nightgown, its fabric worn uneven by many launder- 
ings; her great breasts, freed from their tight confiner, sagged beneath 
her arm-pits. Now and then she made knotted, snoring sounds, and 
from the corner of her opened mouth to the blurred turn of her jaw 
ran a lane of crusted spittle. 

“Mis Morse,” Nettie called. “Oh, Mis’ Morse! It’s terrible late.” 

Mrs. Morse made no move. 

“Mis’ Morse,” said Nettie. “Look, Mis’ Morse. How’m I goin’ get this 
bed made.?” 

Panic sprang upon the girl. She shook the woman’s hot shoulder. 

“Ah, wake up, will yuh?” she whined. “Ah, please wake up.” 

Suddenly the girl turned and ran out in the hall to the elevator door, 
keeping her thumb firm on the black, shiny button until the elderly car 
and its Negro attendant stood before her. She poured a jumble of words 
over the boy, and led him back to the apartment. He tiptoed creakingly 
hi to the bedside; first gingerly, then so lustily that he left marks on 
the soft flesh, he prodded the unconscious woman. 

“Hey, there!” he cried, and listened intently, as for an echo. 
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“Jeez. Out like a light,** he commented. 

At his interest in the spectacle, Nettie’s panic left her. Importance was 
big in both of them. They talked in quick, unfinished whispers, and it 
was the boy’s suggestion that he fetch the young doctor who lived on 
the ground floor. Nettie hurried along with him. They looked forward 
to the limelit moment of breaking their news of something untoward, 
something pleasurably unpleasant. Mrs. Morse had become the me- 
dium of drama. With no ill wish to her, they hoped that her state was 
serious, that she would not let them down by being awake and normal 
on their return. A little fear of this determined them to make the 
most, to the doctor, of her present condition. “Matter of life and 
death,” returned to Nettie from her thin store of reading. She con- 
sidered startling the doctor with the phrase. 

The doctor was in and none too pleased at interruption. He wore 
a yellow and blue striped dressing-gown, and he was lying on his 
sofa, laughing with a dark girl, her face scaly with inexpensive pow- 
der, who perched on the arm. Half-emptied highball glasses stood 
beside them, and her coat and hat were neatly hung up with the com- 
fortable implication of a long stay. 

Always something, the doctor grumbled. Couldn’t let anybody alone 
after a hard day. But he put some bottles and instruments into a case, 
changed his dressing-gown for his coat and started out with the 
Negroes. 

“Snap it up there, big boy,” the girl called after him. “Don’t be all 
night.” 

The doctor strode loudly into Mrs. Morse’s flat and on to the bed- 
room, Nettie and the boy right behind him. Mrs. Morse had not 
moved; her sleep was as deep, but soundless, now. The doctor looked 
sharply at her, then plunged his thumbs into the lidded pits above 
her eyeballs and threw his weight upon them. A high, sickened cry 
broke from Nettie. 

“Look like he tryin’ to push her right on th’ough the bed,” said 
theTboy. He chuckled. 

Mrs. Morse gave no sign under the pressure. Abruptly the doctor 
abandoned it, and with one quick movement swept the covers down 
to the foot of the bed. With another he flung her nightgown back and 
lifted the thick, white legs, cross-hatched with blocks of tiny, iris- 
colored veins. He pinched them repeatedly, with long, cruel nips, back 
of the knees. She did not awaken. 

“What’s she been drinking.^” he asked Nettie, over his shoulder. 

With the certain celerity of one who knows just where to lay hands 
on a thing, Nettie went into the bathroom, bound for the cupboard 
where Mrs. Morse kept her whisky. But she stopped at the sight of 
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the two vials, with their red and white labels, lying before the mirror. 
She brought them to the doctor. 

“Oh, for the Lord Almighty’s sweet sake!” he said. He dropped Mrs. 
Morse’s legs, and pushed them impatiently across the bed. “What did 
she want to go taking that tripe for? Rotten yellow trick, that’s what 
i thing like that is. Now we’ll have to pump her out, and all that stuff, 
sjuisance, a thing like that is; that’s what it amounts to. Here, George, 
take me down in the elevator. You wait here, maid. She won’t do any- 
thing.” 

“She won’ die on me, will she?” cried Nettie. 

“No,” said the doctor. “God, no. You couldn’t kill her with an ax.^^ 

IV 

After two days, Mrs. Morse came back to consciousness, dazed at first, 
then with a comprehension that brought with it the slow, saturating 
wretchedness. 

“Oh, Lord, oh, Lord,” she moaned, and tears for herself and for life 
striped her cheeks. 

Nettie came in at the sound. For two days she had done the ugly, 
incessant tasks in the nursing of the unconscious, for two nights she 
had caught broken bits of sleep on the living-room couch. She looked 
coldly at the big, blown woman in the bed. 

“What you been tryin’ to do, Mis’ Morse?” she said. “What kinc o’ 
work is that, takin’ all that stuff?” 

“Oh, Lord,” moaned Mrs. Morse, again, and she tried to cover her 
eyes with her arms. But the joints felt stiff and brittle, and she cried 
out at their ache. 

“Tha’s no way to ack, takin’ them pills,” said Nettie. “You can thank 
you’ stars you heah at all. How you feel now?” 

“Oh, I feel great,” said Mrs. Morse. “Swell, I feel.” 

Her hot, painful tears fell as if they would never stop. 

“Tha’s no way to take on, cryin’ like that,” Nettie said. “After what 
you done. The doctor, he says he could have you arrested, doin’ a thing 
like that. He was fit to be tied, here.” 

“Why couldn’t he let me alone?” wailed Mrs. Morse. “Why the hell 
couldn’t he have?” 

“Tha’s tcrr’blc. Mis’ Morse, swearin’ an’ talkin’ like that,” said 
Nettie, “after what people done for you. Here I ain’ had nc sleep at all 
for two nights, an’ I had to give up goin’ out to my other ladies!” 

“Oh, I’m sorry, Nettie,” she said. “You’re a peach. I’m sorry I’ve 
given you so much trouble. I couldn’t help it. I just got sunk. Didn’t 
you ever feel like doing it? When everything looks just lousy to you?” 
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“I wouldn’ think o’ no such thing,” declared Nettie, “You got to chcei 
up. Tha’s what you got to do. Everybody’s got their troubles.” 

“Yeah,” said Mrs. Morse. “I know.” 

“Come a pretty picture card for you,” Nettie said, “Maybe that will 
cheer you up.” 

She. handed Mrs. Morse a post-card. Mrs. Morse had to cover one 
eye with her hand, in order to read the message; her eyes were not yet 
focusing correctly. 

It was from Art. On the back of a view of the Detroit Athletic Club 
he had written: “Greeting and salutations. Hope you have lost that 
gloom. Cheer up and don’t take any rubber nickels. See you on Thurs- 
day.” 

She dropped the card to the floor. Misery crushed her as if she were 
between great smooth stones. There passed before her a slow, slow 
pageant of days spent lying in her flat, of evenings at Jimmy’s being a 
good sport, making herself laugh and coo at Art and other Arts; she 
saw a long parade of weary horses and shivering beggars and all 
beaten, driven, stumbling things. Her feet throbbed as if she had 
crammed them into the stubby champagne-colored slippers. Her heart 
seemed to swell and harden. 

“Nettie,” she cried, “for heaven’s sake pour me a drink, will you.?^” 

The maid looked doubtful. 

“Now you know, Mis* Morse,” she said, “you been near daid. I don 
know if the doctor he let you drink nothin’ yet.” 

“Oh, never mind him,” she said. “You get me one, and bring in the 
bottle. Take one yourself.” 

“Well,” said Nettie. 

She poured them each a drink, deferentially leaving hers in the bath- 
room to be taken in solitude, and brought Mrs. Morse’s glass in to her. 

Mrs. Morse looked into the liquor and shuddered back from its odor. 
Maybe it would help. Maybe, when you had been knocked cold for a 
few days, your very first drink would give you a lift. Maybe whisky 
wflwld be her friend again. She prayed without addressing a God, 
without knowing a God. Oh, please, please, let her be able to get 
drunk, please keep her always drunk. 

She lifted the glass. 

“Thanks, Nettie,” she said. “Here’s mud in your eye.” 

The maid giggled. “Tha’s the way, Mis’ Morse,” she said. “You cheer 
up, now.” 

“Yeah,” said Mrs. Morse. “Sure 
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by CHRISTOPHER MORLEY 


I SUPPOSE the reason why cabin 
stewards fold them like that, instead of tucking ’em in as bed-clothes are 
arranged on shore, is that if the ship founders you can get out of your 
bunk so much quicker. The life preservers are up there, on top of the 
little wardrobe. The picture of Mr. Boddy-Finch, the resolute-looking 
man with a mustache, showing how to wear the life waistcoat, is 
on the panel of the door. Mr. Boddy-F inch’s mustache has a glossy 
twist, probably waxed like that to keep it from getting wet while he’s 
demonstrating his waistcoat. He guarantees that the thing^ will keep 
you afloat for forty-eight hours: how can he tell unless hes tried it? 
Amusing scene, Mr, Boddy-Finch floating competently in the Mersey 
while a jury of ship owners on the dock cheer him on toward the 
forty-eighth hour. 

So he was thinking as he got into the berth and carefully snugged 
himself into the clothes that were folded, not tucked. The detective 
story slid down beside the pillow. No bed companion is so soothing 
as a book you don’t intend to read. He had realized just now that 
the strangeness had worn off. This was his first voyage. He had 
supposed, of course, he would be ill, but he had never felt more at 
home, physically, in his life. The distemper that had burdened him 
was of another sort; but now it was gone— gone so quietly and com- 
pletely that he hardly missed it yet. He only knew that some secretive 
instinct had brought him early to his bunk, not to sleeps but because 
there, in that narrow solitude, he could examine the queer delicious 

mood now pervading him. . r 

The steady drum and quiver of a slow ship finding her own com- 
fortable way through heavy sea. The little stateroom, which he to 
himself, was well down and amidships; the great double crash and 
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rhythm of the engines was already part of his life. A pounding hum, 
pounding hum, pounding hum. He invented imitative phrases to 
accompany that cadence. Oh, lyric love, half piston and half crank! 
Roofed over by the upper berth, shaded from the lamp by the clicking 
chintz curtain, this was his lair to spy out on the laws of life. He could 
see bis small snug dwelling sink and sway. Marvellous cradling ease, 
sweet equation of all forces. He studied the pattern of honest bolts 
in the white iron ceiling. Surely, with reference to himself, they were 
rigid: yet he saw them rise and dip and swing. The corridor outside 
was one long creak. There was a dropping sag of his berth as it caved 
beneath him, then a climbing push as it rose, pressing under his 
shoulders. He waited, in curious lightness and thrill, to feel the long 
slow lift, the hanging pause, the beautiful sinking plunge. The down- 
ward slope then gently tilted sideways. His knees pressed hard against 
the board, he could see his toothbrush glide across the tumbler. He 
was incredibly happy in an easy bliss. This primitive cycle of move- 
ment seemed a part of the secret rhymes of biology. Now he under^ 
stood why sailors often feel ill when they reach the dull, flat solidity 
of earth. 

The lull and ecstasy of the sea is what man was meant for. The 
whole swinging universe takes you up in its arms, and you know both 
desire and fulfilment. And down below, from far within, like— oh, 
like things you believed you’d forgotten — that steady, grumbling hum. 
The first night he was a bit anxious when she rolled: his entrails yawned 
when she leaned over so heavily on emptiness. But then he had divined 
something; it is the things that frighten you that are really worth 
while. Now, when she canted he did not hold back; he leaned with 
her, as though eager to come as close as possible to that seethe and 
hiss along her dripping side. It was the inexpressive faces of stewards 
and stewardesses that had best fortified him. They stood on duty along 
the exclaiming passages, priests of this white ritual world. Their sallow 
sexton faces seemed gravely reassuring the congregation that all was 
caltulated, charted, and planned. They flexed and balanced serenely 
like vicars turning eastward at the appointed clause. He had barely 
escaped horrifying one of them, his bedroom steward who came in 
suddenly — the door was open — while he was doing a private caper of 
triumph at realizing he wasn’t ill. He repeated his silly chant, smiling 
in the berth: 

Wallow in a hollow with a pounding hum. 

Pillow on a billow with a pounding hum. 

Now the Atlantic 

Drives me frantic, 

Pounding pounding pounding huml** 
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If you ever tell anyone this story, he said to me — ^long afterward, 
when he first talked about it — make it very matter-of-fact. I know that 
some writers have a way of putting things handsomely, picturesquely, 
full of ingenious, witty phrases. That’s dangerous, because people get 
a notion that these affairs are only the invention of literary folks. 

The first days were very uneasy. He couldn’t read, he couldn’t bear 
talking the gay chaff that is legal tender on shipboard, he dreaded the 
discovery of a mutual friend in Pelham Manor that thrills adjoining 
deck chairs. He couldn’t write, nor imagine concentrating his mind on 
cards; besides, he was young enough to be alarmed by the warning 
notice about Professional Gamblers. He’d have enjoyed more deck 
tennis but the courts were usually occupied by young engineer-officers 
and a group of girls whose parents, in desperation, were sending them 
abroad to school. They were rather noisily true to type and carried 
with them everywhere a toy phonograph, the size of a candy box. 
1 his occult machine, busily rotating dark spirals of jazz, was heard 
intermittently like a pagan refrain. It uttered such cries as Pan might 
ejaculate under ether. Long after the diligent ship’s orchestra had 
couched themselves it chattered, in dark corners of the deck, against 
the thunder of yeasty sea. Evidently it was hastening its damsels into 
a concentric cul de sac where they would eventually find themselves 
[docked. There would, perhaps, be the momentary alleviation of a 
picture in the Sunday paper (“Among the season’s interesting brides”) 
after which they would be irretrievable wives and mothers — with 
friends in Pelham Manor. 

He paced the deck endlessly in windy bright September. Weariness 
is the only drug for that sea unease. At night the mastheads swung 
solemnly against clear grainy sky. Even the Dipper seemed swinging. 
Here and there he paused, in a kind of dream, vacantly studying the 
log of the day’s run, pondering on the chart a shoal called the Virgins, 
or watching, through a brass-rimmed port, cheerful people gossiping 
in the lounge. He was too shy and too excited to enter into the innocent 
pastimes of the voyage. Sometimes he went into the smokeroom for a 
drink. Brought up in the Prohibition era, acquainted only with r^w 
gin and fusel oils, leprous distilments, he had never before encountered 
honest ripened Scotch. When that hale benevolent spirit amazed him 
with its pure warmth, it occurred to him that perhaps there is no 
reason why the glamor of life should not be taken neat. It need not 
always be smuggled about in medicine bottles or under false and 
counterfeit labels. But the smokeroom frightened some essential 
Aastity in his mind. It was full of women smoking and drinking. 
They wore cheese-colored silk stockings, provokingly obvious, and 
their eyes were soortively bright. Perhaps they were gamblers even more 
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professional dian those referred to in the sign. One evening) when he 
had a bad cold, the doctor gave him some phenacetin and aspirin 
tablets to take with hot toddy. That night he lay stewing in his warm 
cradle, submerged in a heavy ocean of sleep, rolled in a nothingness 
so perfect it was almost prenatal. So he told the doctor the next 
morning, and caught a flash from that officer’s eyes. Both put the 
phrase aside where it wouldn’t get broken, for private meditation. 
Being diffident, he did not tell the doctor what jolly dreams had swum 
through the deep green caverns of his swoon. His mind lay on the 
bottom like a foundered galleon, its treasures corroding in the strong 
room, while white mermaids . . . No, they weren’t mermaids, he said 
to himself. 

But now I know why the steamship companies arrange so many 
distractions for their passengers. 

As nearly as I can make out, his obscure agitations resolved them- 
selves into a certainty that something was going to happen. But he 
could put no label on this strange apprehensive sentiment. When you 
can put your feelings into words, they cease to be dangerous. Now 
you see, he added, why my bunk was the safest place. 

He paused. I think he realized that I didn’t see, altogether; and I 
nearly remarked, in the jocular way an old friend can say things, that 
if he expected any editor to be interested in this story it was time he 
got into it something more tangible than phenacetin mermaids. The 
ladies with cheese-colored stockings had sounded promising. But some- 
how, with no notion at all of what he was coming to, I wanted him 
to work it out in his own way. After all, it’s only the very cheap kind 
of stories that have to be told in a hurry. 

Evidently it would be wrong to imagine that his disturbance was 
unhappy. For I get the impression that, little by little, a secret elation 
possessed him: on that special evening when he retired early to his 
berth, he was particularly certain that some blissful meaning lay in- 
side this experience. For suddenly, at the heart of that unsteady clamor, 
he lay infinitely at peace. The dull crash of those huge pistons was an 
unerring music; the grave plunging of the ship was perfect rest. He 
lay trembling with happiness, in what he described (rather oddly) as 
a kind of piety; a physical piety. 

I wanted him to make this a little plainer, but he was rather vague. 
*‘I felt, more truly than ever before, a loyalty to the physical principles 
of the universe. I felt like Walt Whitman.” 

I decided not to pursue this further, but in a determined effort to 
explain himself he made another odd remark, which I suppose ought 
to be put in the record. “One day the chief engineer took me down to 
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sec the machinery. But before we went below he made me leave my 
watch in his cabin. He said that if I had it on me when we went 
by the dynamos their magnetic power was so strong that it would 
throw my watch into a kind of trance. It would be interesting as a 
specimen of polarization, he said, but it wouldn’t be a timepiece. Well, 
it was like that with me. There arc some instincts that it’s better to 
leave behind when you go in a ship. I felt polarized.” 

It appears that he felt himself on the verge of great mental illu- 
minations; but, as one turns away from a too brilliant light, he averted 
himself from the effort of thinking. He took up the detective story, 
but it lacked its usual soporific virtue. And presently, still wakeful, he 
slipped on his dressing gown and went for a hot bath. The bathroom, 
farther down the corridor, would be unoccupied at this hour. On that 
deck all ports were screwed up, on account of the heavy weather, and 
it was undeniably stuffy. Several stateroom doors were hooked ajar, 
for ventilation, and as he passed along . . . 

“1 should have told you” (he interrupted himself) “about the day 
we sailed from New York, a marvelous warm autumn noon, the 
buoys chiming like lunch bells as we slipped down toward Staten 
Island. I got down to the ship rather early. After seeing my baggage 
safely in the stateroom and looking at some parcels that had been sent 
me— you know that little diary, My Trip Ahroad, that someone always 
gives you; I’m sorry to have to say its pages are still blank — I sat in 
the writing room scribbling some postcards. You must realize what 
an extraordinary adventure all this was for me. My Trip AbroadI 
With a sense of doing something rather dangerous, I went off the pier 
to mail my cards. I remember the drowsy Saturday sunlight of that 
wide cobbly space; taxis driving up; the old Fourteenth Street 
trolleys rumbling along as usual, and in a few hours I should be far 
away from it all. It was then, returning across the street, that I noticed 
the head of some goddess or other carved over the piers. I wondered 
why, but I didn’t dally to speculate. I had a naive fear that the ship 
might somehow slide off without me— though there was still nearly 
an hour to sailing rime. 

“A friend had come down to see me off, and we palavered about 
this and that: he was an old traveler and was probably amused at my 
excitement The deck was thronged with people saying good-by, and 
while my friend and I were having our final words, there was a bunch 
of women near us. My companion may have observed that I was hardly 
paying attention to our talk. I was noticing a gray dress that had its 
^ack turned toward me. It was an exquisitely attractive thing, a sort 
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of cool silky stuff with crisp little pleats. Its plain simplicity made it 
admirably piquant. Somehow I had a feeling that anyone who would 
wear so delicious a costume must be interesting. I can’t attempt to 
describe the garment in technical terms, but it was draped just properly 
flat behind the shoulders and tactfully snug over the hips. What caught 
my eye especially was a charming frill that went down the middle, 
accompanied by a file of buttons and ending in a lively little black bow. 
1 only saw the back of this outfit, which included a bell-shaped gray 
hat and a dark shingled nape. I noted that its wearer was tall and 
athletic in carriage, but my friend then recaptured my attention. When 
he had gone the dress had vanished. A visitor, I supposed; it was 
obviously the summery kind of thing that would be worn, on a warm 
day, to go down to say good-by to someone who was leaving. But 
several times, in my various considerings, I had remembered it. I 
thought particularly of what I called the Spinal Frill and the impudent 
little twirl of ribbon that ended it. Did or did not anyone v/ho wore 
that know how enchantingly inciting it was? It must be put there 
with some intention. But was it the wearer’s intention, or only some 
casual fancy of the dressmaker’s? Yet it was there to be admired; and 
if I had gone to the lady and told her how much I admired it, wouldn’t 
I only have been doing my duty ? 

*^Well, as I started to say, when I went by that partly open door I 
saw that gray dress hanging in a stateroom. It was on a hanger, its 
back toward me. It looked rather limp and dejected, but there could 
be no doubt about the frill and the buttons and the bow. 

“I was hurrying, as you do hurry when you go along a public 
passage in your dressing gown, arid it really didn’t occur to me until 
I was comfortably soaking in a deep tub of slanting hot water that 
I might have noted the number of the room. Then I could probabl)i 
have found out from the passenger list who she was. But even so, 1 
was glad I hadn’t. I didn’t want to seem to spy on the gray dress: ) 
admired it too much for that; and also, just in the instant I saw it, 
i^looked so emaciated, so helpless, almost as if it were seasick. 1 
couldn’t have taken advantage of it. I dallied in my bath for some time? 
when I returned, all the doors were shut.” 

II 

The following day there was that subtle change that comes over every 
Atlantic voyage about three-quarters of the way across. Perhaps it 
happens at the place where the waves are parted, like hair. For on one 
side you see them rolling in toward America; on the other they move 
with equal regularity toward England and France. So obviously there 
must be a place where they turn back to back. The feeling of Europe 




THE ARROW 953 

being near increased the humility of passengers making their maiden 
voyage; more than ever they shrank from the masterful condescension 
of those anxious to explain what an intolerable thrill the first sight of 
Land’s End would be. A certain number of English ladies, who had 
lain mummified and plaided in their chairs, now began to pace the 
deck like Britannia’s daughters. Even one or two French, hitherto 
almost buried under the general mass of Anglo-Saxon assertiveness, 
pricked up and showed a meager brightness. The young women with 
the phonograph, if they had been listening, might now have learned 
how to pronounce Cherbourg. Friendships that had been still a trifle 
green and hard suddenly ripened and even fell squashily overripe. 
Champagne popped in the dining saloon; the directors of Messrs. Bass 
prepared to declare another dividend; there was a fancy-dress ball. 
A homeward-bound English lecturer hoped that the weather would be 
clear going up the Chops of the Channel; for then, he said, in the 
afternoon light you will see the rocks of Cornwall shining like opals. 
But the weather grew darker and wetter; and with every increase of 
moisture and gale the British passengers grew ruddier and more keen. 
Even the breakfast kippers seemed stronger, more pungent, as they 
approached their native waters; the grapefruit correspondingly pulpier 
and less fluent. It was borne in upon the Americans that they were 
now a long way from home. Hard-headed business men, whose trans- 
actions with the smokeroom steward now proved to have had some 
uses, were showing their wives how to distinguish the half-crown from 
the florin. It struck them oddly that it might be some time before they 
would see again the Detroit Free Press or the Boston T ranscripL Thus, 
in varying manners, came the intuition (which always reaches the 
American with a peculiar shock) that they were approaching a different 
world — a world in which they were only too likely to be regarded as 
spoiled and plunderable children. The young women with the phono- 
graph, subconsciously resenting this, kept the record going prodigiously. 

In a mildly expectant way he had kept an eye open for a possible 
reappearance of the gray frock; but ratiocination persuaded him it 
was unlikely. For it was not the kind of dress one would wear for 
dancing — obviously, it was not an evening gown, for it had no hos- 
pitable exposures; yet it certainly had looked too flimsy for outdoor 
appearance in this weather. Perhaps it was a garment too tenuous 
ever to be worn at all in Britain, he pondered, as the chill increased. 
Then came the fancy-dress ball, for which he was enlivened by the 
Scotch and the enthusiasm of his steward, who admired his tentatively 
suggested costume of bath towels and curtains. A stewardess pinned 
him together, loudly praising his originality, although she had seen 
one Just like it almost every voyage for twenty years. He found himself 
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dancing with a charming creature who might even, by her build and 
color, have been the gray unknown. He had intended to be a trifle 
lofty with her, for he doubted whether she was his intellectual equal; 
but neither the cocktails nor the movement of the ship were conducive 
to Platonic demeanor. He decided to try her with a hypothetical 
question. 

“If you had a gray dress with long sleeves and a nice little white 
:ollar, on what sort of occasion would you wear it?” he asked. 

“When I became a grandmother,” she replied promptly. 

“There was nothing grandmotherly about it,” he insisted. “It had a 
spinal frill and a velvet bow on the bottom.” 

She laughed so they had to stop twirling. 

“The bottom of what? the skirt?” 

“No, at the end of the frill. On the saddle, so to speak — the haunches.” 

“Haunches!” she cried. “If you were any good as a dancer you’d 
know they don’t have haunches nowadays. D’you see any haunches 
on me? I’m sorry I didn’t get to know you sooner, you’re priceless. 
This music is spinal frill enough for me. Come on, Rudolph, step on it.” 

So they danced. The second-cabin saloon, tables and chairs re- 
moved (she was a one-class ship in her last years), was now called the 
Italian Garden, a humorous attempt on the part of the steamship 
architects to persuade passengers they were not at sea. It was used 
for dancing and Divine Service, two activities so diverse that they 
canceled out perfectly. The slippery floor swung gravely; every now 
and then there was a yell and a merry shuffling as a deeper roll tilted 
the crowd out of step and they slid against stanchions and the potted 
shrubs that symbolized Italy. The musicians, remembering that to- 
morrow would be the day to take up their collection, braced themselves 
on their chairs and played valiantly. Like a drumming undertone came 
the driving tremor of the hull, pounding hum, pounding hum; the 
ceaseless onward swing of the old vessel, dancing with them, curtseying 
stiffly to her partner, smashing her wide wet bows into swathes of 
whife darkness. Then the serio-comic yammer of the tunc overcame 
everything, moving pulse and nerves to its rhythm, repeated again and 
again until it seemed as though the incessant music must cause some 
actual catabolism in the blood. You remember the song that was the 
favorite that year: 

**Whcn Katie has fits of the vapours 
And feels that occasional peeve 
That cuts such irrational capers 
In the veins of the daughters of Eve, 

Therms still one elixir 
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Tiat surely can fix her. 

Whatever depressions may vex^ 

Sitting up late, 

Tete-^'tete, 

With the so-called Opposite Sex!* 

Before quitting, they went on deck for a gust of fresh air. He 
wondered vaguely why he had not enjoyed more of this sort of frolic 
during the previous eight days. This, evidently, was what life was 
intended for : he was as healthily and gladly weary as a woodchopper. 
Would she expect him to offer a few modest endearments? It seemed 
almost discourteous not to, when the whole world was so lyric and 
propitious. But as they rounded the windbreak into the full dark blast 
of the night, they collided with one of the phonograph urchins, em- 
bracing and embraced with some earnest young squire. They hurried 
by and stood a few moments alone forward of the deckhouse. There 
was a clean cold scourge of wind, a bitter sparkle of stars among cloudy 
scud. 

“Oh,” she exclaimed angrily, “will we never be there? I hate it, hate 
it, this sensual rolling sea.” 

She cried an embarrassed good-night and was gone. He remembered 
the head carved on the piers and guessed now who the goddess was. 

The next day was the last. At the Purser’s office appeared the notice 
Heavy Baggage for Plymouth Must Be Read^ for Removal by 6 P. M. 
The tender bubble of timelessness was pricked. The heaviest baggage ot 
all, the secret awareness of Immensity, was rolled away from the heart. 
Again the consoling trivialities of earth resumed their sway; though 
those not debarking until Cherbourg had a sense of reprieve, as of 
criminals not to die until a day later. The phonograph wenches, 
regardless of a whole continent of irregular verbs waiting for them, 
packed the French grammars they had never opened during the 
voyage, and unaware of plagiarism, made the customary jokes about 
the Scilly Islands. 

He slept late. When he came on deck in mid-morning he could 
smell England. The wind was still sharp but ingrained with fragrance, 
motes of earthen savor. Almost with dismay, as they drew in toward 
narrower seas, he felt the long plunge of the ship soften to a gentler 
swing. In the afternoon a fiery sunset broke out in the debris of storm 
they had left astern; the blaze licked along rags of oily cloud, just in 
time to tinge the first Cornish crags a dull purple. He avoided the 
English ladies whose voices were rising higher and higher toward 
their palates, but he forgave them. This was plainly fairyland, and 
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those returning to it might well grow a little crazed. He saw comic 
luggers with tawny sails, tumbling in the Channel, like pictures from 
old books: he imagined them manned by gnomes. He was almost 
indignant at the calm way the liner pushed on into the evening, re- 
gardless of these amazements. He would have liked her to go shouting 
past these darkening headlands, saluting each jeweled lighthouse with 
a voice of silver steam. 

It was late when she stole gently up Plymouth Sound and anchored 
in quiet blackness. There was Stygian solemnity in that silent unknown 
waterway: the red wink of a beacon and the far lights of the town 
only increased the strangeness. After days of roll and swing, the strong 
deck seemed lifeless underfoot, while some spirit level in his brain was 
still tilting to and fro. The good fabric of the ship was suddenly alien 
and sorry; stairways and passages and smells that had grown dearly 
familiar could be left behind without a pang. It was truly a death, 
things that had had close intimacy and service now lost their meaning 
forever. Glaring electric lights were hung outside, brightening the dead 
water; slowly into this brilliance came a tender, ominous as Charon’s 
ferry. He waited anxiously to hear the voices of its crew, the voices 
of ghosts, tne voices of another life. It was called Sir Richard Grenville, 
amusing contrast to the last boat whose name he had noticed in New 
York, the tug Francis X, McCafferty. Then, realizing that the Sir 
Richard was coming for him, he broke from his spell, hurrying to 
join the drill of departing passengers. 

“Stand close about, ye Stygian set,” he thought, remembering Landor, 
as they crowded together on the small tender, craning upward. The 
ship loomed over them like an apartment house, the phonograph girls 
and others, making a night of it before reaching Cherbourg, chirping 
valediction and rendezvous. As they moved gently away, a curly puff 
of flame leaped from the ships funnel. Some accumulation of soot 
or gases, momentarily ignited, gushed rosy sparks. He never knew 
whether this was a customary occurrence or an accident, but for an 
insfSnt it weirdly strengthened the Stygian color of the scene. It was 
as though the glory of her burning vitals, now not spent in threshing 
senseless sea, must ease itself by some escape. In the hush that followed 
the passengers* squeaks of surprise he heard the toy phonograph, 
poised on the rail, tinning its ultimatum. 

Later, just as he was getting into the boat train, he thought he saw, 
far down the platform a glimpse of the gray dress. 

So, by night, he entered into fairyland. 
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III 

What he remembered best of those first days in London was an ex- 
traordinary sense of freedom; freedom not merely from external control 
but also from the uneasy caperings of self. To be in so great a city, 
unknown and unregarded, was to have the privileged detachment of 
a god. It was a cleansing and perspective experience, one which few 
of our gregarious race properly relish. He had no business to transact, 
no errand to accomplish, no duty to perform. Only to enjoy, to observe, 
to live in the devotion of the eye. So, in his quiet way, he entered 
unsuspected into circulation, passing like a well-counterfeited coin. 
Comedy herself, goddess of that manly island, seemed unaware of 
him. Occasionally, in the movement of the day, he saw near him others 
who were evident compatriots, but he felt no impulse to hail and 
fraternize. The reticence of that vastly incurious city was an excellent 
sedative. Once he got out his My Trip Abroad album to record some 
impressions, but desisted after a few lines. “I felt too modest to keep 
a diary,” was his explanation. 

Except for the left-hand traffic, which cost him some rapid skipping 
on street crossings, he encountered no phenomena of surprise. London 
seemed natural, was exactly what it should be. At first the dusky light 
led him to believe, every morning, that some fierce downpour was im- 
pending; but day after day moved through gossamer tissues and 
gradations of twilight, even glimmered into cool fawn-colored sunshine, 
without the apparently threatened storm. Ir the arbored Bloomsbury 
squares morning lay mild as yellow wine; smoke of burning leaves 
sifted into the sweet opaque air. Noon softly thickened into evening; 
evening kept tryst with night. 

His conviction of being in fairyland, when I come to put down 
what he said, seemed to rest on very trifling matters. The little hotel 
where he stayed was round the corner from a post office, and in an 
alley thereby were big scarlet vans, with horses, and initialed by the 
King. These ruddy wagons in the dusk, the reliable shape of police- 
men’s helmets and boots, a bishop in the hotel who fell upon his 
breakfast haddock as though it were a succulent heresy, the grossness 
of “small” change, and a black-gowned bar lady in a bodega who 
served glasses of sherry with the air of a duchess — these were some of 
the details he mentioned. His description of men in the subway, 
sitting in scats with upholstered arms, smoking pipes and wearing silk 
hats, was, perhaps, to a New Yorker, more convincing suggestion of 
sorcery. But apparently the essence of London’s gramarye was just 
Aat there were no shocking surprises. Fairyland should indeed be where 
all the incongruous fragments of life might fall into place, and things 
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happca beautifully without indignation or the wrench of comedv. 
London seemed so reasonable^ natural, humane, and polite. If ever 
you felt any inclination to be lonely or afraid, he said, the mere look 
of the taxicabs was reassuring. They were so tall and bulky and re- 
spectable; they didn’t look “fast,” their drivers were settled and genceel. 
He even formed an idea that London fairies, if encountered, would 
wear very tiny frock coats and feed on the daintiest minuscule sausages; 
with mustard, of course; and miniature fried fish after the theater. 

The region where Shaftesbury Avenue and Charing Cross Road 
transect in an X, like policemen’s braces, was his favorite resort. There 
was no rectitude in the union of these highways, theirs was a gay 
liaison that had begotten huge families of promiscuous byways and 
crooked disorderly stepstreets. One parent absorbed in literature, the 
other gayly theatrical, the young streets had grown up as best they 
could. In the innumerable bookshops of Charing Cross Road he spent 
October afternoons; the public lavatory of Piccadilly Circus was near 
for washing his hands, always necessary after browsing along second- 
hand shelves. Then the cafes of Soho were pleasant to retire to, taking 
with him some volume he had found. No man is lonely while eating 
spaghetti, for it requires so much attention. He dined early, to visit 
the pit queues before the theaters opened. There courageous eccentrics 
sang or juggled or contorted, to coax largesse from the crowd. 

It may have been some book he was looking at that sharpened his 
car. Outside the bookshop a street piano was grinding, and presently 
the bathos of the tunc, its clapping clanging gusto, became unendurable. 
It was sad with linked saccharine long drawn out, braying and gulping 
a fat glutton grief. It had an effect, he said, of sweet spaghetti boiled 
in tears. It was an air that had been much played on the ship, and for 
a moment he felt the dingy bookshop float and sway. The verses he 
had been reading may also have had some effect: poetry, pointed so 
brutally direct at the personal identity, is only too likely to bring the 
htfSrt back to itself and its disease of self-consciousness that is never 
quite cured. The melody ended and began again. It was a tune con- 
cocted specially for dusk, for the hour when filing cases arc shut and 
vanity cases opened; for the dusk, dreadful to solitary men; and he 
fled down Shaftesbury Avenue to escape. But the deboshed refrain 
pursued him, it lodged in his fertile cortex like a spore and shot jigging 
tendrils along his marrow. The ship, forgotten in these days of fresh 
experience, returned to his thought. He felt her, rolling the whole 
pebbled sky and wrinkled sea like a cloak about her wet shoulders; he 
taw her, still in a dark harbor, gushing a sudden flight of sparks. 

ril wash my hands and go up to a show, he thought. 
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A golden filtration was flowing into the cool dusk of Piccadilly 
Circus. The imprisoned fire had begun to pace angrily to and fro in 
the wire cages of advertising signs. Rows of sitting silhouettes, carried 
smoothly forward on the tops of buses, moved across the pale light. 
Black against the shimmer was the figure of a winged boy, lifted on 
one foot’s tiptoe, gazing downward part in mischief, part in serene 
calculation. His outstretched bow was lax, his hand still drawn back 
after loosing the string. The frolic knave, tilted in airy balance, gauged 
the travel of his dart. His curved wings, tremulous to poise him so, 
seemed visibly to spread and flatten in the diamond air. Along a slant 
of shadow, where light was grained with slopes of sunset, sped the 
unseen flash. 

And having, as he thought, washed his hands of the matter; coming 
blithely upstairs from the basin, he received the skewer full in the 
breast. 

The shock thrust him backward upon another pedestrian. “Careful 
how you poke that umbrella about,” someone said. At first he felt 
dizzy, and did not know what had happened until a warm tingling 
drew his attention. The thing had pierced clean through him, a little 
aside of the middle waistcoat button. 

It was prettily opalescent, with tawny gilt feathers. Sparkles from 
the electric signs played on the slender wand; the feathered butt pro- 
jected at least eight inches in front of his midriff. Anxiously reaching 
behind, he felt that an equal length protruded from his back, ending 
in a barbed head, dreadfully keen. 

His first thought was not one of alarm, though he realized that 
such a perforation might be serious. “Isn’t that just my luck,” he 
reflected, “with my new suit on.?” For only that morning he had put 
on his first British tweeds. 

The horns of buses and cars, the roar of traffic, seemed very loud: 
almost like a crash of applause, the great shout of a sport-loving throng 
acclaiming this champion shot. He stood there, tottering a little, 
suddenly concentrated full on himself. It was surprising that there was 
no pain. A hot prickling and trembling, that was all. Indeed he felt 
unusually alert, and anxious to avoid attracting attention. People might 
think it somehow ill-mannered to be transfixed like this in such a 
public place; an American kind of thing to do. He tried to pull out 
the arrow, teth forward and backward, but it would not, budge; and 
bugging at it merely suffused his whole system with eddies of fever. 
Already several people were looking curiously at him. He hastily 
gathered his loose overcoat, which had been flapping open when he 
Was hit, over the feathery tail. Unpleasantly conscious of the shaft 
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emerging from his back, and which he could not hide, he set off 
*oward the nearest policeman. 

As he crossed the darkening and crowded Circus, edging carefully 
sideways to avoid spitting anyone with his awkward fixture, it appeared 
more and more difficult to consult a policeman in this matter. The 
all-con:pctent, solid, and honorable London bobby seemed the last per- 
son to whom one would willingly confess so intimate and absurd a 
humiliation. And as he was not in pain or weakened, but even strongly 
exhilarated and feeling a desire to sing, when he stood beside the con- 
stable he found it difficult to mention the topic. 

Without removing his vigilant gaze from the traffic, the policeman 
Dent a courteous ear down toward him. 

“Which bus for Bedford Square.'^” he found himself asking. 

“Number 38, sir.” (Or whatever the number was.) 

He had intended to remark, as casually as possible, and with his 
best English lift of intonation, “I say, constable. I’ve had a little 
accident, I wonder if you’d help me.” But he had a clear vision of the 
astounded officer halting all the traffic and a morbid crowd gathering to 
stare while the stalwart fellow placed a huge foot on his chest and hauled 
out the shaft. He would have to lie down on the pavement, it would 
be very painful, he might scream. No, it was too public. 

“See here, constable,” he said nervously, “has anyone been shooting 
arrows round here?” 

Still watching the stream of vehicles, the policeman took his arm 
in a powerful grasp and held it kindly but firmly until there was a 
pause. Then he turned and looked at him carefully. 

“Not this early in the evening,” he said. “Why the pubs is only just 
open. Later on, I dare say, the air is thick with ’em. Now, you take 
my advice, get along ’ome to Bedford Square and ’ave some black 
coffee.” 

“Well, look here!” he cried angrily. “What do you think of that?” 
He flung open his overcoat to show the thin pearly shaft and the 
sparkling feathers. 

The bobby gazed unmoved. “Button up your coat,” he advised. 
“Someone’ll nip that nice watch chain.” He escorted him to a neighbor- 
ing curb. 

“Here’s where your bus stops. Now, no more o’ your nonsense.” 

The attentive faces of the throng alarmed the young American into 
silence. He mounted the omnibus, and sat carefully ajar on the outside 
of a seat, to prevent the arrow striking anything. But even so, three 
passengers complained that he was jabbing them, and he was put off 
before they reached Oxford Street, 
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IV 

Returned to his hotel, he evaded the talkative doorman and gained 
the privacy of his chamber. He took off his outer garments, though 
with some difficulty, and studied his casualty. The arrow had caused 
no laceration or visible injury; it had pierced him as cleanly as a 
needle would enter a pudding. He v/as aware of a warm tickling, a 
quickening excitement threaded through some inmost node of his 
being. The unreasonable missile had traversed some region more in- 
timate even than heart or brain or anything palpable. It seemed to be 
lodged in his very identity, in some surprised and tender essence he 
could only describe as Me. He tried to break off the projecting ends 
of the dart; but when he wrenched and twisted, it proved strangely 
flexible though apparently so glassy and brittle. He backed against the 
window, hooked the barbed point over the sill, and gave a gigantic 
heave to pull it out. It was immovable, and the effort only left him 
dizzy and shaken, with flying volleys of anguish that scattered down 
every frantic nerve. He desisted and sat for a while almost faint while 
the chair twirled under him and the delicate engine shone and burned 
and quivered in his vitals. Now it glowed and sparkled with frolic 
luster until he was almost proud of so singular a stickpin; now it 
paled and dwindled until he clutched at his breast to see if it were 
really there. 

He was aroused by the dinner gong. Evidently he must make plans 
to carry on his life with this fantastic inherent. He rang for hot water. 
When the chambermaid appeared he was standing in his shirt sleeves 
directly under the light, waiting anxiously to see if she would cry out 
when she noticed his condition. Chambermaids, he reasoned, arc 
trained to observe anything unusual. 

She brought the water, drew the blinds, and turned down the bed 
without comment. He stood rotating under the lamp so that she could 
see him from all angles. 

“Chambermaid,” he said nervously, “I wonder if you would ” 

He hesitated, realizing that someone in the hall might overhear. 
He closed the door. The maid looked surprised, as his previous conduct 
in the house had given no suggestion of eccentricity. 

He wished he knew her name: it woul have made it easier, somehow, 
to call her Betsy or Maggie. 

“My shirt,” he said, struggling for an easy familiar tone. “I want you 
to help me with my shirt.” 

“It’s a pretty pattern, ain’t it, sir.?” she remarked cheerfully. “Oh. 
you want it mended, don’t you? It’s torn, what a pity; you must’ve 
caught it on a nail.” 
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“Yes, but how about the back?” he asked, turning. “Is that torn 
too?” 

“Oh, Lor’, so it is; a nasty little ’ole.” 

“Is that all?” 

“Well, beg pardon, sir. I b’lieve your undervest’s tore too, let me^ 
ouchl” 

She gave a squeak. 

“What’s the matter?” he cried. 

“That’s not fair I” she exclaimed angrily, rubbing her plump fore- 
arm, evidently puzzled whether this was a practical joke or some new 
method of beginning a flirtation. 

His spirits improved at this evidence of the arrow’s invisibility. Keep- 
ing at a discreet distance, he suggested that she must have pricked her- 
self on some fastening in her dress. 

“All I say is, it’s taking a liberty to go shoving pins into people that’s 
trying to be ’elpful.” 

He pacified her by making a generous offer for the repair of his linen. 

“You sec,” he explained, “the doctor says I don’t get enough ventila- 
tion. He wants me to have a little loophole in the front and back of 
my clothes — then there’ll always be a current of air. Now if you’ll do 
that for me, I mean cut out the holes and hem them, I’ll give you a 
pound.” 

“It’ll be blessed draughty with winders cut in your clo’es,” she said. 
“You ain’t seen a London winter. ’Owever, it’s your fun’ral, not mine. 
A quid? I’ll embroider them ’oles proper for a quid.” 

He went down to dinner somewhat fortified. It was the first time 
he had taken any meal except breakfast in the hotel, and his arrival 
agitated the head waiter, a small pallid creature troubled by any sud- 
den decision. He had to stand in full publicity while a table was found 
for him, but none of the diners noticed any oddity in his outline. II 
they only knew, he thought. 

The places against the wall were all occupied; he must take one in 
the^entcr of the room; and he discovered that when he sat the butt of 
the arrow exactly encountered the edge of the board, while the point 
protruded below the top rail of the open chairback. He had to sit far 
out, reaching his food at arm’s length; worse still, this brought him 
dangerously near an adjoining table, where the Bishop was. The head 
waiter, perpetually anxious about offending someone or inadvertently 
making some blunder in sedentary precedences, presently approached 
to push in his scat for him. The American foresaw the maneuver just 
in time, and leaped to his feet; the servant, very much startled, apolo^ 
gized, wondering what error had been committed. He managed to 
frame some explanation about a sudden cramp in his foot, and pro* 
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vented a second attempt on the chair by saying that a leg of the fable 
was in the way. But the waiter, with the timorous obstinacy of his kind, 
hung about zealously. Already a number of eyes were on them, keen 
with that specially recognizable disapproval which human beings ex- 
hibit when anyone behaves queerly in a dining room. Even the Bishop, 
who was doing wonders with some sort of steaming jam roll, looked 
halfway round. 

“It was really damned embarrassing,” he told me. “By some acci- 
dental recommendation I had fallen into a hotel — or an hotel, as they 
called it — that catered solely to English. A Continental or American 
visitor was almost unheard of; most of their patrons, as I noted in the 
register, had such extravagantly British names as Mrs. Elphin-Elphin- 
stone, The Moated Grange, Monk Hopton, Salop. There was even a 
Lady in the house, for, turning over the mail on the hall table, I had 
noted a letter delightfully addressed to Nurse Edwards, care of Lady 
Smithers; you can hardly guess how unco that seemed to me. As for 
the Bishop, I don’t know that he really was one; I call him so because 
that was the impression he gave me, but he may have been something 
even more mysterious, such as a Prebendary. Anyhow, in those first 
days I had been pleasantly aware of having slipped by good hazard 
into a pure tissue of England. I had been faced by unfamiliar ques- 
tions, propounded with sacred solemnity, as when that fool waitei 
would ask if I wanted thick soup or clear; or my coffee black or white; 
or sweet or savory? But I had successfully disguised my excitements, 
happy just not to be noticed. Now this was ail ended. The villainy of 
chance had marked me with a stigma sure to make me grotesque, and 
not even pitiable because it could not be seen. I wondered desperately, 
as I carefully conveyed my soup in long trajectory toward my mouth, 
whether a cube of that solid Yorkshire pudding of theirs could be used 
as a buffer on the point of my arrow, to prevent the waitress from 
spearing herself. She was an enthusiastic girl and kept rushing toward 
the narrow space between my chair and the Bishop’s with relays of 
Brussels sprouts or stewed cheese; and each time I had to turn hurriedly 
and reach for whatever she brought before she could get behind me. 

“In this morbid sharpening of my senses, I’m afraid I may have 
returned a little resentfully the gazes that came my way. The fact is, 
I was studying the other guests more closely than before. I envied them 
their perfect adaptation to the scene, their rich normality, their sub- 
conscious certainty that what they were doing was regular and right 
They could not possibly have guessed that their fresh gobbling voices, 
their simultaneous use of knife and fork, the actual food they ate and 
clothes they wore, were all astounding to me: they were happy, bless, 
them, because they were unaware of themselves, just as T hM been; 
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their tender psyche was not spitted like an unchloroformcd butterfly. 
I thought bitterly how mad a man is to come abroad, for it makes him 
sensible of the strangeness of life instead of merging undissenting into 
it, which is the only peace. But queerer still: as soon as my behavior 
became indecorously odd, as it now unavoidably was, they seemed more 
cordial. I suppose that in some way the report had gone round that I 
was an American; well, as long as my demeanor was indistinct from 
that of any other well-behaved young man, they were gently disap- 
pointed ; but when I showed signs of strangeness it satisfied some vague 
notion in their minds. And in the oblique profile of the Bishop, as I 
glanced over my shoulder, I could divine the enigmatic radiation of a 
man who is about to say something. I watched him apprehensively, and 
when he pushed his chair back, I got hastily to my feet. He seemed 
surprised at what he can only have thought an excessive courtesy; but 
he had his cup in his hand and asked me, most charmingly, if he might 
take coffee at my table. 

“I may as well admit that he captivated me at once. I had thought, 
watching him a few times at breakfast, that there was a certain ludicrous 
discrepancy between his clean-shaven austerity and the extreme gusto 
with which he approached his food and his morning Times. I could 
imagine him removing from his mind things in the paper that dis- 
agreed with him just as efficiently as he set aside bones in his haddock 
But, after all, I don’t know why a bishop shouldn’t enjoy his meals as 
heartily as anyone else. And here he was, the star boarder, in pure 
goodness of heart taking pains to be gracious to a young alien. His 
clear gray eyes were so magnificently direct, it seemed incredible he 
should not see my gruesome predicament. In pursuit of theological 
niceties he must have accepted without question many paradoxes just 
as puzzling as my arrow; but he showed no sign. I yearned to coni ess 
my trouble. Who better than a bishop should be able to understand 
and console my difficulty? But, curiously, I saw in him the same ruddy 
benign solidity, the same aversion from surprise that had made it dif- 
figilt to appeal to the policeman. I suspected that he was being kind 
to me on the tacit understanding that I would behave more or less as 
he expected me to; and I made a resolute attempt to hide my distress. 
I tucked my napkin over the hole in my waistcoat and welcomed him 
as courteously as possible. 

“ 1 trust you won’t think I’m intruding,’ he said, ‘but I heard you 
were an American going up to Oxford, and as an old Oxonian myself 
I wanted to wish you luck. I suppose you are a Rhodes Scholar?’ 

“I assented. 

“ ‘I met a most charming Rhodes Scholar once, also from Ohio,’ he 
continued. (I wish you could have heard his genial pronunciation of 
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the word, equally accenting all three syllables.) ‘A fine, tnanl)i fcUow. 
It has been an excellent thing for the old varsity to have so many young 
Americans; you seem to bring us a freshness of outlook, vigorous high 
spirits that we need. 

“I feared inwardly that he must be disappointed in me as an example 
of high spirits. 

“‘I suppose you have already graduated from some American uni- 
versity,’ he said. ‘I wonder if it could be Princeton? I had a friendly 
invitation from there at one time, to lecture in the Divinity School? 
Nc? Having taken a degree already makes your men a little more 
mature in some ways than our undergraduates.’ 

“I explained that I was twenty-two. I did not insist how considerable 
an age it then seemed. 

“ ‘Which college are you going to at Oxford?’ he asked. 

“ ‘St. John’s.’ 

“ ‘Ah, quite one of the best. You will be very happy there. Trinity was 
my shop, but I often used to go to John’s for meetings of the Archery 
Club. Perhaps you didn’t know that there’s great enthusiasm at St. 
John’s about their historic Archery Club. They have marvelous lunches 
and then go out in the garden to shoot with bows and arrows. Some- 
times, when the lunch has been excessive, it’s a bit dangerous, arrows 
flying round all over the place. But it’s quite the leading club at John’s; 
it would be an amusing experience for you if you were elected.’ 

“I was far too depressed to enter with much enthusiasm into the 
notion of the Archery Club, or tell him that I would make a singularly 
appropriate member. I was realizing that, of course, my whole Oxford 
career, so eagerly anticipated, was completely blighted. Undergraduates, 
more than any others, are children of conformity, and anyone so cruelly 
unique must necessarily be a pariah. I mumbled doleful replies while he 
chatted kindly on. But the arrow fretted me with stealthy fire, and the 
cleric’s amiable regard became rather pebbly. His was an established 
mind, neatly reticulated into a seemly satisfying world; the slightest 
whisper of my furious fancies would have pained him unspeakably. 
The obvious necessity for concealing everything I was really thinking 
about made me gloomy and solemn. 

“‘I’m glad you approach your studies in a serious spirit,’ he said 
finally. ‘You won’t be wasting your time in mere pranks.’ 

“He finished his coffee and rose. Sunk in private misery, I forgot 
to rise with him. He turned to pick up his napkin from the next table, 
and standing so backed directly on my naked barb. It reached him 
blithely in the postern, honoring him in the breech as Piamlet might 
have said; that chub clastic region certainly had not been so invaded 
since he was an urchin at school. At the moment I was absently finish- 

L 
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ing my savory; when I heard him leap and yell I turned aghast; he, see- 
ing me fork in hand, can only have thought I had wantonly prodded 
him in sheer overplus of savagery. The head waiter came running; the 
other guests stared to see the admired prelate distractedly chafing his 
postremity and glaring excommunication. ‘Let me explain,* I cried 
wildly, ready to confess all and cast myself on his mercy; but the very 
phrase condemned me. I will not elaborate the dreadful scene. I still 
remember the face of the head waiter. If it had been Mrs. Elphin- 
Elphinstone herself who had been impaled, he could not have been 
more scandalized. There was only one decency possible. I packed, paid 
my bill, called a taxi, and sought another lodging. It occurred to me, 
in the cab, that perhaps I should have sent for Nurse Edwards, care of 
Lady Smithers, and offered to pay for a compress or tourniquet. But a 
tourniquet would have been awkward.” 


A. long and restless night gave ample opportunity for meditation. Sleep 
was difficult : he had to lie accurately on edge, and could not turn over 
on the other side without first getting out of bed. If he dozed into 
peaceful oblivion some uncanny movement would jar the weapon and 
bring him back to his affliction. There it was, fantastic, inextricable, 
struck through the very pulse of his consciousness. Besides being in- 
fernally uncomfortable, the thing suggested further privations. A life 
of celibacy, for instance — a thought distasteful to young men. If it had 
not been for a bottle of brandy in his luggage he would hardly have 
slept at all; but he discovered that generous potations seemed to dull 
the point of the shaft and make it smaller. A lukewarm consolation 
crept into his mind: perhaps everyone else was also concealing some 
equally embarrassing anguish— a secret that perhaps did not take the 
same awkward shape, but was just as disturbing. 

The following day the arrow baffled him by showing itself strangely 
variable. As he slunk shamefully from his lodging it seemed as big as 
a harpoon; he hailed a taxi, to avoid any possible collision, and went 
to fhe Express Company. There, after a difficult time standing sideways 
in the line of people pressing vigorously toward the teller’s grill, 
he managed to cash a check. He was leaving, intending to visit 
an American doctor, when he was greeted by an old crony who came 
boisterously forward. He dodged behind a pillar and extended his hand 
warily. His friend, thinking this a drollery of some sort, laughed gayly 
and peered round the column. “What’s on your chest?” he cried, noting 
the furtive behavior. The sufferer’s hand flew to his wishbone, but the 
remark was purely accidental, for the encumbrance had now shrunk 
to such modest size that he could lap his overcoat over the featheiV 
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butt and guard the rearward point by covering it with one gloved 
hand behind his back. Encouraged, he postponed medical consultation 
and, as his friend would not be shaken off, they lunched together. For 
a couple of hours, when he privily rummaged in his bosom, he could 
have sworn there was nothing there. Yet it returned again later, prick- 
ing him with impossible suggestions, so that he had to stand apart round 
less frequented street corners, struggling to master the glittering thing 
by strong force of will; or else hire a taxi and ride expensively secure 
until it shrank to manageable dimension. 

But, without committing himself in any way, he had learned from 
his friend one fact which promised to be helpful. At the American 
Embassy there was a young man employed who was, as the customary 
tautology has it, a fraternity brother of theirs. This means that the 
young official was bound, by some juvenile severities of their Grcck- 
letter union, to mutual succor in distress. So in one of the ante-rooms of 
the Embassy’s business office we see the stricken one mysteriously con- 
sulting his fellow Hellenist. There was an exchange of passwords as 
Greek met Greek, though not in any accent approvable by Liddell and 
Scott; and the visitor displayed, for identification, a generous sheaf of 
testimonials from Middle-Western pastors and pedagogues. With these 
muniments Rhodes Scholars are always plentifully provided. The at- 
tache, who, with spats and cutaway and a conviction that no gentle- 
man sallies abroad without a cane, had also put on certain fatigue of 
the homeland simplicities, glanced hastily through the assurances that 
his brother was of modest and winning natuic, a fine influence in the 
Christian life of the community, a brilliant scholar, a leader of glee 
clubs, and a triple-threat halfback. He noticed that, in spite of these 
resources, the caller looked somewhat haggard, exhaled a faint vapor 
of cognac, and had a curious habit of standing averted, holding one 
arm doubled back behind his shoulders. He prepared himself with 
several irrefutable reasons why the Ambassador was not at liberty. 

“See here,” said the caller, in whom after several days of wretched- 
ness the sentiment of anger was now uttermost, “is this the place to 
file a complaint against the British Government?” 

The young diplomat was fully aware that complaints against the 
British, or any other government, were rarely efficacious. And his pro- 
motion, slow at best, depended largely on his finesse in preventing the 
channels of communication from being choked with the assorted woes 
of American travelers. Accordingly he had framed a polite theorem 
for the various emergencies of his bureau, to the effect that the United 
States Government, though undoubtedly a sovereign power, cannot safe- 
o'^atd its citizens against all the miscellaneous vexations of life. This 
apothegm, though frequently in use, he was always able to utttcr as if 
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traveling citizens who were really attractive; but even so, not as alluring 
as the graceful creature who would soon be in St. James’s Street, taking 
her tea and pastry with only one hand. 

VI 

The plaintiff in Torrington Square was surprised to receive, a few 
days later, a letter from the American Embassy. It was embossed with 
the ofl5cial seal of the United States, which he was startled to observe 
consisted of an eagle with excessively straddled legs one of which held 
a cluster of arrows and the other a foliage that he took to be an olive 
bough. Arrows, he thought ironically, he could supply for himself; 
the message, written in the attache s own hand, was evidently intended 
to be of the nature of the olive branch. It was informal and cordial. 

“Your statement,” he read, “is having due attention. I have been 
thinking about the matter and, speaking as a friend and brother in old 
Nunu, I believe perhaps you take it too seriously. I think that when 
you get up to Oxford the pleasant surroundings of that peaceful place 
will soon remedy the condition; in the meantime I suggest that you 
enjoy some innocent diversion. Nothing is more entertaining than a 
professional Anglo-American Hands Across the Sea meeting, so I am 
enclosing a ticket to the annual luncheon of the Atlantic Harmony. 
You will find this well worth attending. Lord Aliquot is to take the 
chair and Admiral Stripes, U. S. N., will be one of the speakers. Yours 
cordially.” 

The date set for the luncheon was the day before he would leave for 
Oxford. He decided to go. 

The attache was right : one of those meetings at which the two chief 
branches of the Anglo-Saxon race convene to confess their mutual 
esteem is indeed fruitful study for the pensive. The Atlantic Harmony 
lunched in the ballroom of a huge hotel; behind the high table the 
banners of both nations were draped and blended; an orchestra in the 
gallery burst into traditional airs; cocktails began and champagne 
followed. Dishes sacred to England and America were on the menu, 
and judging by the notable bulk of most of the ladies, there was no 
danger of the race perishing of starvation. It was an orgy of friendly 
sentiment; tor the time being the Atlantic Ocean seemed a mere 
trickle; one had to remind one’s self that only the fortunately high rate 
of steamship fares prevented two mutually infatuated populations from 
putting their affections to the proof en masse. Even a man with a serious 
gravamen pending against Ae British Government could not resist 
the general infection of good will. He waited in the lobby until the 
crowd had gone in, which made it possible to reach his seat without 
spiking anyone; and by the time the wine had made a feiftJ circulations 
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he was in excellent humor. Contemplating the worthy people who arc 
drawn by irresistible magnetism to affairs of this sort, he began to 
wonder what was the law forbidding Anglo-American friendship to 
be endorsed by the young and slender. The ladies were mostly silvery 
and, in the case of his immediate neighbors, deaf; and the gentlemen 
solid; but their enthusiasm was terrific. References by Lord Aliquot to 
the Mother Country, cousins, blood thicker than water, the critical days 
of 1917, the language of Shakespeare, Magna Charta, Your Great Presi- 
dent, were received with instantaneous crashes of applause. Admiral 
Stripes, forgetting the extreme efficiency of the submarine cables, very 
nearly maae Lord Aliquot a present of the United States Navy. Lord 
Aliquot, after humorously remarking that he himself had made the 
sLi})j cme sacrifice for Anglo-American union by marrying an American 
wife, insisted that nothing could go seriously wrong between two na- 
tions nurtured in the same sense of fair play and reverence for pure 
womanhood. His Lordship, an old hand at these affairs, took care to 
end each paragraph with an obvious bait for applause. This gave him 
time to be quite sure that the next one would not "-ontain anything 
regrettable. An American minister, chaplain of the Harmony, offered 
a prayer for all branches of the English-Speaking Peoples, on whom 
heavier than elsewhere rests the great burden of human liberty. If any 
Frenchman had been taken, manacled, into the room, and compelled 
to listen to the speeches, he would have ended in convulsions. In short, 
it was one of those occasions, familiar to statesmen, that cannot possibly 
(Jo any harm and offer a hard-working nonconformist parson a free 
meal and an opportunity to address the Deity in public. Meanwhile, 
the Swiss and German waiters scoured about busily, the champagne 
flowed, and when “Dixie” was played, many who had never seen a 
cotton field scrambled up and shouted in pure hysteria. 

During the halloo that followed “Dixie” he rose and cheered with 
the rest. Then he saw, silting opposite across the large round table, a 
girl who had been hidden from him by a bushy centerpiece of flowers. 
Slie was dark, with close-cropped hair; a little absent-looking, as though 
she did not take this luncheon very seriously; she had a cloak thrown 
over her shoulders. He was just raising his glass, with a vague inten* 
lion of toasting the universe at large, when he caught her gaze. They 
studied each other solemnly, as becomes strangers crossing unexpectedly 
in so large a waste. Then, in the flush of the moment, he smiled and 
lifted his glass. She reached for hers, and they drank, look to look. 
Then, a little embarrassed, he sat down. 

But something in her face or gesture fretted him, bothered him as 
does a cut-off telephone call; he was waiting and wondering. He tried 
"o m another glimpse of her, but the floral piece was impenetrable. 
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There was no time to lose; one of the neighboring matrons was asking 
him what was that music which had just been played, and the chairman 

vas already hammering for silence. He stood up again for cne more 
iook, and saw that the man on her left, elevated by champagne and the 
gallant megalomania of the occasion, was still erect and vocal. He also 
saw how far back she sat from the table. Her hand, stretched out at 
arm’s length, still lingered on the wine glass stem. 

He ran round to her side of the table, and seized the joyful gentle- 
man. “Quick!” he said. “They want us to change places. Makes it 
more sociable!” The other gayly assented, and took his place between 
the two dowagers; nor did he ever discover their infirmity. 

“Aren’t you warm with that cloak on?” he asked. “Can I take it 
off for you?” 

Her quick little movement of alarm, drawing the wrap closer round 
her, showed him he had not made a mistake. But he did not pause to 
wonder at his certainty. Shy as he had always been, now it was as 
though he looked at a woman for the first time, and saw not the stran^^e 
capricious nymph of legend but the appealing creature of warmth and 
trouble, ridiculous as himself. Perhaps it was the grotesque pangs ol 
the previous days that had tutored him. Terror of other human beings 
had vanished; his blemish was not shameful but something to be proud 
of; and his next words were divinely inspired — they were brief but 
exactly right. 

“You darling,” he said. 

The clapping that followed was probably intended for the Viscount 
Aliquot-^ but it came too pat to be ignored. 

“And that’s the first thing that’s been said here that was really worth 
applause;*" he added. 

She looked at him steadily, something in her eyes that might once 
have been terror changing into amusement; and then returned her 
gaze to Lord Aliquot, who seemed very far away, gesticulating at the 
other end of the great room. “You mustn’t talk while people are 
whimpering,” she said. 

She couldn’t possibly have been any different, he thought trium- 
phantly. He had a strong conviction that those dark eyebrows, the de- 
lightful soft stubble at the base of her boyish neck, that wistfully short- 
ened upper lip had always been growing and curving like that jus) 
intentionally for him. He was waiting hopefully (as was Lord Aliquot) 
for Lord Aliquot to be interrupted by another round of applause. 

“Of course the proper thing to say,” he murmured, “would be: 
Haven’t we met before somewhere? But it’s more important to knov, 
When are we going to meet again?” 

“Wc haven’t parted vet.” 
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‘‘Splendid. But are you going to listen to ixic or to the speeches 

“Evidently I can’t do both.” 

“Well, there’ll be a National Anthem soon; I can feel it coming. 
They’ll stand up, and we can slip away. Besides, it always embarrasses 
me to sing ‘The Star-Spangled Banner’ before strangers. Let’s go and 
have tea somewhere.” 

“But we haven’t finished lunch yet.” 

“Don’t let’s waste time. I’ve got to go to Oxford tomorrow. By the 
way, if you had a gray dress with a little frill down the back, on what 
sore of occasions would you wear it?” 

‘Why, right here; but I can’t, it's got a hole in it.” 

He leaned toward her, to whisper something, and the ends of their 
arrows touched. There was a clear puff of sparkling brightness, like two 
highly charged wires making contact. Some weary guests at the speak- 
ers’ table brisked up and felt their cravats, believing the time for the 
flashlight pictures had come. Lord Aliquot, taking it for some sort of 
signal, called the company to their feet for the American Anthem. 

“Hurry! if we wait they’ll get beyond the words they know, then 
everyone will spot us beating it.” 

They reached the door before anyone except Lord Aliquot had got 
beyond “What so proudly we hailed.” 

“ ‘What so proudly we hailed,’ ” he said, as the words pursued them 
into the lobby. “That suggests taxis. Let’s grab one.” 

VII 

“Anthem? Nonsense, we’ve just had one.” 

But then they saw the old fellow meant a hansom. There it wasj^ 
drawn up by the 

“Bet you don’t know how they spell curb over here,” he said as they 
climbed in. “They spell it k, e, r, b. You know it’s the first time I ever 
rode in one of these things. Who’s that talking to us from the sky?” 

They looked up and saw a curious portrait floating upside down 
above them. It was framed in a little black square, like an old Flemish 
master— the color of Tudor brick grizzled with lichen. It proved to be 
the face of the lisping cabby. 

“Oh, anywhere where one does drive in London.” 

“I want to see the Serpentine,” she said. “I’m always reading about it.” 

“Very good, mith.” The brick portrait floated a moment genially 
and then said with bronchial jocularity, “Adam and Eve and the Thci 
pentine.” They laughed— the sudden perfect laughter of those overtaken 
nnawarcs by the excellence of the merry-making world. The cab tilted,, 
jingled, swayed off, rolling lightly like a canoe. 

“Of course this is simply magic. Things just don’t happen like ttiii^’‘ 
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he said as they settled themselves. ‘ Are you comfortable? If I put my 
arm around you, it would prevent the point of yours from punching 
into the scat. You sec, I can sit sort of diagonal, and then if you slide 
over this way ” 

“It gives me a spinal frill when it touches anything,” she admitted. 

He looked at her amazed. 

“Yes, that girl on the ship told me what you said. She was my room 
matc.’^ 

“Why didn’t I ever see your on board?” 

“You did, but you didn’t look at me.” 

“I’ll make up for it now.” 

“Besides, I was ill. Not just seasick ill, ill in my mind. Don’t let mt 
go in a ship again — it’s too elemental.” 

The tips of the two arrows touched, and again there was a linh 
fizzing flash. Just the thing for lighting cigarettes, they found, and 
practiced it. 

“As a matter of fact I have two arms,” he added presently. 

“The dusk comes early in London,” she said. 

“You darling,” he repeated, saying it with the accent that can only 
be uttered in a hansom. 

“I think mine’s loose, ' she said. “It seems to waggle a little.” 

“Mine doesn’t bother me a bit as long as we sit like this.” 

“I thought I was mad.” 

“So did I. Now I know it. I went to an astrologer, one of those fel- 
lows in a dressing gown on Oxford Street. He asked me my birthday, 
December 21 st. He said that I came just between two signs of the Zodiac, 
Sagittarius and the Goat. I guess I’m both of them at once.” 

Rocking lightly, tingling like a tray of highballs, the cab jingled. 
Music came from somewhere — a street piano perhaps — the same old 
tune, drifting sadly on waves of soft smoky air; a mendicant melody 
with no visible means of support. They called to the cabby to follow 
it, they pursued the vagrant chords down unknown ways of dusk, 
wifile London behind them muted its rhythm to a pounding hum. At 
last they found the minstrel, pulled up beside him, and startled him 
by their new method of lighting cigarettes. 

“I’m still not quite sure of the difference between a half-crown nad 
a florin,” he said. 

“Then give him both.” 

When they reached the Serpentine it was too dark to appreciate it. 

“Let’s bruise it with our heel,” she said. “I mean, let’s go somewhere 
Let’s go home, wherever that is.” 

“Where was it we first met?” He searched his memory. “Long 
Yes, at that hotel. We’ll go back there to tea.” 
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“Is it all right to fed a bit queer in a hansom cab? I mean, almost as 
though you were on board a ship? I guess I’m worried about my arrow. 
It doesn’t seem to fit as well as it did. My precious arrow. . . 

His also was trembling strangely. Two lonelinesses must always fed 
disconcerted when they encounter. 

“Darling, darling”; and as she came close into his arms with a queer 
shudder, the two sparkling darts slipped quietly to the back of the seat. 

In the palm room of that hotel is a ceiling of painted mythology. 
While you wait for anyone who may be coming to have tea with you, 
you can examine a series of episodes gracefully conjectured from the 
life of a famous family. First there is Aphrodite, rising alluringly from 
the foam of a blue sea whose crumbling surf is pink with sunrise. Then 
there is the marriage, if one calls it so, of Aphrodite and Hephaestus — 
Vulcan, if you prefer, the fellow the Swedes name their matches for. 
It was a queer marriage for so handsome a goddess when Aphrodite 
became the first Mrs. Smith; but handsome women so often choose 
odd-looking men. Then there’s their small boy, Eros, v/ith the toy bow 
and arrows his father made for him, asking Vulcan to sharpen the 
darts for him; and his father, busy about thunderbolts, replying that the 
toys are quite sharp enough. In the last scene Eros, grown to a braw 
laddie, is trying a chance shot at Psyche. You generally have plenty of 
time to study all four scenes. 

In that hour, late for tea and early for dinner, the palm room was 
comfortably quiet. The hotel, after the fitful fever of the Atlantic 
Harmony, slept well. The occasional clink of a teaspoon or a thicker 
waft of cigarette smoke rising through foliage gave the only trace of 
what various big game lurked in that jungle. An orchestra groaned 
softly somewhere far away. It was all so extremely hotel-like, they might 
just as well have still been on board a ship. 

“By the way,” he said, “you haven’t told me how you happened to 
go to that lunch,” 

“Why, it was a young man at the Embassy. He gave me a ticket 
when I went there to complain about Piccadilly Circus. I m ian, about 
arrows flying round like that. It shouldn’t be allowed.” 

It was at this moment that he noticed the ceiling. It interested him 
so that he stood up and cricked his neck to see it accurately. 

“Have you had all the tea you need? I’ve got an idea. There’s an 
errand we ought to do.” He carefully picked up the arrows which he 
had laid under his chair. 

The hansom was outside. 

“Why, it’s still waiting!” she cried. “‘What so proudly we hailed at 
the twilight’s last gleaming.’ ” 
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“He must have come back for us. I guess he knows the symptoms.’* 

“The blessed old thing.” 

“And for all he knew, he might have had to wait till tomorrow.” 

She made no reply to this, but skipped lightly in. The charioteer 
leaned indulgently downward, his head on one side, like a disillusioned 
old centaur looking kindly upon the pranks of a couple of young demi- 
gods. 

“Well, guvner, which way thith time? ’Ampthtead ’eath?” 

“We want to go and look at a statue.” 

“Lord love a duck, guvner, the gallerieth ith clothed.” 

“The statue in Piccadilly Circus. What do they call it?” 

“’Im? Why that’th Cupid.” 

They drew up in a side street and crossed the crowded space on foot. 
Happy as he was, quit of the infernal pang, once more oblivious of ter- 
ror, mortal loneliness, and dismay, yet the cicatrix of the arrow was 
still tender. For an instant, as she pressed close beside him, he realized 
that none of these exquisite moments could be lived again. 

The same bobby was directing the traffic; the same imprisoned fires 
paced like tigers on the rooftops. The winged boy, tiptoe in jaunty 
malice, was black against the emerald sky. He pointed to the dainty 
silhouette of the bow. 

“A circus is where one would expect to find sharpshooters,” she said, 

He climbed past the flower girls, who were arranging their stock ol 
evening boutonnieres, and laid the two shining arrows at the base of 
the frolic statue. 

“Here, you dropped something,” he said to Eros. 

The flower sellers, shrewdest critics of romance in the most romantic 
city in the world, held out their nosegays. But the two did not see. 

“Well, we’re only young once,” he said. 

“But there’s two of us. That makes us young twice.” 

“I suppose at least we ought to know each other’s names.” 

‘«:’s so much nicer not to.” 

“Much. Let’s be just P and Q,” 

“P for Psyche?” 

“And Q for Cupid.” 

They walked back to where the cab was waiting. 

“Do we have to mind them?” she asked 

“What?” 

“Our P’s and Q’s.” 

“Hop in, you adorable idiot.” 

“Where to, guvner?” 

“Wherever vou oleasr.” 
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A Cycle of Manhattan 

BY THYRA SAMTER WINSLOW 
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.HE Rosenhcimcrs arrived in 
New York on a day in April. New York, flushed with the first touch 
of Spring, moved on inscrutably, almost suavely unaware. It was the 
greatest thing that had ever happened to the Rosenheimers, and even 
in the light of the profound experiences that were to follow it kept its 
vast grandeur and separateness, its mysterious and benumbing superior- 
ity. Viewed later, in half-tearful retrospect, it took on the character of 
something unearthly, unmatchable and never quite clear — a violent 
gallimaufry of strange tongues, humiliating questionings, freezing un- 
certainties, sudden and paralyzing activities. 

The Rosenheimers came by way of the Atlantic Ocean, and if any- 
thing remained unclouded in their minds it was a sense of that dour 
and implacable highway’s unfriendliness. They thought of it ever after 
as an intolerable motion, a penetrating and suffocating smell. They 
saw it through drenched skylights— now and then as a glimpse of blind- 
ing blue on brisk, heaving mornings. They remembered the harsh, 
unir^telligible exactions of officials in curious little blue coats. They 
dreamed for years of endless nights in damp, smothering bunks. They 
carried off the taste of strange foods, barbarously served. The Rosen- 
heimers came in the steerage. 

There were, at that time, seven of them, if you count Mrs. Feinberg. 
As Mrs. Feinberg had, for a period of eight years — the age of the oldest 
Rosenheimer child— been called nothing but Grandma by the family 
and occasionally Grandma Rosenheimer by outsiders, she was prac- 
tically a Rosenheimer, too. Grandma was Mrs. Rosenheimer’s mother, a 
decent simple, round-shouldered “sheideled,” little old woman, to whom 
life was a ceaseless washing of dishes, making of beds, caring fof chil- 
dren and cooking of meals. She ruled them 2l, unknowing. 

978 
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The head of the house of Rosenheimer was, fittingly, named Abra- 
ham. This had abbreviated itself, even in Lithuania, to a more intimate 
Abe. Abe Rosenheimer was thirty-three, sallow, thin-cheeked and 
bearded, with a slightly aquiline nose. He was already growing bald. 
He was not tall and he stooped. He was a clothing cutter by trade. 
Since his marriage, nine years before, he had been saving to bring bis 
family over. Only the rapid increase of its numbers had prevented him 
coming sooner. 

Abraham Rosenheimer was rather a silent man and he looked stern. 
Although he recognized his inferiority in a superior world, he was not 
without his ambitions. These looked toward a comfortable home, his 
own chair with a lamp by it, no scrimping about meat at meals and a 
little money put by. He had heard stories about fortunes that could be 
made in America and in his youth they had stirred him. Now he was 
not much swayed by them. He was fond of his family and he wanted 
them “well taken care of,” but in the world that he knew the rich and 
the poor were separated by an unscalable barrier. Unless incited tem- 
porarily to revolution by fiery acquaintances he was content to hope for 
a simple living, work not too hard or too long, a little leisure, tran- 
quillity. 

He had a comfortable faith which included the belief that, if a man 
does his best, he’ll usually be able to make a living for his family. 
“Health is the big thing,” he would say, and “The Lord will provide.” 
Outside of his prayer-book, he did little reading. It never occurred to 
him that he might be interested in the outside world. He knew of tKe 
existence of none of the arts. His home and his work were all he had 
ever thought about. 

Mrs. Rosenheimer, whose first name was Minnie, was thirty-one. 
She was a younger and prettier reproduction of her mother, plump 
and placid, with a mouth inclined to petulancy. 

There were four Rosenheimer children. Yetta was eight, Isaac six, 
Carrie three and little Emanuel had just had his first birthday. Yetta 
and Carrie were called by their own first names, but Isaac, in America, 
almost immediately gave way to Ike and little Emanuel became Man- 
nie. They were much alike, dark-haired, dark-eyed, restless, shy, won- 
dering. 

The Koaenheimers had several acquaintances in New York, people 
from the little village near Grodno who had preceded them to Amer- 
ica. Most of these now lived in the Ghetto that was arising on the East 
Side of New York, and Rosenheimer had thought that his family would 
go there, too, so as to be near familiar faces, ^..e had written several 
months before, to one Abramson, a sort of a distant cousin, who had 
been in America for tw^We years. As Abramson had promised to meet 
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them, he decided to rely on Abramson’s judgment in finding a home 
in the city. 

Abramson was at Ellis Island and greeted the family with vehement 
embraces. He seemed amazingly well dressed and at home. He wore 
a large watchchain and no less than four rings. He introduced his 
wife, whom he had married since coming to America, though she, too, 
had come from the old country. She wore silk and carried a parasol. 

“I’ve got a house all picked out for you,” he explained in familiar 
Yiddish. “It isn’t in the Ghetto, where some of our friends live, but it’s 
cheap, with lots of comforts and near where you can get work, too.” 

Any house would have suited the Rosenheimers. They were pitifully 
anxious to get settled, to rid themselves of the foundationless feeling 
which had taken possession of them. With eager docility, Yetta carrying 
Mannie and each of the others carrying a portion of the bundles of 
wearing apparel and feather comforts which formed their luggage, they 
followed Abramson to a surface car and to their new home. In their 
foreign clothes and with their bundles they felt almost as uncomfortable 
as they had been on shipboard. 

The Rosenheimers’ new home was in MacDougal Street. They looked 
with awe on the exterior and pronounced it wonderful. Such a fine 
building! Of red brick it was! There were three stories. The first story 
was a stable, the big open door. Little Isaac had to be pulled past the 
restless horses in front of it. The whole family stood for a moment, 
drinking in the wonders, then followed Abramson up the stairs. On 
the second floor several families lived in what the Rosenheimers thought 
was palatial grandeur. Even their own home was elegant. It consisted 
of two rooms — the third floor front. They could hardly be convinced 
that they were to have all that space. There was a stove in the second 
room and gas fixtures in both of them — and there was a bathroom, 
with running water, in the general hall! The Rosenheimers didn’t see 
that the paper was falling from the walls and that, where it had been 
gone for some years, the plaster was falling, too. Nor that the floor was 
roughly uneven. 

“Won’t it be too expensive.?” asked Rosenheimer. Abramson chuck- 
led. Though he himself was but a trimmer by trade, he was pleased 
with the role of fairy godfather. He liked twirling wonders in the 
faces of these simple folk. In comparison, he felt himself quite a suc- 
cess, a cosmopolite. Just about Rosenheimer’s age, he had small deposits 
in two savings banks, a three-room apartment, a wife and two American 
sons, Sam and Morrie. Both were in public school, and both could speak 
“good English.” He patted Rosenheimer on the back jovially. 

“You don’t need to worry,” he said. “A good cutter here in New 
York don’t have to worry. Even a ‘greenhorn’ makes a living. There’s 
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half a dozen places you can choose from. Fll tell you about it, and 
where to go, tomorrow. Now, we’ll go over to my house and have 
something to cat. Then you’ll see how you’ll be living in a few years. 
You can borrow some things from us until you get your own. My 
wife will be glad to go with Mrs. Rosenheimer and show her where 
to buy.” 

The Rosenheimers gave signs of satisfaction as they dropped their 
bundles and sat down on the empty boxes that stood around, or on 
the floor. This was something like it! Here they had a fine home in a 
big brick house, a sure chance of Rosenheimer getting a good job, 
friends to tell them about things — they had already found their place 
in New York! Grandma, trembling with excitement, took Mannie in 
her arms and held him up dramatically. 

“See, Mannie, see Mannischen — this is fine — this is the way to live!’* 

II 

Things turned out even more miraculously than the Rosenheimers had 
dared to hope. After only three days Rosenheimer found a job as a 
pants cutter at the fabulous wages he had heard of. He could not only 
pay the high rent, twelve dollars a month, he would also have enough 
left over for food and clothes, and to furnish the home, if they were 
careful. Maybe, after the house was in order, there would even be a 
little to put by. Of course it was no use being too happy about it, he 
told Mrs. Rosenheimer. 

“It looks fine now, but you know you can’t always tell. It takes a 
whole lot to feed a big family.” 

Although secretly delighted, he was solemn and rather silent over 
his good fortune. Abraham Rosenheimer was a cautious man. 

Mrs. Abramson initiated Grandma and Mrs. Rosenheimer into New 
York buying. It was fascinating, even more so than buying had been 
at home. There were neighborhood shops where Yiddish was spoken, 
and already the family was beginning to learn a little English. Mrs. 
Rosenheimer listened closely to what people said and the children 
picked up words, playing in the street. 

The next weeks were orgies of buying. Not that much was bought, 
for there wasn’t much money and it had to be spent very carefully, but 
each article meant exploring, looking and haggling. Grandma took the 
lead in buying — didn’t Grandma always do such things? Grandma 
was only fifty-seven and spry for her age. Didn’t she take care of the 
children and do more than her share of the housework? 

Grandma was supremely happy. She liked to buy and she felt that 
merchants couldn’t fool her, even in this strange country. A table was 
tbe first thing she purchased. It was almost new and quite large. It was 
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pine and bare; of finish, but after Grandma had scrubbed it and scoured 
it it looked clean and wholesome. It was quite a nice table and only 
wobbled a little when you leaned on it heavily, for the legs weren’t quite 
even. One was a little loose and Grandma didn’t seem able to fasten it, 
Assisted by Mrs. Rosenheimer and Yctta, she scrubbed the whole flat, 
so that it equalled the new table in immaculateness. There were families 
who liked dirt— Grandma had seen them, even in America— but she 
was glad she didn’t belong to one of them. 

Then came chairs, each one picked out with infinite care and much 
sibilant whispering between Grandma, Mrs. Rosenheimer and Mrs. 
Abramson. There was a rocker, slat-backed, from which most of the 
slats were missing, though it still rocked “as good as new.” The next 
chair was leather-covered, though the leather was cut through in places, 
allowing the horse-hair stuffing to protrude. But, as Mrs. Abramson 
pointed out, this was an advantage, it showed that the filling wasn’t an 
inferior cotton. There were two straight chairs, one with a leatherette 
scat, nailed on with bright-colored nails, the other with a wicker seat, 
quite neatly mended. There was a cot for Grandma and a bed for Mr. 
and Mrs. Rosenheimer and Emanue.. The other children were well and 
strong and could sleep on the floor, of course. Hadn’t they Drought fine 
soft feathers with them.^ 

All of the furniture was second- or third-hand and the previous 
owners had not treated it with much care. So Grandma got some boxes 
to help out, and she and the Rosenheimers worked over them, pulling 
and driving nails. Finally they had a cupboard which held all of the 
new dishes — almost new, if you don’t mind a few hardly noticeable 
nicked edges — and decorated with fine pink roses. Some of the boxes 
were still used as chairs, “to help out.” One fine, high one did very 
nicely as an extra table, with a grand piece of brand-new oilcloth, in a 
marbled pattern, tacked over it. They had a home now. 

Grandma and Mrs. Rosenheimer marketed every day at the stores 
and markets in the neighborhood. Rosenheimer sometimes complained 
that they used too much money, but then, he “liked to eat well.” The 
little ifosenheimers grew round and merry. 

Grandma and Mr. and Mrs. Rosenheimer, looking at the children and 
at their two big rooms— all their own and so nicely furnished— could 
hardly imagine anything finer. Grandma and Rosenheimer were abso- 
lutely at peace. But Mrs. Rosenheimer knew that, with more money, 
there were a lot of things you could buy. She had walked through 
Washington Square and up Fifth Avenue. She had seen people in fine 
dothes, people of her own race, too. She didn’t have much, after all. 
•Still, most of the time she was content. 

Gradually, too, Rosenheimer saw shadows of wealth. He heard 
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rumors of how fortunes were made overnight — his boss now, a few 
years before, had been a poor boy . . . Nevertheless, smoking his ciga- 
rettes and reading his Yiddish paper after his evening meal, or talking 
with Abramson or one of the men he had met, he was well satisfied with 
New York as he had found it. 


Ill 

As the months passed, the Rosenheimers drank in, unbelievably fast, 
ihe details of the city. Already the children were beginning to speak 
English, not just odd words, here and there, but whole sentences. 
Already, too, they were beginning to be ashamed of being “greenhorns” 
and were planning the time when they could say they had been over 
for years or had been born here. Little Mannie was beginning to talk 
and everyone said he spoke English without an accent. 

Yetta and Ike started to school. Each day they brought home some 
startling bit of information that the family received and assimilated 
without an eye-wink. Although most of the men at the shop spoke 
Yiddish, Rosenheimer was learning English, too. He even spoke, 
vaguely, about learning to read it and write it, and he began to look over 
English papers, now and then, interestedly. Mrs. Rosenheimer also 
showed faint literary leanings and sometimes asked questions about 
things. 

Ike was always eager to tell everything he had learned. In a sharp 
little voice he would instruct, didactically, anvone within hearing dis- 
tance. He rather annoyed Rosenheimer, who was not blinded by the 
virtues of his eldest son. But he was Mrs. Rosenheimer’s favorite. She 
would sit, hands folded across her ample lap, smiling proudly as he 
unrolled his fathomless knowledge. 

“Listen at that boy! Ain’t he wonderful, the way he knows so much?” 
she would exclaim. 

Yetta’s learning took the form, principally, of wanting things. Each 
day, it seemed, she could find out something else she didn’t have, that 
belonged to all American children. And, no matter how penniless 
Rosenheimer had just declared himself to be, unsmilingly and a bit 
shamefacedly, he would draw pennies out of the depths of the pocket of 
his shiny trousers. 

Only Grandma showed no desire to learn the ways of the new coun- 
try. She didn’t mind picking up a little English, of course, though she’d 
got along very nicely all of her life without it. Still, in a new country, it 
didn’t hurt to know something about the language. But as for reading 
—well, Yiddish was good enough for her, though she didn’t Tciind 
admitting she didn’t read Yiddish easily. Grandma had little use for 
the qrintrf word. 
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Each week the Rosenheimers’ clothes changed nearer to the prevail- 
ing styles of MacDougal Street. Only a few weeks after they arrived 
Mrs. Rosenheimer, overcome by her new surroundings, bought, dar- 
ingly, a lace sailor collar, which she fastened around the neck of her 
old-world costume. As the months passed, even this failed to satisfy. 
The dress itself finally disappeared, reappearing as a school frock for 
Yetta, and Mrs. Rosenheimer wore a modest creation of red plaid 
worsted which Grandma and she had made, huge sleeves, bell skirt and 
all, after one they had seen in Washington Square on a “society lady.” 

' Just a year after they arrived in America, Mrs. Rosenheimer discarded 
her shcidel. She even tried to persuade Grandma to leave hers off, but 
Grandma demurred. There were things you couldn’t do decently, even 
in a new country. Mrs. Rosenheimer made the innovation in a spirit ot 
fear, but when no doom overtook her and she found in a few weeks 
how “stylish” she looked, she never regretted the change. She was wear- 
ing curled bangs, good as the next one, before long. 

Little Ike had a new suit, bought ready-made, his first bought suit, 
not long afterwards. The trousers were a bit too long, but surely that 
was an advantage, for he was growing fast, going on eight. They 
couldn’t call him a “greenhorn” now. He came home, too, with reports 
of how smart his teacher said he was and of the older boys, unbelievers, 
whom he had “got ahead of” in school. His shrill voice would grow 
louder and higher as he would explain to the admiring Mrs. Rosen- 
heimer and Grandma what a fine lad he was getting to be. 

Other signs of change now appeared. Scarcely a year had gone by 
before lace curtains appeared at the two front windows. They were of 
different patterns, but what of that? They had been cheaper that way, 
as “samples.” By tautly drawn strings, white and stiff they hung, adding 
a touch of elegance to the abode. Only three months later a couch was 
added, the former grandeur of its tufted surface not at all dimmed bv 
a few years of wear. Yetta and Carrie slept on it, luxuriously, one at 
each end. It was a long couch and they were so little. 

^hen a cupboard for dishes appeared. Grandma bought it from a 
family that was “selling out.” It had glass doors. At least there had been 
glass doors. One was broken now, but who noticed that? In the corner 
of the front room, opposite the couch, it looked very “stylish.” And not 
long afterward there was a carpet in the front room, three strips of it, 
with a red and green pattern. Then, indeed, the Rosenheimers felt that 
they could, very proudly, “be at home to their friends.” They had com- 
pany, now, families of old friends and new, from the Ghetto and from 
their own neighborhood. And they visited, en masse, in return. 

There wasn t much money, of course. Rosenheimer was getting good 
wages, but children eat a lot and beg for pennies between meals. And 
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shoes! But like many men of his race and disposition, Rosenheimer 
never contributed quite all of his funds to his household. Nor did he 
take his women into his confidence. He felt that they could not counsel 
him wisely, which was probably right, for neither Grandma nor Mrs. 
Rosenheimer was interested in anything outside of their home and their 
friends. Besides this, he had a natural secrecy, a dislike of talking things 
over with his family. So, each week, he made an infinitesimal addition 
to the savings account he had started. He even considered various in- 
vestments — he knew of men who were buying the tenements in which 
they lived on wages no bigger than his, living in the basement and 
taking care of the house outside of working hours. But he felt that he 
was still too much the “greenhorn” for such enterprises, so he kept on 
with his small and secret savings. 


IV 

In 1897 another member was added to the family. This meant a big 
expense, a midwife and later a doctor, but Rosenheimer had had a raise 
by tliis time — he was, in fact, now a foreman — so the expense was met 
without difficulty. There was real joy at the arrival of this baby — more 
than at the coming of any of the previous children. For this was an 
American baby, and seemed, in some way, to make the whole family 
more American. The baby was a girl and even the sex seemed satis- 
factory, though, of course, at every previous addition the Rosenheimers 
had hoped for a boy. 

There was a great discussion, then, about names. Before this, a baby 
had always been named after some dead ancestor or relative without 
much ado. It was best to name a child after a relative, but, according to 
custom, if the name didn’t quite suit, you took the initial instead. By 
some process of reasoning, this was supposed to be naming the child 
“after” the honored relative. Now the Rosenheimers wanted something 
grandly American for the new baby. Grandma wanted Dora, after her 
mother. But Dora didn’t sound American enough. Ike suggested Della, 
but that didn’t suit, either. Finally Yetta brought home Dorothy. It was 
a very stylish name, it seemed, and was finally accepted. 

Little Emanuel, aged four, was told that “his nose was out of joint.” 
He cried and felt of it. It seemed quite straight to him. It was. He was 
a handsome little fellow, and, when Mrs. Rosenheimer took him out 
with her, folks would stop and ask about him. She was glad when she 
could answer them in English. And as for Mannie— at four he talked 
as if no other country than America had ever existed. 

Very gradually, Mrs. Rosenheimer grew tired of MacDougal Street 
She tried to intr^uce this dissatisfaction into the rest of the family. 
Grandma was very happy here. With litdc shrugs and gestures she 
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decried any further change. Weren’t they all getting along finely? 
Wasn’t Rosenheimer near his work? Weren’t the children fat and 
healthy? What could they have better than this— two rooms, running 
water, gas and everything? Didn’t they know people all around them? 
Rosenheimer was indifferent. Some of his friends, including the Abram- 
sons, had already moved “farther out.” Still, he didn’t see the use of 
spending so much money; they were all right where they were. Times 
were hard; you couldn’t tell what might happen. Still, if Minnie had 
her heart set on it — The children were ready for any change. 

Mrs. Rosenheimer, revolving the matter endlessly in her mind, found 
many reasons for moving. All of her friends, it seemed, had fled from 
the noise and dirt of MacDougal Street. On first coming to New York 
she had been disappointed at not living in the Ghetto over on the East 
Side. Now, when she visited there, she wondered how she had ever 
liked it. When she moved she wanted something really fine — and where 
her friends were, too. She had a good many friends outside of the 
Ghetto now. On arriving in America she hadn’t known MacDougal 
Street was dirty. She knew it now. And the little Italian children in the 
neighborhood — oh, they were all right, of course, but — not just whom 
you’d want your children to play with, exactly. Why, every day Ike 
would come home with terrible things they had said to him. And their 
home, which had looked so grand, was old and ugly, too, when com- 
pared with those of other people. Of Course Grandma liked it, but, after 
all, Grandma was old-fashioned. Mrs. Rosenheimer discovered, almost 
in one breath, that her mother belonged to a passing generation, and 
didn’t keep up with the times — ^that she, herself, really had charge of 
the household. 

Out in East Seventy-seventh Street there were some tenements, not at 
all like those of MacDougal Street nor the Ghetto, but brand-new, jusr 
the same as rich people had. Each flat had a regular kitchen with a sink 
and running water and a fine new gas stove. The front room had a 
mirror in it that belonged to the house — and — unbelievably but actually 
tJHie — there was a bathroom for each family. It had a tub in it, painted 
white, and a washstand — both with running water — and already there 
was oilcloth, in blue and white, on the bathroom floor. The outer halls 
had gas in them that burned all night — ^somc sort of a law. Those tene- 
ments were elegant — that was the way to live, 

Rosenheimer got another raise. There was some sort of an organiza- 
tion of cutters, a threatened strike, and then sudden success. Mrs. 
Rosenheimer never understood much about it but it meant more 
money. Now Rosenheimer had no legitimate reason for keeping his 
family in MacDougal Street. 

So he and Mrs. Rosenheimer and Grandma went out to the new 
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tenements and looked around. Mrs. Rosenheimer acted as spokesman, 
talking with the woman at the renting office, asking questions, point- 
ing things out. At the end of the afternoon Rosenheimer rented one of 
the four-room flats in a new tenement building. 

On the way home, Mrs. Rosenheimer leaned close to her husband. 

“Ain’t it grand, the way we arc going to live now.?” she asked. 

“If we can pay for it.” 

“With you doing so well, how you talk I” 

‘Good enough, but money, these d::ys— ” 

“Abe, do you want to do something for me?” 

“Go on, something more to spend money on.” 

“Not a cent, Abe. Only, won’t you — ^shave your beard ? Moving to a 
new neighborhood and all. Not for me, but the neighbors should see 
what an American father the children have got.” 

Rosenheimer frowned a bit uneasily. Mrs, Rosenheimer didn’t refer 
to it again, but three days later he came home strangely thin and 
white-looking — his beard gone. Only a little mustache, soft and mixed 
with red, remained. 

Rcforc the Rosenheimers moved they sold the worst of their furniture 
tc the very man from whom they bought iu five years before, taking only 
the big bed, the table and the couch. Ir was Mrs. Rosenheimer who 
insisted on this. 

“Trash we’ve got, when you compare it to the way others live. Wc 
need new things in a fine new flat.” 

On the day they were moving, Yetta said something. The family were 
amazed into silence. Yetta was thirteen now, a tall girl, rather plump, 
with black hair and flashing eyes. 

“When we move, let’s get rid of some of our name,” she said. “1 hate 
it. It’s awfully long — Rosenheinr»er. Nobody ever says it all, anyhow. 
Let’s call ourselve.^i Rosenheim 

“Whv, why,” muttered he** father, finally, ‘‘how you talk I Change 
my name, as if I was a criminal or something.” 

“Aw,” Yetta pouted, she was her father’s favorite and she knew it, 
“this family of greenhorns make me tired. Rosenheimer— if it was 
I'jnger you’d like it better. Ike Rosenheimer and Carrie Rosenheimer 
^nd Yetta Rosenheimer! It’s awful. Leaving off two letters would only 
help a little— and that’s too much for you. Since the Abramsons moved 
they are Abrams, and you know it. And Sam — do you know what? At 
school they called him MacDougal because he lived here on this street 
and he liked \t better than Sam, so he’s calling himself MacDougal 
Abrams now. And here, you old-timers — ” 

“She’s right. Mamma,” said Ike, “our names arc awful.** 
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Mannic didn’t say anything. He sucked a great red lollypop. At six 
one doesn’t care much about names. Nor did Carrie, who was eight. 

There was a letter-box for each family in the entrance hall of the new 
tenement building and a space for the name of the family just above it. 
Maybe Rosenheimer had taken the advice of his children. Perhaps he 
wrote in large letters and couldn’t get all of his name in the space made 
for it. Anyhow, Rosenheim was announced to the world as the occu- 
pant of Flat 52. 


Flat 52 was quite as handsome as Mrs. Rosenheim had dreamed it 
would be. There were four rooms in it. In the parlor was the famous 
built-in mirror, with a ledge below it to hold ornaments. And, before 
long, ornaments there were, three big vases. They were got with coupons 
from the coffee and tea store at the corner — it was a lucky thing all the 
Rosenheims liked coffee. There was the couch, too, but best of all was 
the new table. It was brand-new — no one else had ever used it before 
Mrs. Rosenheim bought it in Avenue A and was paying for it weekly 
out of the household allowance. It was red and shiny and round and 
each little Rosenheim was warned not to press sticky fingers on it, 
though it was always full of finger marks. 

On the table was a mat of blue plush and on the plush mat was— yes 
— a book — “Wonders of Natural Hismry.” It had been Yetta’s birthday 
present from her father and was quite handsome enough, colored pic- 
tures, red binding and all, to grace even this gem of a table. There was 
a new rug in this room, too, though it was new only to the Rosenheims. 
There were roses woven right into it and Grandma thought it was the 
most beautiful thing she had ever seen. She liked to sit and look at it as 
she rocked. 

Yetta, Carrie and Grandma slept in the front room — just the three of 
them alone in the biggest room. There was a cot, covered with a Turkish 
spread, for the girls and Grandma slept on the couch — no sleeping on 
floor any more for this family. So wonderful was the new home that 
there was a bedroom devoted exclusively to the rites of sleeping. Mr. 
and Mrs. Rosenheim and Dorothy occupied it. The third room was the 
dining room, where Ike and Mannie slept all alone on a cot and weren’t 
afraid. No one slept in the kitchen or bathroom at all. In the dining 
room there was a whole “set” of furniture, bought from the family that 
was moving out, a square table and six chairs. It was lucky Mannie and 
Dorothy were so little they could sit on others’ laps. 

The dining room with its fine “set,” brought the habit of regular 
meals with it. In MacDougal Street there was a supper-time, of course, 
but the children weren’t always there and the other meals had beco 
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rather haphazard, half of the family standing up, likely as not. Now 
there was a regular breakfast in the morning, everyone sitting down, 
and early enough for Rosenheim to get to work on time and Yetta and 
Ike and Car»'ie to get to school. Lunch .was still informal, eaten standing 
around the kitchen. Supper was a grand meal, everyone sitting down at 
the same time, the table all set with tablecloth and dishes, as if it were 
a party. 

It was easy to settle down into the pleasant rhythm of East Seventy- 
seventh Street. There were big new tenements on each side of the 
street and before long each member of the family made lots of friends. 

Rosenheim didn’t have as many friends as the others. He didn’t care 
for them. His hours were long and he was getting into the habit of 
working, sometimes, at night. It takes a lot of money to pay rent — six 
dollars every week — and buy clothes and food for a family and save a 
little, too. Rosenheim didn’t complain unless his usual solemn face and 
prediction of hard times can be called complaining. It never occurred to 
him that he had anything to complain about. Didn’t he have a fine home 
and a lot to eat, a home grander than he ought to spend the money for^ 
even? When he wasn’t busy, he and Abrams and a friend of iheirs^ 
sometimes a man named Moses, would play cards long hours at a timCi 
talking in loud, seemingly angry voices and smoking long cigarettes. 
Or, with coat, collar and shoes off, as he always sat in the house, he 
would read the paper — he could read English quite easily, but he pre- 
ferred Yiddish. He didn’t talk much and the children were taught “not 
to worry Papa,” when he was at home. 

Grandma grew to like the new home in time, though it never seemed 
quite as pleasant as that in MacDougal Street. She did all of the cookir-g, 
of course, and could order the children around as much as she wanted 
to, though they were good children as a rule, when you let them sec who 
was boss. She would exclaim with clasped hands over the grandeur of 
things and beg her God that the people from her home town might see 
“how we live like this.” She was always busy. She never learned to speak 
English well, and though at sixty-two she could drive a bargain as well 
as ever, she didn’t feel quite comfortable in the near-by shops as she had 
in MacDougal Street. Gradually her daughter took over the marketing 
from her. 

The spirit of change had reached Mrs. Rosenheim and she did what 
she could to grasp it. She tried again to persuade Grandma to take off 
her sheideL 

“Sec, Grandma, these other people. Ain’t you as good as them? It 
ain’t nothing to be ashamed of, a sheidel, but here in America we do 
what others do.” 

But Grandma kept her shetdeh She couldn’t yield everything to . he 
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customs of the unbelievers. She even muttered things about “forgetting 
your own people.” ® 

Mrs. Rosenheim tried to acquire “elegant English.” She was very 
proud of her children because their language was unsullied by accent 
But perhaps because she never liked to read and it never occurred to 
her that she might study, or because her tongue had lost its flexibility, 
she was never able to conceal her foreignness. She was becoming a little 
f.elf-satisfied, too, a bit complacent with her own ways, and this may have 
hindered her progress. The new language issued forth in a strange, 
twisted form, the “w’s” and “vV* transposed, the intonations of the 
Yiddish always noticeable. She managed to make nearly all of the 
ordinary grammatical errors of the native and a few pet ones of her 
own. Her sentences were full of inversions. Her voice, never very low, 
became louder and louder and the singing intonations more marked as 
she grew excited. Rosenheim spoke with an accent, too, which he al- 
ways retained, but his voice was quite low and he soon overcame the 
strange sing-song of his native tongue. Then, too, Rosenheim never 
talked very much. 

Mrs. Rosenheim bloomed in East Seventy-seventh Street. Her mother 
did the cooking and Yetta helped with the housework. Even then, with 
so many children in the house, there was enough to do, but she spent 
much time in visiting her neighbors, gossiping about her children, the 
prices of food, other neighbors. Although her family came first, she 
began to pay more attention to herself, buying clothes that were nor 
absolutely necessary, cheap things that looked fine to her. She becaiiic 
ambitious, too. She found that there was another life not bounded by 
the tenements and that “other people,” the rich part of the world, were 
not much different outside of their possession of money. Her humility ^ 
was wearing away. “We’re as good as anybody” came to her mind, aiul i 
was beginning to fertilize. She didn’t want to associate with anyone] 
outside of her own group, but she liked to feel that others were not 
superior. The children, continuing their acquisitiveness, encouraged 
^their mother. 

Yetta had her fourteenth birthday soon after the family moved to 
East Seventy-seventh Street. She began to mature rather rapidly, arrang- 
ing her hair in an exaggerated following of the fashion and even p'jr 
chased and wore a pair of corsets. She had a high color and her flashing 
eyes made her quite attractive. Her mouth was rather wide. Yetta did 
not speak with a foreign accent, but her voice was a trifle hoarse and 
was not well modulated. She had a lot to say about nearly everything 
and delighted in saying it. The niceties of conversation had not been 
introduced into the Rosenheim family life and most of the things Yena 
thought of occurred when someone else was talking. Her favorite 
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method of attracting attention was to interrupt or talk down, in t 
louder voice, anyone who had the floor. Ike had this pleasant little habit, 
too, so between them conversation rose in roaring waves of sound. 

Yetta felt that many things about her could be improved. She began 
to criticize things at home — ^her clothes; her mother’s language, which 
was too full of errors, too singing to suit her daughter; the actions of 
the younger children. She never liked to read, but she “loved a good 
time” and was always with a group of girls and boys, laughing and 
talking. 

Ike was much like Yetta, though a bit more serious, more inclined to 
argument. He could argue over anything even at twelve. He, too, had 
definite notions about the upbringing of the younger children and the 
modernity of the household. He didn’t want anyone making fun of the 
family he belonged to. His own name came in for his disapproval abotit 
this time. 

He had a fight with a boy named Jim and Jim hit him and called him 
names. But the crudest part of Jim’s name-calling had been merely to 
repeat, over and over again, “Ikey Rosenheim, Ikey Rosenheim.” For 
this cruelty Ike had fought Jim and had emerged not entirely victorious, 
bringing back a black eye and the memory of the derision in the mouth 
of the enemy. 

“I’m going to change my name,” Ike announced at supper that night. 
“I don’t care what this family says. You mak'' me sick, naming me IkCp 
You might have known. This family has terrible names. No wonder 
people make fun of us. After this Fm—I’m going to be — Harold.” 

“Oh, no, not Harold,” Grandma wailed, with uplifted hands. 

“No,” Mrs. Rosenheim groaned, “you’ve got to keep the letter, the 
‘I.’ You were named after your Papa’s father.” 

“There’s a lot of good names beginning with ‘I,’” Yetta encouraged. 
So, between them, they found Irving, which seemed satisfactory to 
everyone. Little Irving, at school, told his teacher that Ike had been a 
nickname and that the family wanted him called by his own name, now. 
Jim, not satisfied with Irving Rosenheim as a reproach, had to find 
something else to fight about. 

Carrie and Mannie and Dorothy were still too little to bother about 
names. They begged for pennies for lollypops on sticks, candy apples, 
licorice and other delicacies that the neighborhood afforded, satisfied to 
tag after Mrs. Rosenheim as she did the marketing. They were nice 
children, though of course Dorothy was a little spoiled-Hhe youngest 
child and always having her own way about everything. 
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VI 

During the next year something came up in a business way that caused 
Rosenheim and Abrams to hold long consultations during many eve- 
nings. They nodded together over bits of paper on which there were 
many figures. Mrs. Rosenheim felt that they had “something in their 
heads” they weren’t telling her about, but, being a dutiful wife— and 
knowing her husband, and how useless it would have been — she didn’t 
press matters. A few weeks later she found out. E. G. Plotski had died 
suddenly, leaving no near relatives except a wife. Abrams had heard 
about the case. Mrs. Plotski couldn’t keep up the business alone. If she 
couldn’t “sell out,” complete, she was going to give it up and sell the 
machinery. She had some cousins in a far-Western place called, Abrams 
believed, Iowa, and was desirous of living with them. If Mrs. Plotski 
“gave up the business” there was a tremendous loss, it seemed to Abrams 
and Rosenheim — for Plotski already had operators, customers, “good 
will.” And with their knowledge of the pants business . . . 

It seemed, indeed, a visitation, as if a whole pants business had de- 
scended to them as a direct reward for their long and faithful work. 
But Mrs. Plotski had friends, not just in a position to buy the business, 
it seemed, but quite capable of giving advice about selling it. And 
herein lay the need of much nodding and figuring. Finally it was 
settled. Abrams and Rosenheim went to their several banks — it’s never 
safe to put all of your savings in one bank, even if it does look like a 
fine big one — drew out their savings accounts, for of course they had 
no checking accounts, and, after the usual legalities had been concluded, 
were the joint partners of The Acme Pants Company, Men’s and Boys’ 
Pants. 

After they had signed their names, Marcus L. Abrams and Abraham 
G. Rosenheim, Rosenheim allowed his stern face to relax into a rather 
sad smile. 

“Good, eh, Marcus.^ Here, I’m only ‘over’ seven years and I’m partner 
in a business already. Of course, we can expect hard times, but, a busi- 
ngs ain’t anything to be ashamed of.” 

The family saw Rosenheim’s new signature and liked it, Irving wrote 
it above the letter-box. The G stood for nothing in particular, but Rosen- 
iieim had no middle name and of course he ought to have one. It was 
indeed American. The neighborhood did not notice, it was used to 
changes. 

Abrams and Rosenheim worked all day and most of the night. They 
“went over the books” with great deliberation. They looked into every 
minute detail of the business, and wrote numerous letters by hand on 
the old Acme Pants Company letterheads that they found in Plotski’s 
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iJesk. When this paper was used up they ordered more, retaining the 
cut of the building at the top but substituting their names for the name 
of the deceased former owner. 

They were very happy over their new business, though you would 
never have known it by their actions. They always wore long faces. 

The factory did well. People liked ready-made pants, it seemed. The 
two men hurried around seeking new trade, satisfied with as small a 
profit as possible. They bought job lots of woolens from the factories 
and did numberless other things to reduce expenses. Rosenheim cut 
the pants and Abrams was not too proud to do his share of the menial 
labor. Before another year had passed the whole of the third floor loft 
belonged to the Acme Pants Company. 

Mrs. Rosenheim was proud of her husband. It was mighty fine, these 
days, to speak of “my husband s factory” to those women whose more 
unfortunate spouses were forced to exist on mere wages handed them 
by their overlords. But even this, in time, stopped satisfying. What good 
does it do for your husband to own a factory if you still live in a 
tenement in East Seventy-seventh Street? Mrs. Rosenheim knew that 
her husband was working hard and was nearly always worried over 
money matters, bills to meet, wages to be paid. But, as long as he 
actually was a manufacturer, and owner of a business, a payer of wages, 
it was unbelievable that they should live in a tenement. Weren’t they 
as good as anybody? Several months ago the Abrams had moved. Of 
course, with only two boys the expenses \^ere less, but what of that? 
And the Moskowskis — now the Mosses — had moved, too. The Rosen- 
heims had been in the tenement three years and now the neighborhood 
was filling up with terrible people, straight from the Ghetto — or the 
old country — and bringing foreign habits with them. It was no place 
to bring up growing American children. 

It was Yetta who precipitated the moving. Although he petted and 
humored Dorothy, it was his oldest child who was Rosenheim’s favor- 
ite. Now Yetta tried all of her most endearing tricks. 

“Papa,” she said, “I’m sixteen, I ought to get out of this neighborhood. 
Ask Mamma. I’m almost a young lady. I want good things— a fine man 
like you with a factory shouldn’t keep his children in the tenements. 
All of my crowd are gone. I miss them something awful. You don’t 
want me to go with the— the ‘greenhorns* who are moving in around 
here, do you?” 

Similar arguments managed to convince Rosenheim. Anyhow, one 
night he nodded solemnly and consented to move. 

“You women will ruin me yet, with all your spending,” he said, but 
Yetta, tall though she was, jumped on his lap and kissed his thin cheek. 

“None of that,” he said, in assumed brusqueness, as he pushed her 
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away. “‘You make a fool of your old Papa, eh? Well, go along and act 
your fine flat.” 

Mrs. Rosenheim and Yctta, accompanied by Mrs. and Miss Graham 
a recent and becoming transformation of their old friends, the Grabin- 
skis, went apartment hunting. They decided on the Bronx, new and 
good enough for any manufacturer’s family. They had friends there 
and there were lots of stores. It was a nice neighborhood, Yetta thought, 
with lots of young people who wore good clothes. She could have a 
fine time. 

No longer were the Rosenheims satisfied with the first apartment 
shown them, Yetta and her mother had grown critical. Yetta’s ambi- 
tions had limitations, of course. She didn’t aspire to an elevator apart- 
ment or anything like that — ^but she didn’t want a tenement. She 
wanted a big living room, for she was approaching the beau age and 
already was going to the theater with MacDougal Abrams and Milton 
Cohn. They visited dozens of apartments, examining the kitchens and 
halls, exclaiming over the plumbing. Grandma wanted a big kitchen 
and she ought to have it, as long as she did most of the cooking. And 
they had been crowded for years— Yetta didn’t want anyone sleeping 
in the front room, nor even in the dining room. Young girls do get 
such notionsl Mrs. Rosenheim wanted grand decorations in the lower 
hall. 

After much stcpclimbing they found their apartment. It was on the 
fourth floor, rear, of a walk-up apartment, but the rent was forty dollars 
a month and they dared not pay more. Rosenheim looked dour when 
the news was broken to him, but, with sad headshaking and remarks 
about business being bad, he said they might take it. 

The entrance hall of the apartment-house was of marble. The letter- 
boxes were of brass and ahining. The stairs leading to the apartment 
were carpeted. The apartment itself had seven rooms. A few years 
before the Rosenheims wouldn’t have believed an apartment could be 
80 large. Now they all accepted it rather indifferently. Wasn’t Rosen- 
heyn a factory owner? Didn’t some of their friends live jiist as grandly? 
The woodwork was shining oak. The floors glittered blondly. Mr. and 
Mrs. Rosenheim had a bedroom all alone, Grandma shared a tiny 
cubicle with Dorothy. Yetta and Carrie had their room and there was a 
room for the boys. All the rooms had new beds of white enameled iron, 
fantastically twisted and with big brass knobs. 

The Rosenheims got rid of most of their old things at a sale before 
they left East Seventy-seventh Street. Then Mrs. Rosenheim and Yetta 
bought things suitable for the grandeur of their new home at an instak 
ment house in Sixth Avenue. There was a three-piece parlor set stained 
10 a red imitation of mahogany. The round table had come with them. 
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as had the vases. The dining room boasted a new “set,” a round table 
that pulled apart and had four extra leaves and sat on a huge pedestal, 
and eight chairs — ^two with arms, making one for each of them. There 
were brand-new rugs, one for each room, most of them in patterns ol 
birds and beasts and flowers in bright colorings, though the front room 
displayed a gay and exciting “Oriental pattern.” 

One of the startling changes of the new regime was the name above 
the letter-box. A simple and chaste A. G. Rosen was announced in 
Irving’s most careful writing. Rosenheim explained that, at the factory, 
everyone called him Rosen for short and it might make it confusing to 
keep the old name. The family hailed Rosen joyfully. Surely diey were 
real Americans, now. 


VII 

They were settled only a few months when Yetta begged and got— a 
piano. Shiningly red, it matched the rest of the living-room furniture. 
It was an upright, of course, and Yetta draped a pale silk scarf em- 
broidered in gold threads over it, with a vase at either end to hold it in 
place. Soon she and Carrie were taking lessons from a Mme. Roset of 
the neighborhood, making half-hours horrible with scales and five^ 
finger exercises. 

There were now other forms of art in the household, too. For his 
birthday the children gave their father enlargements of the photographs 
of him and their mother. These were “hc.nd-made crayons” in gray, 
with touches of color on lips and cheeks and framed in wide carved 
oak, trimmed with gold. They were placed side by side above the piano, 
which stood slightly diagonally in one corner. 

The children were growing up. Yetta felt herself quite a young lady 
and didn’t go to school. There was no use going any more — she wasn’t 
going to be a teacher, was she? She had a lovely handwriting, with fine 
loops at the ends of the “y’s” and “g’s.” It seemed a shame to spend her 
days in school when there were so many things to do outside. No one 
tried to persua'dc her to keep on going. Her father was slightly of the 
opinion that too much learning wasn’t good for a girl anyhow. Men 
didn’t like “smart” girls and Yetta was growing up. If she wanted to 
go to school he might have consented, but she didn’t. She preferred put- 
ting on her best clothes, her hat an exaggerated copy of something she 
had seen in Broadway and had had made after her description at a 
neighborhood shop, a cheap fur around her neck, high-heeled shoes. 
Thus attired, she went walking. 

In the morning she had to help a little with the bed-making, dusting 
Md Toning. But in the afternoons she was free. She’d meet some of “the 
girls” or “the boys” and drink soda, laughing and giggling over thing!. 
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She used the latest slang and talked rather loudly. At night there were 
dances or the crowd would go, in pairs or groups, to the theater, sitting 
in the gallery, usually, and laughing heartily over the jokes. They were 
fondest of vaudeville. Yetta was awiuUy happy when she had enough 
spending money and a new dress— r bit more exaggerated in style than 
any of her friends. She couldn’t im?(gine anything finer than the new 
neighborhood and the new apartment. 

Grandma was just a trifle bewildered in the Bronx. She didn’t seem 
to fit in. The children, growing up, were developing unexpected opin- 
ions of their own that didn’t agree with her ideas. They called her old- 
fashioned and giggled at her advice. There was plenty to do and 
Grandma liked housework. But sixty-five isn’t young and Grandma 
had worked hard in her day. Four flights of stairs aren’t easy, either, so 
Grandma didn’t go out often. Occasionally, she walked around the 
neighborhood, not knowing just what to do. Mrs. Rosen did all her 
own marketing or telephoned for things — there was a telephone in the 
new apartment. There were a few old friends to go to see, foreign-born 
women, like herself, and with these she would talk in comfortable 
Yiddish. But each one lived several blocks away. You didn’t talk to 
strangers in this neighborhood, it seemed, and you could go for weeks 
and not sec anyone you knew. A funny place, America. 

Still, there were pleasant things for Grandma — good food and the fun 
of preparing it, a comfortable home. Mrs. Rosen didn’t like to work as 
well as she used to, so finally she hired a woman who came in, one day 
a week, to do the washing in the morning and the scrubbing of kitchen 
and bath in the afternoon. Grandma was quite excited over this inno- 
vation. For the first time in her life she could fold her gnarled old hands 
and watch someone do the work for her. 

“They should hear about this back home,” she would say. “Abe with 
a factory and us with seven rooms and a washwoman and all. We’ve 
got it lucky, ain’t it, Minnie?” 

Mrs. Rosen, though annoyed at her mother’s simplicity, agreed. Al- 
rc^Kly Mrs. Rosen was planning bigger things. It didn’t seem at all 
impossible to her that some day they might even have a regular servant 
girl. 

Mrs, Rosen was well satisfied, generally. Occasionally she, too, re- 
gretted some of the pleasant things that Seventy-seventh Street had 
meant for her. She had liked the friendly chatter of the neighborhood. 
Here in the Bronx you had to be “dressed” all the time. In Seventy- 
seventh Street you could go out in the morning in your house-dress, 
with a basket, and spend a pleasant hour or so bargaining with the shop- 
keepers and talking with friends, always meeting little groups you 
knew. On the steps, in the evening you could call back and forth. 
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Money was good; she was glad she had it. A servant girl would be 
fine; it was a lot of work for her and Grandma, cleaning up after five 
children. But this neighborhood was stylish enough. You knew some 
of your neighbors here, even if they weren’t so friendly. Maybe, after 
you got better acquainted . . . 

It was nice, having a lot of rooms and new clothes and all that. Mrs. 
Rosen finally met new acquaintances and liked them. She played cards 
in the afternoons now and a few months later joined a euchre club 
which met every Tuesday afternoon at the homes of its membeis in 
turn. There were “refreshments” after the game, cold meat and potato 
salad, usually, and the prizes were hand-painted china and “honiton 
lace” centerpieces. Mrs. Rosen won quite an assortment as the months 
passed. 

Irving was getting to be a big boy. He looked a little like his father, 
thin, a trifle sallow, with a slightly aquiline nose — but much hand- 
somer, his mother thought. His eyes were not strong and quite early 
he had to wear glasses. He adopted nose-glasses and before he quite got 
used to them he had formed the habit of tilting his head up, to keep 
them from falling off. He had rather a sharp chin and wore his black 
hair straight back and sleek. 

When the family moved to the Bronx he was fourteen, had on a first 
pair of long trousers, and was in the first year of the high school. He 
was quick in his studies and would argue with his teachers about 
anything under discussion. He still liked long dissertations at home 
and had about decided to be a lawyer. In the years that followed he read 
quite a little, not so much for the love of reading — he had little of that — 
but from a desire “to keep up with things,” so he could discuss and 
dissect and argue. He liked the theater as he grew older, but preferred 
serious dramas. 

Carrie was quieter than cither Yetta or Irving, but she observed a 
great deal. She liked to spend money, begging it from her parents. 
“We’re rich, why can’t I have more things?” she would say, buying 
unnecessarily expensive ribbons and purses. She liked to correct the 
family, too, and, when her mother grew vocal and her voice took on 
the sing-song of her native tongue, Carrie would say, “Don’t talk so 
loud, Mother. We aren’t deaf, you know,” or “This is America. We 
try to speak English here.” Mrs. Rosen would check herself rather 
shamefacedly, instead of “calling the child down,” as she felt she should 
have done. Carrie liked expensive clothes and she liked putting them 
on and taking long walks with just one girl friend, talking quietly. 
She thought Yetta’s crowd awfully loud. Mannie and Dorothy were 
good-looking little children, still coaxers of pennies and both rather 
spoiled. 
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Thye Acme Pants Company grew, but in spite of ks growth none of 
the family dared suggest any extravagant changes. Rosen spoke too 
much about hard times for that. And he did worry, too, for with the 
enlarging of the business came the borrowing of money and notes to 
meet. He worked at night for weeks at a time and grew thinner. Out- 
side of his usual solemnity he never complained. He enjoyed the busi- 
ness as much for its own sake as for the things he was able to give his 
family. It was far more interesting and absorbing to him than they 
were. Even at home his mind was filled with business detail and in the 
midst of a meal or a friendly discussion his eyes would grow vacant, 
he would fumble for a pencil and write something down on an en- 
velope. Spare evenings, he played cards with Abrams or Moss or Ham- 
mer or fell asleep over his newspaper — an English one, nearly always, 
now. He still took off his coat in the house and sometimes his collar 
and tie. It was Carrie who said to him, “Papa, why do you start undress- 
ing as soon as you get home?” He always kept on his shoes and some- 
times his collar and tie after that. 

He never took much part in the family life. Irving bored him. He 
was not interested in “women’s doings,” and could ignore whole eve- 
nings of conversation about people and clothes. His business was the one 
thing he cared to talk about— his family knew nothing about business. 
What was there left? None of them knew or cared anything about world 
affairs. It isn’t likely Rosen would have been interested if they had. So, 
unconsciously, he drew apart more and more. He paid bills, with a little 
grumbling. He handed out money when necessary. He greeted all 
luxuries with something about “hard times.” He accepted all innova- 
tions with apparent disregard. He was never cross or disagreeable. Every- 
one was a little quieter when he was at home. Otherwise it was as if he 
were not there at all. 


VIII 

A year later, when she was eighteen, Yetta became, suddenly, Yvette, 
{he crowd she was going with thought Yetta an awful name, old- 
fashioned and foreign. And certainly there was nothing foreign about 
her. She had seen Yvette in a book— and, with the right initial and all 
Yvette Rosen sounded fine. After that she frowned at anyone, even old 
Grandma, if the old name crept in. 

The family became more extravagant as the days passed, though 
not extraordinarily so. But why not? Even Rosen had to admit, grudg' 
ingly, that the factory was growing. Little things— Mrs. Rosen had a 
fine black silk dress, with revers of green satin, lace covered. She bought 
Grandma a black silk, too, for days when company came in. And Yvette 
■^how that girl did wear out clothes, to parties nearly every night I AnJ 
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Irving wanted “his own money” and was put on an allowance, though 
he always begged his mother for more before the month was half over. 
Books cost a lot, it seemed, and you can’t be a tightwad with a bunch 
of fellows. And Carrie had a notion that the family was very rich — 
when she got new things she wanted the best. Even Mannie and 
Dorothy needed new things frequently. 

In 1906 Irving was graduated, at 18, from the high school. It was a 
big event for the family. All of them, even Grandma, who didn’t go 
out much, attended the graduation exercises. At the hall they chatted 
about how fine and smart Irving was until Carrie, who could be very 
petulant at fifteen, “shushed” them all into silence. 

On the way home Mrs. Rosen couldn’t help calling her husband’s 
attention to his family — weren’t they something to be proud of? To 
think that only a few years before . . . 

It was Irving who first spoke dissatisfaction with the Bronx apartment. 
Irving was to enter Columbia University in the fall and he wanted to 
be a little nearer his school. 

“You don’t know how it is,” he said, one night at dinner. “Everyone 
laughs at the Bronx. I went to a vaudeville show with Yvette last week, 
though Heavens knows why she goes to it, and at the mention of the 
Bronx everyone laughed. It isn’t only that. Here we are in a walk-up 
apartment, when we could have something better. I’m starting — ^to — 
to make friends. I’ve got to make a place for myself. I’m eighteen. 
When we were younger it didn’t make mu^h difference, now we ought 
to get out of here.” 

Carrie agreed with him. 

“It certainly is terrible here,” she said, “I don’t like this high school, 
either. I want to go to a private school. There arc several good ones in 
Harlem and a real fine one on Riverside Drive that I’ve heard about. 
Irving is right. You’d think we were poor, the way we live here — no 
servants or anything. When I meet new girls I’m ashamed to bring 
them home. Ada is going to private school, and Beatrice has moved to 
Long Island. I don’t know anyone around here — ^but trash and poor 
people,” 

Even Mannie, at thirteen, was tired of the Bronx and Dorothy, at 
nine, was ready for any change. 

The Bronx suited Yvette. She had her crowd here. Still, there was 
something in what the others were saying. Harlem sounded more stylish 
certainly. She had friends there, too, and could get acquainted easily 
enough. 

Mrs. Rosen didn’t know. She felt, with Yvette, that things were very 
nice as they were. The old friendliness of East Seventy-seventh Street 
Would never come back, and she, too, had acquaintances in Harlem. It 
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would cost more to live— but didn’t they have the money? There could 
be a servant and new furniture— the children had been hard on the 
things that had been so shining four years ago. After all, they were rich 
people, and the children had to have advantages. 

Gradually Rosen, grumblingly, was won over. Couldn’t he see how 
terrible it was — all their money, and still living in the Bronx? How 
could people know he was a success? Their apartment was old-fash- 
ioned — that funny tub and only one bathroom for the whole family. 
And Grandma ought to have a room for herself — ^with five children 
there ought to be a servant girl — what was the use of having money if 
you couldn’t get things with it? 

Again there was a series of house-huntings. This time Irving accom- 
panied his mother and Yvette. Irving was very cridcal. Things others 
pronounced “grand” he didn’t like at all. At eighteen he considered 
himself quite a man. As a coming lawyer he felt that his surroundings 
should reflect his own glory. What did his folks know about things? 
Didn’t he go to homes they never entered, the Wissels’ and the Dur- 
ham-Levi’s ? Irving wanted a home with style to it. He hadn’t definite 
ideas about decoration, but it must look fine and big as you came in. 
He thought they ought t:' inquire a little about the neighbors — to find 
out if they were just the sort one would want to live near. Their present 
neighbors certainly were awful. 

The new apartment was in West ii6th Street. The building was large 
and red, with white stone ornaments. The lower halls were grandly 
ornamental and a great velvet curtain hung toward the rear. There was 
an elevator, rather uncertain, with iron grille work in front. That would 
make it nice for Grandma — she could get out more. The living room 
had a gas grate and the woodwork was stylishly Mission finished. 

Followed the usual buying orgy and this, too, Irving consented to 
attend. The piano came with them, but there was a new parlor set, 
great heavy pieces of Mission, square and dark, with leather cushions, 
A huge Mission davenport was the piece de r&istance. The dining room 
h^ a brand new “set” — there might be company to dinner — a big 
table, twelve chairs and a sideboard with a mirrored back. In the bed- 
rooms there were great brass beds, the posts three inches across, and 
large mahogany dressers with “swell fronts,” curved generously out- 
ward. 

In the living room, too, there were fine rugs, “real Orientals” this 
time, about six small ones, oases of red and blue on the light inlaid 
floor. The family admired the lighting fixtures — a cluster of fourteen 
lights in the living room, to which they added a fancy lamp with a 
shade composed of bits of colored glass in a floral pattern; in the dining 
room a great dome of multi-colored glass hung directly over the table* 
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Then Mrs. Rosen hired their first maid, though chc family referred 
to her as “the girl.” Her name was Marie and she didn’t have a very 
easy life of it. At first Mrs. Rosen and Grandma helped her, but Mrs. 
Rosen disliked housework increasingly and she didn’t want Grandma 
to work if she didn’t. Grandma had always done all the cooking, but as 
“the girl” learned to prepare the dishes liked by the Rosen family she 
gradually took over the cooking, too. Then, when “the girl” complained 
about working too hard a woman was hired for two days each week to 
do the washing and heavy cleaning. 

Grandma wasn’t quite as content as she had been, most likely because 
she wasn’t so busy. Grandma couldn’t read English at all and Yiddish 
very little, even if the children would have allowed a Yiddish paper in 
the house, now, which is doubtful. Grandma had never had the read- 
ing habit, nor, for that matter, any habits of leisure. She had thought 
that life meant service and now there was nothing to do. It was harder 
for her to go out because she walked very slowly. There were fewer 
places to go, fewer friends, fewer Yiddish shops. People would stare, 
embarrassingly, at Grandma’s sheidel and Grandma hadn’t learned to 
speak English very well. Mrs. Rosen spoke with an accent, but that was 
different; people could hardly understand Grandma. 

There was always lots of company in the house and Grandma liked 
young people, but there was so little to say to them. Unless she knew 
them awfully well they couldn’t understand her, or Yvette or Irving 
would frown at her attempts at conversation. Everyone smiled at 
Grandma and shooks hands, but that was all — it was more comfortable 
to stay in her room, usually. There seemed to be fewer old people than 
there had been. Fewer seemed to live in Harlem, anyhow. In Mac- 
Dougal Street and even in East Seventy-seventh Street and the Bronx. 
Grandma had met old ladies, occasionally, people from her own village, 
and had long talks with them, interrupted with nods and shakes of the 
head and tongue duckings. Here it was different. She loved her family, 
of course, but she didn’t seem to fit in. Darning stockings wasn’t 
enough. Of course, Grandma was glad the family was doing so nicely— 
a fine big apartment with an elevator and a servant girl — and she had 
two new bonnets and her old one not nearly worn out yet— where did 
she go to wear it?— and her own room and everything she wanted. And 
Irving bringing her home candy she liked and Yvette singing for her- 
Grandma knew she ought to be awfully happy. Yet there seemed to be 
something — missing — 

Mrs. Rosen grew to like the new apartment, though at first it had 
overawed her a little. But before long she belonged to two card clubs— 
she had known members of both of them when she lived in the Bronx. 
She even tried to persuade Rosen to learn euchre or bridge so that he 
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gold bags in the world. Carolyn had a fur coat as expensive as her 
mother’s, but with a smarter, more girlish cut. She disregarded the 
stupid idea, made up by someone who didn’t have the money, probably, 
that diamonds were for older people, and persuaded her parents to 
give her a big diamond ring, set in platinum, for her seventeenth birth- 
day. 

Yvette’s clothes were always a bit loud, too extreme, even cheap look- 
ing. Although she paid big prices for them they were still tawdry. 
Carolyn’s tastes were not quiet, but she managed to look “expensive.” 
Her hair was black and sleek and she knew she had “style.” She liked 
collars a bit higher than anyone else wore, when they wore high, a bit 
lower when low collars came in. She was no slavish follower of fashion, 
like Yvette. She added a bit of “elegance” to whatever fashion had 
dared to ask for. She liked smooth broadcloth suits, much tailored, for 
day wear, and elaborate chiffon evening gowns. She talked with an 
“accent” but not the kind her mother had. She said “cahn’t” when she 
could remember it, and thought one ought co have “tone.” She had 
languid airs. 

Mannie was growing into a nice child. He was quiet and he started 
to read when he was just a little fellow. Now you could find him, any 
time, curled up with a book he’d brought home from school. He didn’t 
care much for out-of-door games. He was the first of the family to have 
literary leanings, though Dorothy read, too, when she couldn’t find 
anything that pleased her better. 

Dorothy was petted and spoiled by the whole family. She got things 
even before she could think to ask for them. Because there was never 
anything for her to be cross about the family said she had “a wonderful 
disposition” though she had a pouting mouth and did not smile very 
much. 

Dorothy was “a little beauty.” Although the family kept always with 
their own race and declared, on all possible occasions, their great pride 
in it and their aversion to associating with those of other faiths, the 
thffig that delighted them most about Dorothy was, for some unexplain- 
able reason, that everyone said “she looked like a Gentile.” Mrs. Rose 
would repeat to her friends that people had said, “you’d never guess k 
— ^just like a Gentile that child looks.” Her friends agreed and there 
was nothing in their minds but cordial congratulation over the fact. 
Dorothy had lighter hair than the others and gray eyes. She was a 
Blender little thing, quiet, determined, impatient. 

“Wc ought to have an automobile,” she said, one day. That was in 
1909, before cars had become as much of a necessity as they are now, 
and Dorothy was only twelve. Two weeks later, after many hugs, her 
father bought a car, a red one that would hold any five of them. Irvina 
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soon learned to drive it and later Carolyn and Dorothy learned, too. 
Grandma could never be persuaded to enter the car— it didn’t look safe 
to her. Mrs. Rose rode, but it was always sitting stiffly erect with unre- 
laxed muscles. Rose asked Irving to drive him places, occasionally, 
when he was in a hurry. He never liked the automobile except as a 
convenience. 

That year Grandma died. She was sick only a few days and didn’t 
complain even then. The doctor came and fussed over her and finally a 
nurse came, but Grandma persuaded her daughter to send the nurse 
away. Grandma seemed quite content to die, and though the family 
was fond of her, her going did not cause any undue emotion. Mrs. Rose 
wept loudly at the funeral and Rose looked unusually solemn in the 
weeks that followed. He had been very fond of Grandma and had 
appreciated the little things she always loved doing for him. But, after 
all, as Mrs. Rose would say to her husband, “it ain’t as if she was a 
baby at 72. It ain’t as though Mamma ain’t had everything money could 
buy these last years. A grand life she’s had, nothing to do ^nd her own 
room and all. Many times she spoke of it. It’s good we was able to give 
it to her. She was a good woman but now she’s gone and I can say I 
ain’t got nothing to reproach myself for.” 


In 1910, when Yvette was twenty-four, she became engaged to marry 
MacDougal Adams. Already MacDougal was sales manager for the 
Rex Suit Company, and he was doing well. He had grown into a hand- 
some fellow who would be quite fat, one day, if he didn’t diet carefully. 
He was crisply black-haired, ruddy-faced. He made friends easily and 
was jovial most of the time. He had no subtleties, but Yvette was not 
the one to notice. She considered him very modern, and liked the way 
he “caught on to things.” Her friends— and the announcement Yvette 
mailed to the newspapers — spoke of the affair as “a childhood romance,” 
as indeed it was. It pleased the Roses and the Adams, too. They gave a 
reception at a hall on 125th Street to celebrate the occasion, each of the 
families inviting special friends, with Dorothy and little Helen Nackcr 
to pass flowers to the guests. There was a band behind artificial palms, 
and waiters in white aprons passed refreshments. Yvette wore a dress of 
pink and Carolyn wore yellow. Carolyn didn’t think the party fine 
enough, and Mannie and Dorothy didn’t like it much, either. The rest 
of the family thought it a successful affair. 

Mrs. Rose, Yvette and Carolyn spent the following weeks shopping. 
Yvette had to have a complete trousseau, starting with table linens and 
ending with silk stockings. Three months later Yvette and MacDougal 
Were married at the Waldorf with Carolyn and Maurice Adams as 
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attendants. Only the most intimate friends were invited to the elaborate 
banquet which followed, though later there was an “informal recep- 
tion” with much wine. MacDougal had just bought an automobile— 
black, though Yvette would have preferred a gayer color— and, after a 
short Atlantic City honeymoon ihc young couple took a new and 
elaborate apartment in Central Park West and settled down, with two 
maids, to domesticity. 

“Ain’t it grand. Papa?” Mrs. Rose had said to her husband after their 
first call on the young couple. And even Rose had to agree that Yvette 
was getting all that could be expected. 

Carolyn was “the young lady of the family,” now. She was not as 
easily satisfied as Yvette had been. She called Yvette’s crowd “loudly 
vulgar,” though she was a trifle loud, herself, at times. She raised eye- 
brows and drew away when fate included her in her sister’s parties. She 
was glad when her sister married — ^now she could entertain her loud 
friends in her own home. Maybe Yvette would even tone down a little; 
she laughed too loudly, and her terrible taste in clothes! Her mother 
talked loudly, too, except when she tried very hard to remember— and 
it was terrible the way she shrieked and sing-songed when she grew 
excited— but at least you could remonstrate with her. 

The Harlem apartment didn’t suit Carolyn at all. Here she was, out 
of school, nearly twenty — and living in — Harlem. She had gone to a 
series of morning lectures at one of the hotels and one of the lectures 
had been on furniture — it seemed all of the things in the Harlem apart- 
ment were entirely wrong, Carolyn knew this was true, too. Hadn’t 
she been to other homes, where people knew things? They were rich 
and had one maid— and she didn’t know how to wait on the table— and 
the family treated her as if she were one of them. And Irving talked 
back to his father, rather impudently, even when company was there, 
and the car with a sight — she was ashamed to use it. The least they could 
have was a new car and a chauffeur. 

faring agreed with all of Carolyn’s criticisms, excepting those which 
concerned himself. He was twenty-three, why shouldn’t he have things 
nicer? Dorothy, going on fourteen, also found the Harlem house dis- 
tasteful. 

“A terrible neighborhood,” said Dorothy, who became Dorothea, 
that year. “It’s too far from school and we do need a new car. I’m 
ashamed to tell anyone where I live. I want a big room and my own 
bath, so I can ask girls to stay all night, if I want to.” 

Rose sighed, said the family would break him and times were hard. 
Mrs* Rose sighed, too. Still, Harlem wasn’t such a friendly neighbor- 
hoott^e other couldn’t be worse. And with only one girl there was 
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too much for her to do. If they had a man to drive the car and a cook, 
maybe— 

Carolyn went house-hunting alone. She said she’d take the others 
with her “when she found something.” Two weeks later she took her 
mother and Dorothea to see the new apartment. It was a foregone con- 
clusion with Carolyn that they would take it — ^just the formality of 
mailing the lease for her father’s signature. 

The apartment was on Riverside Drive, in a huge building of cream- 
colored brick. At the door was a Negro uniformed in dark green, and 
another similarly clad attended the mirrored elevator. The halls had 
Oriental rugs and were lit and draped with an expensiveness that suited 
even Carolyn. Of course it was pretty far out on the Drive — but it 
looked rich — and living on the Drive was rather grand, at that. Mrs. 
Rose was speechless at first, but later the apartment seemed quite satisfy- 
ing. She liked the ornateness, the grandeur — it was even finer than 
Yvette’s, than any of her friends. Why shouldn’t it be, with Abe a 
partner in a big factory and all — ? 

The woodwork of the apartment was white enamel. There were little 
panels in the living room, waiting to be papered, and the dining room 
had a white enameled plate rail. The lighting fixtures were of the new 
“inverted” style, on heavy brass chains ending with carved brass holders 
of white frosted globes. There were French doors of mahogany leading 
into the living room and dining room, a huge butler’s pantry with 
numerous shelves, n kitchen with a big hooded range and immense 
white sink, large bedrooms, four baths. 

“If— if your Papa will pay for it,” Mrs. Rose admitted weakly. 

“Oh, he’ll pay,” said Carolyn, “why shouldn’t he — a rich man like 
him?” 

When the men of the family came to see the apartment Irving pro- 
nounced it “immense.” Mr. Rose looked at the apartment, saw the 
library that he could have for his own, the big bedroom and bath — ^and 
gave in with unexpectedly little persuasion. After all— his friends were 
living well — ^why shouldn’t he? He was making money — the family 
might as well spend it. Didn’t the way you live show how well you were 
doing? Not that he was making so much, of course, but, with Yvette 
married — ^if Carolyn wanted the apartment. 

Mannie and Dorothea were rather indifferent. Still, Mannie was in 
prep school and cared most about books— even writing a poem occa- 
sionally. He was eighteen. At fourteen, Dorothea didn’t care about 
details as long as they were moving. Her new room was nice and big. 
Still, they ought to have a new car— Dorothea was quite pouty over the 
old one. 

Carolyn took charge of the furnishings of the new apartment. Mrs, 
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Rose, with uplifted hands, declared her ignorance of periods “and such 
nonsense,” but begged her daughter not to spend too much money. 
“You know your Papa. There is a limit even with him.” 

Irving gave a long-winded dissertation about what to get and told 
about a fine apartment he had visited, farther down on the Drive — two 
girls he knew, their father was a criminal lawyer. Carolyn didn’t listen 
very closely. She knew what she wanted. 

Accompanied by her most intimate friend, Eloise Morton, daughter 
of S. G. Morton, the box people (both of Eloise’s parents had been born 
in America), Carolyn visited a number of shops. She called the stores 
where Yvette traded “middle class,” but she was afraid of the decorating 
shops and called the things in the window “junk.” 

“You might like that old stuff,” she said to Eloise, “but I can’t see 
anything to it. Old chairs, stiff and funny — a hundred dollars apiece 
and then a fake, probably. A whole room full of that doesn’t look like 
anything. I like things that show their full value, that you can tell cost a 
lot of money.” 

Eloise agreed that her friend had the right idea. 

Carolyn didn’t allow any mere furniture clerk to suggest or dictate 
to her. Hadn’t she seen a lot of fine homes? Didn’t she go to every new 
show in town and look especially at the stage settings? Hadn’t she heard 
a furniture lecture? Who could advise her? 

She didn’t want her mother with her, she’d “simply spoil things if 
she started to talk.” Carolyn and Eloise, alone, could give an impression 
of taste, elegance and riches. 

Carolyn decided on Adam furniture for the living room. If the ghosts 
of the brothers Adam groaned a bit Carolyn was too busy to hear. She 
liked “sets” for the living rooms — didn’t everyone have them? — so she 
chose a great davenport of mahogany with cane sides and back, motifs 
slightly after some of the Adam designs scattered over the woodwork. 
The upholstery was rose velour. There were two huge chairs of similar 
design, one a rocking chair. Other chairs were of cane and mahogany, 
one a Venetian, one a fireside. There was a great oblong table, too, that 
Carolyn knew showed good judgment, for it was of “dull antique 
mahogany.” It, too, bore motifs of the house of Adam. There was a floor 
lamp with a rose shade and two table lamps to match and several pieces 
of “stylish” painted furniture, factory made. Carolyn looked with scorn 
on the little rugs that had seemed so fine a few years ago. She chose 
now an immense Oriental in rose and tan for the living room and a 
Chinese rug in dark blue to combine with the intricately carved Queen 
Anne furniture of the dining room. 

There were elaborately patterned filet lace curtains throughout the 
house. Before this Mrs. Rose had always hemmed and hung the cur- 
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tains. Now Carolyn gave orders for them. The over-drapes and portieres 
were of rose velour, heavily lined, and above the windows were elab- 
orate valances, edged with fringe and wide gold braid. There were blue 
velour curtains in the dining room. 

In the bedrooms Carolyn’s imagination had full play. Her parents' 
room was in mahogany with twin poster beds. Her own room was in 
ivory, cane inset. Dorothea’s was white enameled, painted with blue 
scenes. 

For the walls of the living room, between the paneling, Carolyn 
chose a scenic paper in gray. On this were to be hung elaborate oil 
paintings in scalloped gold frames: “A Scene at Twilight,” “The Fisher- 
man’s Return.” In the dining room the paper was in tapestry effect, red 
and blue fruit and flowers. 

The family moved into the new apartment in October, 1911. The 
moving was simple, for the old furniture was to be sold and professional 
movers attended to the packing of ornaments and dishes. 

Mrs. Rose and Irving were impressed with the effects wrought by 
Carolyn’s taste and her father’s money, but it did not take the family 
long to settle down to the pleasures of life that Riverside Drive opened 
to them. 


XI 

Moving to the Drive, the Roses made the final change in their name, 
Mannie, usually quiet, was the one to prop'^se it, 

“Rose is so — so peculiar,” said Mrnnie. “Anyone could tell it had 
been something else, Rosen or worse. I’m eighteen and go to College 
this fall. I’m not going to have a name so — so ordinary. Let’s change it 
to Ross. That’s not distinctive but it isn’t queer or foreign. I’m changing 
my first name just a little, too. I’ve never been called Emanuel, anyhow. 
Mannie isn’t a name at all. I’m going to register at College as Manning 
Ross.” 

There was no letter-box to announce the change, but the elevator 
man knew the new occupants of Apartment 31 — he wrote the names 
down with a blurring stub of a pencil to be sure to remember them— 
were Mr. and Mrs. A. Lincoln Ross, the two Misses Ross and two young 
men, Irving and Manning. 

The family had liked Rose— but there might be something in whal 
Manning said. But no more changes. Mr. Ross put his foot down, this 
time. He was meeting important men in business, Gentiles, and he 
didn’t want any more monkey-business about names. Ross was all righi 
and Ross it would have to stay. And it did. 

Mrs. Ross took great delight in getting her new servants. It made het 
feel superior and important, driving up to an employment agent and 
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interviewing prospective retainers. She took Carolyn along for advice 
and counsel — Carolyn went out a lot and knew about such things. 

Carolyn would have liked a retinue, but Ross rebelled — expenses were 
awful and each servant was another mouth to feed. The old “girl” had 
got married so they finally chose a cook who was not above helping with 
other things, a waitress who could combine housework with waiting, 
and a chauffeur. Besides, the washerwoman would still come for two 
days each week. 

Soon after the family was settled, Mr. Ross bought a big limousine, 
American made, but one that Carolyn thought looked really expensive. 
The chauffeur was in uniform, of course. He happened to be a young 
Irish boy and it seemed to Carolyn, sometimes, that he smiled a bit 
sarcastically and annoyingly as he held the door open for them, espe- 
cially after her mother had spoken with an accent or her old sing-song. 

Mr. Ross didn’t object to the new luxuries. It was much more com- 
fortable driving to the office in the limousine than waiting for Irving 
or one of the girls to take him or depending on less comfortable modes 
of transportation. He had more room to himself, too. He liked the way 
the new cook prepared things — he was getting indigestion and had to 
be careful about what he ate — though he still remembered with real 
emotion the pot-roasts and fish and stuffed goose that Grandma had 
delighted to prepare. These new dishes — salads and things like that— 
everything served separately — you could get used to it — it didn’t make 
much difference — here he was, used to a maid in cap and apron, waiting 
on table — ^and Minnie used to it, too, excepting when she forgot and 
talked to her or reached across the table for things. Still, Minnie meant 
well, a good woman, rather fat these last years, but a good woman who 
loved her family — none of this new foolishness some of the women 
had, he’d noticed — 

Mr. Ross didn’t pay much attention to women. He never had. He 
saw what fine girls his daughters were, that was about all. He couldn’t 
ha^ recognized half a dozen of their best friends, whom he saw con- 
standy at his home, if he had passed them on the street. 

His business — that was something. Still, even that didn’t keep him 
busy, the way it used to. This new arrangement, the offices and the 
factory separated — of course it was for the best. He could always go 
over to the factory when he wanted to, though there wasn’t much need 
— machinery he didn’t understand, everything in such order — ^with a 
head for every little department, not to mention the big ones. And, with 
three partners you couldn’t say things as if it were your own business. 
Mr. Ross was fifty-three, but it hadn’t been an easy fifty-three years and 
things had gone along rather rapidly for a while. Not that he was 
tn ojd man— far from it. Still, things that had passed seemed pleasanter 
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than they had seemed in the passing— and things to come lacked luster. 

This wasn’t age — certainly not— he felt as well as he had twenty years 
ago? practically. Give him some real work to do, you’d find out. But 
there was so little to do, now. You’d go down to the office about ten 
and dictate a few letters and potter around with things. You’d examine 
“swatches” and find that an expert had already given them a chemical 
analysis. You’d go to luncheon and be careful about what you ate. After 
luncheon, a little sleepily, you’d dictate more letters, if there were any 
more and see a few men on business, young upstarts, most likely, or 
Gentiles who wanted something for nothing — or consult with your 
partners. Then, you’d drive home after a while and read the paper or 
listen to Carolyn play on the new player piano or talk with Dorothea, 
though there wasn’t much to talk about. Dinner then, and a game with 
Adams, though he had rheumatism these last years and wasn’t the man 
he had been. Or Moss would drive over. There was a club, even, if you 
cared to go to it — a lot of strange men who didn’t care anything about 
you — a club — at least they were of your own race — Dorothea was al- 
ways asking questions about why the family didn’t mix with other 
people — such notions a child gets — 

The Rex Suit Company was still progressing. The great factories 
were outside New York, but the business offices occupied a whole floor 
of an office building, each partner with his own mahogany furnished 
office, with its rows of bells and its private stenographers. There was an 
expert to decide each thing. MacDouga^ was in the sales department 
and Maurice, the younger Adams boy, was advertising manager — a big 
advertising agent had charge of all of the advertising, of course. And 
what advertising the firm did, too! Double pages in the popular week- 
lies at thousands of dollars a page. Everyone was familiar with the 
“Kingly Men.” Girls cut them out and mounted them for their rooms. 
“America’s Kings in Kingly Suits” had been familiar enough to get 
applause at a musical comedy when it was used to introduce two juve- 
niles, “Every Inch a King for the Kings of Creation” and other well- 
known slogans ran in letters four feet high above the artists’s conception 
of the “Kingly Man” on the billboards. 

Each year there was an ornate catalogue of the styles, “for the Prep 
Youth,” “for the College Man,” “for the Younger Set,” “for the Older 
Fellow.” Hundreds of merchants all over the country displayed King 
Brand signs and carried King Brand suits. The Rex Company had in- 
vented half sizes, adjustable models and the giving with each suit of an 
extra bit of goods and two extra buttons for mending. There wasn’t 
much you could plan about for the Rex Company. Likdy as not, some- 
one else would have thought of it first, anyway. 

Mr. Ross was accustomed to meeting men, now. He liked to meet 
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them, in business. He would listen, weigh what they said, learn from 
them. He never talked much. He always retained his look of severity. 
He was known as “a crackerjack of a business man,” “a man you 
couldn’t put anything over on,” but the other partners were good busi- 
ness men, too. There was nothing for Mr. Ross to work for. 

Outside of business he had little. His family still seemed apart, yet 
he would have done anything to have saved them trouble or pain. He 
liked Yvette because she was frank and lively, but these last years he 
liked Dorothea, too, though there was nothing against Carolyn, a fine 
girl, if she did like to spend money. Minnie was all right — the boys 
would be, too, when they got a little older and settled down. 

Mr. Ross didn’t mind listening to the mechanical piano or the Vic-, 
trola at home, but he did not care for other kinds of music. Concerts 
made him miserable and fidgety. He saw nothing in them and after 
several for charity and one visit to the opera he refused to partake of 
music outside of the home. He had never learned to like reading. He 
was still content with the daily papers and glanced, occasionally, at a 
weekly devoted to current events. He knew nothing about art and said 
so. He didn’t want to be bothered with ‘'such notions.” Drama of all 
kinds bored him and even musical comedies entertained him only for a 
little while. Usually he got to thinking of business in the midst of things 
and lost all consciousness of what was going on. 

Mr. Ross had no social ambitions, so, with no business worries and 
no outside interests, his days began to drag unpleasantly. He thought 
often of other days, of “the other side”; when he had been planning to 
come to America — he was glad that was over — of MacDougal Street, 
the hard work he had done there, the long hours, the overtime, the 
little economies so both ends would meet, then the newer tenement, 
with things a little easier, the beginnings of the factory — those had been 
real days — staying awake planning to meet bills, figuring to the dollar 
how to get money to pay the “help” and have enough left for living 
expenses, then Harlem and now Riverside. It was good to have planned 
and t^orked. Still, now he was used to his comforts. He liked space and 
quiet and the car — but, with nothing to do — 

Mrs. Ross had long since relaxed her anxiety over her husband. He 
had never talked business and he seemed just like always, willing to 
listen to her stories of how she had spent the day. Mrs. Ross was quite 
content with the Drive. The aloofness of the neighbors, that had been 
disagreeable to her in Harlem, became one of her own characteristics 
now. She became more and more aware of her own importance. She 
had disliked the way “outsiders” and Gentiles had treated her, years 
before. Now, her last vestige of humbleness gone, she felt herself more 
than “as good as anyone.” Wasn’t she Mrs. A. Lincoln Ross, wife of 
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Ross of the Rex Suit Company, a real figure in New York? Didn’t she 
get her picture in the paper when she gave money to charity? Didn’t 
people treat her with respect as soon as they found out who she was? 
She was frankly fat, but she didn’t mind. She had expensive dress- 
makers and tailors and she thought the results of her toilet satisfactory. 
After all, she was nearly fifty. 

Her voice had toned down, during the years, as had Yvette’s. When 
talking with those she considered important, she even tried to put an 
elegant swing into her sentences. Usually, though, her voice was ac- 
cented, ordinary, uninteresting. She still made errors and sometimes 
quite a lot of sing-song crept in. 

In the morning Mrs. Ross attended to her household affairs, giving 
directions to the servants, ordering her own provisions over the tele- 
phone, even planning meals. She looked into the ice-box to see what 
provisions remained, rubbed fingers across furniture for dust, examined 
linens. She was a good housekeeper. In the afternoon, with Yvette, 
whom she found most congenial, or an acquaintance, she went for a 
drive or shopped. She dropped most of her old friends who had not 
progressed and she had no sentimental regrets concerning them. A few 
earlier friends she kept up with, asking them for luncheon or for a 
drive, with a hint of patronage. Through her daughters she met other 
women of her own age and circumstances. To these she tried to be 
pleasant, using her best language and manners. She had no intimacies 
with these women. 

During the second year of the family’s residence on the Drive, Mrs. 
Ross was asked to belong to several committees of important charitable 
organizations. She joined these gladly and gave generous sums. She 
liked the society of her own race. She did not feel at home with “out- 
siders” nor know what to say to them — she felt that they were constantly 
criticizing her. She had decided social ambitions, however, and wanted 
Mr. Ross to join a well-known club composed of members of his people. 
She was proud to know women who, a few years ago, or even now, 
were she less wealthy, would have ignored her. To the arts she was as 
indifferent as her husband. 


XII 

Irving was a lawyer now. He had a nice office in one of the newer 
buildings devoted to professional men, but not much practice. His 
father found it just as convenient to give him some of the smaller 
business of the firm as to increase his allowance. When anything im- 
portant came up Mr. Ross agreed with his partners that it was best to 
let a better-established lawyer handle the case. 

Irving— who became Irwin about this time— could have joined a 
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large firm as a junior member, but he preferred independence. He 
didn’t like to work hard or long and he had heard of the tasks per- 
formed by the younger members of big firms. He liked to waste time, 
browsing around book-stores, walking through the lobbies of hotels, 
calling on friends. He had a large acquaintance with women and had 
as many dinner invitations as he could accept. Wasn’t he a great catch, a 
young lawyer with a rich father? And good company. 

At twenty-five, Irwin still loved an argument. Although never a 
great reader, he liked to pose as one, quoting well-known authorities, 
reading and talking about authors unknown to his hearers. His hair 
was always immaculately sleeked, though it had just a perceptible wave. 
He had his favorite manicurist at one of the larger hotels. He smoked 
an expensive brand of cigarettes, carrying them in an elaborate silver 
and gold case and fitting each one carefully into an extremely long 
amber cigarette holder before smoking it. He used affected gestures, 
pounding on a table to emphasize a point he was making. He still 
wore nose-glasses, now large lensed and tortoise rimmed, and from 
habit he held his head too high. 

Irwin was proud of his acquaintance with half a dozen actresses of 
minor importance. These he took to teas, dinners and suppers, talking 
later as if the engagement had had special significance. He was careful 
about his acquaintance with other women, choosing those that were, to 
him, of social importance. He had the same distrust his parents had 
for those outside of his own race. He never attended services at a syna- 
gogue, but to him religion and race were intermingled and he did not 
attempt to differentiate between them. Since boyhood he had suffered 
from prejudice far more than his sisters. He was proud to associate with 
“outsiders,” liked to think he looked and spoke and acted like one of 
them. But he would never have married a Gentile. 

Carolyn was now the liveliest member of the Riverside Drive house- 
hold. She didn’t think much of race and creed. She envied other women 
in some things, but she thought herself all that was desirable and at- 
trdAive. She liked best the people of her own race, but she preferred 
them with American or English accents, appearance and accomplish- 
ments. She liked to associate only with people of great wealth. Always 
gowned a bit ahead of fashion, perfectly groomed, silky, smooth, crisp, 
she went to the theater, evenings and matinees, to luncheons and to 
parties, giggling and laughing, quite moderately, of course, and had 
a gay time. She loved musical comedy and after-theater suppers. She 
didn’t care for the opera, but even the most serious drama could give 
her something to giggle about afterwards. Her hair and eyes were 
dark with something of the Orient about them, but her skin was fairer 
and clearer than her mother’s or Yvette’s, her round little nose was 



A CYCLE OF MANHATTAN 1015 

always white with powder and her eyebrows narrow and smooth, her 
lips and cheeks pinkly attractive. 

You could sec Carolyn almost any fair afternoon on the Avenue 
with Eloise or Helen or Mary Louise, stopping in at one litde shop 
for a bit of lingerie, at another for flowers. They spent money with 
no thought of its value. Most of them could not remember poverty. 
Those who could found spending the best method of forgetting. Occa- 
sionally they met several of “the boys” for tea. When they didn’t they 
bought tea for themselves at Maillard’s, usually, or the Plaza. There 
was always a car waiting and they wore low pumps or slippers and the 
thinnest of stockings even when the snow was on the ground. 

Carolyn “went with” Jack Morton, Eloise’s brother. She had met 
Eloise at the Riverside Drive School. Jack was at Harvard, then, but he 
was graduated a year later and was “catching on” nicely in his father's 
box factory. The Mortons thought the Rosses a step below them so- 
cially, for the Mortons were a little farther removed from “the old 
country.” Outside of that, they liked Carolyn. So no one was surprised, 
when, in 1914, when Carolyn was twenty-three, she announced her 
engagement to Jack. The Rosses thought Carolyn had “done well,” as 
indeed she had, for Jack Morton was a likeable fellow, full of practical 
jokes and fond of poker playing, but on the whole quite a desirable 
husband. 

Ross gave his daughter a diamond lavaliere for an engagement 
present, and as Carolyn picked it out hers-^f it was quite glittering. He 
promised her the furniture for her new apartment as a wedding present. 
The Mortons gave Carolyn a small car, green, with cushions to match, 
which she pronounced “a young wonder.” They had an engagement 
“at home” and were married a few months later at one of the newer 
hotels. Carolyn hoped that it was quite evident to the friends of both 
families that they were both very wealthy. 

The young couple took a three weeks’ trip to Florida— Jack couldn’t 
stay away from the business longer than that. Then they went to the 
Astor, but Carolyn wanted to entertain her friends and a hotel does 
keep you cooped up so. She and Jack finally decided on a small apart- 
nicnt in a high-priced new building in Park Avenue. They had only 
one maid to start with for they both preferred eating at restaurants. 
With the car you could cat at a different place and go to a show or 
some place every night. 

Without Carolyn the Riverside Drive apartment seemed quiet. 
Manning went to Harvard for a year, dissatisfied with the uncxclusivc- 
ncss of Columbia. 

Dorothea liked school, too, and was now taking a few harmless 
r-ourses which gave her something to do, though they didn’t satisfy her. 
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Nothing quite pleased Dorothea. She hadn’t been satisfied with Caro- 
lyn’s school — ^girls of only one creed went there, so narrow, Dorothea 
said that school was a joke. She had chosen a more expensive school, 
patronized by daughters of rich men generally. Her new study courses 
were at Columbia and with private teachers. Mr. Ross didn’t like them. 

“It isn’t as if she had to be a teacher,” he said. “A girl can have too 
much book-learning.” 

But Dorothea went. She had always been different. Her clothes, for 
one thing. Couldn’t she have had anything she wanted ? Look at Caro^ 
lyn — always dressed like a picture — the family had to admit that, them- 
selves. Even Yvette, though she liked bright colors, was a good dresser. 
It wasn’t as if Dorothea was economical. She spent as much as Carolyn 
did. Carolyn wore things that “looked expensive,” rich broadcloth, 
elaborate furs — Dorothea preferred rough tweeds. She paid extraordi- 
nary sums for little suits that Mrs. Ross thought looked as if she’d got 
them for twenty dollars in Third Avenue. They were of mixed weaves, 
in grey or tan, and she wore big tailored collars over her coats, not 
mannish-looking or freakish, just plain. She paid fifty dollars for her 
little round velour hats. She wore heavy gloves and shoes, even when 
she went out with Carolyn, sleek in white gloves, thin pumps and furs. 
Dorothea paid huge prices for plain little evening frocks which she 
bought at exclusive little places. Even then she was not satisfied. 

Dorothea wore a perpetual little pout — something had always just 
gone wrong. She spent her time wondering what to do, dipping in 
“courses” on a variety of subjects, at settlement work, “going with 
people she didn’t have to associate with,” her mother thought. Clad in 
a trim-fitting habit she rode whole mornings in Central Park. She 
exhibited funny little Belgian Griffins at shows. She went to benefits 
and tournaments. Yet she was always a trifle “put out,” a bit bored. 
Things weren’t ever good enough, or quite what she had expected. 

For her twentieth birthday Dorothea asked for and received a new 
car, a good-looking foreign-made roadster. About time the family had 
nt6re than one car! She didn’t want a chauffeur. Hadn’t she been driv- 
ing as long as she could remember, learning on the old red one? She 
liked driving the car best of all. 

The family, the family’s friends, what any one said or did — all dis- 
pleased Dorothea. She made sport of Irwin’s pet affectations to his face, 
to her mother’s horror. She called Yvette’s things “impossible” and 
made fun of Carolyn’s diamonds. She treated her mother as a person 
of no consequence, never asking her opinion about things. Although 
she had nothing in common with her father, she made a great fuss over 
him and he grew to like her better than any other member of his family- 
She took him out in her car, though he didn’t quite enjoy the rides. 
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expecting to be tipped over at every corner. Dorothea drove perfeedy, 
with the recklessness o£ a racer. 

Dorothea went with “outsiders.” She seemed as much at home with 
members of other races as with her own. She’d bring in unexpected 
guests, making the family feel ill at ease. While guests were there she’d 
bring up bits of family history the rest were trying their hardest to keep 
out of sight. 

“Dad,” she’d say, “here’s some one that wants to meet you. He’s 
heard a lot about you. . . . Can you believe that less than twenty-five 
years ago Dad came to America with no money at all?” then, with a 
little gesture and a smile, “and now look at him.” She’d throw an arm 
around her father, who, ill at case, would greet the stranger. 

If Mr. Ross had been unsuccessful, he would have looked like any 
of a thousand of his race whom you can see leaving the shops any 
evening at the closing hour. But his wealth haloed him. It was impos- 
sible to separate him from his money. Thin, stoop-shouldered, solemn, 
quiet and accented of speech, he stood for success. To Dorothea her 
father was immensely important. She was the first who had ever made 
much of him. It embarrassed him — ^he was a simple old fellow in many 
ways— but he liked it. 

Mrs. Ross thought Dorothea didn’t appreciate her. 

“It’s always her Dad, her Dad,” she’d say, “never a word about how 
I worked when she was small or all I do for her — ^just Dad this, Dad that 
—and Irwin don’t like it — that you’re always bringing up old times, 
about Papa being a cutter. The other night when that fine Misr Tan- 
nenheim was here, you said it, when you was talking to that big blond 
fellow you brought in. . . .” 

“You’re a dear. Mother,” Dorothea would give her mother the tiniest 
touch of a kiss on her broad cheek, “but Irv’s a mess and he knows it. 
The Tannenheim person is a cheap old thing with a mean eye and 
she’ll marry him some day, if he isn’t watching.” 

“Dad,” said Dorothea, one day, “let’s move. You can’t guess how 
sick I am of Riverside Drive.” 

“What’s the matter? Haven’t you got things nice here?” 

“Nice — on the Drive?” 

“We’re always moving, it seems. Only four years ago . . 

“I know. Dad. That’s just it. A man of your position ought to have 
a home. Apartments are nothing. This one is simply awful. Riverside 
Drive is fearfully ordinary, vulgar — don’t you think so? Such a cheap 
collection of the newly rich. Dad, you ought to have your own home 
in town, anyhow, and something permanent in the country.” 
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XIII 

The idea of a home appealed to Mr. Ross. He felt, now, that he had 
always wanted a real home. Dorothea called for him in the car and 
they explored the streets east of Fifth Avenue. Finally, without consult- 
ing the rest of the family, Ross bought a five-story house in East Sixty- 
fifth Street, just off Fifth Avenue. 

“Mother will think this is terrible,” Dorothea said as she kissed him, 
“but you and I like it, don’t we? I know it cost an awful lot, Dad, but 
you can see it’s really an investment. After it’s made over a bit inside 
it will do for a family home for years. Imagine you — after all you’ve 
done — not having a family home.” 

Ross really liked the house. It seemed almost— homelike. The rest of 
the family were not pleased. The married daughters — of course it was 
not their affair — but, they wondered if it was just the right thing. Of 
course nice people lived in houses, but none of their friends. 

“That’s why we bought it,” said Dorothea. 

Irwin “guessed it was all right.” Manning was indifferent. 

Mrs. Ross held up bejeweled hands and wailed. 

“Oh, Dorothea, just as I’m beginning to get into things and can ask 
people here to a fine apartment on the Drive — an address I can be 
proud of — and here you buy an old house — I thought a young girl like 
you would want things swell — here we’ve got servants and all — ” 

“Don’t you worry,” said Dorothea, “it will be ‘swell’ enough — awful 
word. And as for servants — ” 

The family moved to the East Sixty-fifth Street house a few monihs 
later. Dorothea didn’t run around after furniture as those of her family 
who had chosen furniture before her had done. She turned the wh(»le 
house over to Miss Lessing, in Madison Avenue. Miss Lessing’s corps of 
exquisitely minded young men came in, looked around, made sketches, 
brought drapery material and wood finishes, all of which Dorothea 
examined critically. 

jiAt last we’ll have some place we can ask our friends,” she said. 

The house in East Sixty-fifth Street was rather nice. It was done in 
English things, mostly, painted walls and rather soft taffetas. There 
were some big easy chairs that could be pulled around, comfortably, m 
front of the fireplace. Perhaps because of its seeming simplicity and the 
plainness of the walls and carpets Mr. Ross liked it more than any 
home he had ever had. He felt it belonged to him. Mrs. Ross never 
liked it. 

“It’s too plain,” she said, “nothing to it. No one would believe ho'V 
much it cost you. Papa. Mrs. Sinsheimer has got an apartment on Park 
Avenue, just a block from Carolyn. Fourteen rooms. She had a deco* 
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lator, too, but he got different things than this — gold furniture. It looks 
like something. We had a fine place on Riverside Drive and Dorothea 
drags us here, where there ain’t even lights enough to see by, at night.” 

Still, Mrs. Ross found out, from what people said, that there must be 
something desirable about the new home. She even acquired a bit of the 
patter Dorothea used, pointing, with something like pride, to “a real 
Chippendale escritoire, one of the nicest examples in America,” and 
“some Wedgwood plaques, three, from an original set of four, you 
know,” and “of course, we are getting old and it’s nice we can have a 
home where we can gather the sort of things we like, as a background.” 

Irwin didn’t “think much of the place, myself,” but it was a good 
idea, the old folks having a home ... he was glad he didn’t have to be 
ashamed of it, though, for his part . . . now, that country place Doro- 
thea was talking about . . . 

Yes, Dorothea had been talking about a country place. After they 
were settled in the new home, she continued to talk. They had five 
servants now — they wouldn’t even need two sets — Dad could see how 
it took that many to run any kind of a house — and they could just shut 
up the town house in Spring and open it in Fall. All the family could 
be there, too, Yvette and the new baby, and Carolyn and their hus- 
bands ... “a real family together. Dad, a permanent family like ours 
ought to have a decent country place.” 

The country place was on Long Island, finally. Dorothea picked it 
out and put the decorations in the hands oL the same firm of decorators, 
who did rather startling things with colored wicker, chintz and tiled 
floors. 

It was near a famous country club and Dorothea knew, as did the 
rest of them, that none of the men of her family could ever be admitted. 
It didn’t seem fair to her, of course, and yet . . . Dad was a great one 
—there oughtn’t to be any place Dad couldn’t get into. But Dad didn’t 
care. Though, from things he said, Dorothea knew he had felt things 
. . . expected them. He hadn’t even hoped this much of life, Irwin 
didn’t like being left out of things . . . and yet, Dorothea, looking at 
Irwin, hearing him argue in his rather nasal tone, gesturing with his 
long amber cigarette holder, couldn’t blame members of the club, 
exactly. ... It wasn’t because of Irwin’s race . . . maybe the members, 
themselves, weren’t so wonderful . . , and yet there were her two * 
brothers-in-law, one rather fat, both slow-minded, card-playing, a bit 
loud and blatant, always bringing money into the conversation . . . 
Yvette, loud, laughing, so heavy, mentally, Carolyn, with her cheap talk 
of money and spending . . . her mother ... it wasn’t fair to criticize 
ber, her mother’d had a hard time of it when she was young, and 
yet . . . 
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Dorothea knew that, somehow, the men she liked didn’t belcing to 
her race. Hamilton Fournier, now ... of course, if she’d marry him, 
there would be an awful talk, lots of crying and going on about religion 
. . . that sort of thing. She could hear her mother ... she remembered 
when Freda Moss married, — “He’ll throw it up to you.” Yet, if you 
are proud of your race . . . doesn’t that . . . can you have a thing 
“thrown up to you” that you are proud of? It was a big problem, too 
big for Dorothea. She felt that she’d always had everything she wanted 
. . . she could keep on having . . . 

The family settled down comfortably in the new home, Manning 
with them. He was going to school in town, now. 

Mrs. Ross was getting to like the new home better ... it wasn’t 
Riverside Drive, of course, but people didn’t look down on her here. 
She was even getting in with Mrs. Rosenblatt — now that she lived near 
her. That crowd — she didn’t have their education, but what of it, she 
was richer than most of them. Who were they, to be so exclusive? 
Maybe, by next year, if she donated to their Orphans’ Nursery Fund . . . 

Mr. Ross’s indigestion seemed a little worse. The doctor came to see 
him several times each week and he had to be more careful with his 
diet. There seemed to be less to do at the office. He could retire, of course, 
but that would take away the only interesting thing he had — the few 
hours at the office. He even tried outdoor exercise, but after one at. 
tempt, he gave up golf as impossible. He gave to organized charities 
rather liberally and was even appointed on a committee which he never 
attended — he knew it was his money they wanted. He would sit, as 
he had always sat in the evening, falling asleep over his paper, or, 
bundled up beyond the necessity of the weather, he would climb into 
the car and spend a few hours with an old friend, or someone would 
•come to see him, playing cards, as always. But a few of the old friends 
had died, another had moved away . . . there had never been many 
of them. He was just an old man, and lonesome, with nothing interest- 
ing jp do or think about. . . . 

XIV 

Manning stopped school the year after the family moved into their 
new home. He had had a year at Harvard and a year or so at art 
school. Now, at twenty-two, he felt that he was a sculptor. His father 
was disappointed — ^Manning had started out a nice boy — it did seem 
that one of the boys . . . 

But Manning shrugged sensitive shoulders at anything as crude as 
the clothing business, even wholesale. His soul was not in such things. 
And Mr. Ross had to admit that the position of model was about the 
only one in the establishment that Manning could have filled. Man- 
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ning went in, rather heavily, for the arts that the rest of the family had 
neglected. Of course Dorothea read, but Manning thought she skimmed 
too lightly over real literature. And Irwin— an impossible, material 
fellow. 

Manning wore his hair a trifle long. He talked knowingly of Byzan- 
tine enamels and the School of Troyes. He knew Della Robbia and the 
Della-Cruscans. There was nothing he didn’t know about French 
ivories. He knew how champleve enameling differed from other 
methods . . . there were few mysteries for Manning. His personal con- 
tributions to Wanty consisted of fantastic heads, influenced slightly by 
the French of the Fourteenth Century, in bas-relief — very flat relief, of 
course. 

Manning’s friends felt they formed a real part of New York's “new 
serious Bohemia.” They ate in “unexploited” Greenwich Village restau- 
rants, never complaining about the poorly cooked food, sitting for 
hours at the bare, painted tables, talking eagerly in the dim candle or 
lamp light. They expressed disgust when “uptowners” discovered their 
retreats and sometimes moved elsewhere. You could find them every 
Saturday and Sunday night in parties of from four to ten, at the Bre- 
voort, sometimes with pretty girls who didn’t listen to what they were 
saying, sometimes with homely little “artistic” ones, hung with soiled 
embroidered smocks, who listened too eagerly, talking of life and art, 
revolution and undiscovered genius. 

There was no question that Manning’s father should continue his 
allowance — there is no money in sincere art these days. Manning knew 
that even his father must recognize that. Manning spent his summer 
with the family on Long Island — it was hot in town. But, when one s 
family is of the bourgeoisie, it does draw one’s energy so. In the autumn 
Manning decided he must have a real studio, some place he could work 
and expand, going to “the town house” for week-ends. Having one s 
family uptown was quite all right, of course — ^but you couldn t expect 
an artist to live with them, 

Mr. Ross agreed to the studio. He was getting accustomed to Doro- 
thea’s friends, unbelievers though they were. He found he could not 
accept the artistic friends that Manning thought so delightful. 

Manning found his studio, finally. The rent was terrific, of course, 
but the building had been rebuilt at great expense and was absolutely 
desirable in location, construction, everything. He furnished it himself 
in Italian and Spanish Renaissance things. Rather nice! When it was 
furnished— though they probably couldn’t “get it” he’d let the family 
sec it. 

One Sunday, after a family reunion dinner. Manning announced 
that his studio was done. If the family liked they might all run down 
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that way— a sort of informal reception ... of course, they probably 
couldn’t understand it all. . . . 

It was in the Village, of course, but not “of” it. Did they think the 
Village was slumming? Uptown people did. But that’s where you’d find 
real thought, people who accomplished things. . . . 

“Why, my new studio has real atmosphere” — Manning ran his fin- 
gers through his hair as he spoke. “It’s in a wonderful old building, 
magnificent lines and the architect left them all — ^it’s just inside he’s 
remodeled. IVe the third floor front, two magnificent rooms, a huge 
fireplace, some lovely Italian things . . . and the view from the window 
is so quaint and artistic ... of course you may not understand it , . , 
this family . . . it’s just a block from Washington Square.'’ 

“Why, that’s where . . .” began Mrs. Ross. 

Irwin silenced her. 

“Don’t begin old times. Mamma. Most of us haven’t as long memories 
as you,” he said. 

“Come on, now that we’re all here, let’s go down,” Manning went on, 
“I want you to see something really artistic. A friend of mine, DuBroil 
— I think you’ve met him — did me a stunning name plate in copper, 
just my name, Manning Cuyler Ross. I’m so glad I took Cuyler for a 
middle name last year. And there is just the single word, ‘masks.’ I 
thought it was — rather good. And I’ve a stunning bit of tapestry on 
the south wall. Come on — ^you’ve got your cars here, we’d letter get 
started—” 

It was a pleasant drive. The three cars drew up, almost at once, in 
front of Manning’s studio, as he, in the front car, pointed it out to 

them. 

They made quite a party as they turned out in front of the building 
—a prosperous American family — ^Mr. and Mrs. Lincoln Ross, well- 
dressed, commanding, in their fifties, which isn’t old, these days; Mac- 
Dougal Adams, plump, pompous; Yvette Ross Adams, in handsome 
fufiff and silks; Jack Morton, sleek, black-haired; his always exquisitely 
gowned wife, Carolyn Ross Morton; Irwin Ross, in a well-fitting cut- 
away, eyebrows raised inquiringly, chatting alertly; Dorothea Ross, at- 
tractive and girlish in rough tan homespun, and Manning Cuyler Ross, 
their host, pleasandy artistic. 

“Here’s fhc place,” said Manning. “No elevator, real Bohemia, three 
flights up, uncarpeted stairs. Come on, Mother.” 

Mrs. J^ss was strangely pale, and on the faces of Yvette and Irwin 
and MacDougal Adams there were curious shadows. The rest, save 
for Mr. Ross, were too young to remember. As for him he broke, for 
fkt first time in years, into a broad smile. Manning went raiding on. 
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“This,” he proclaimed, “is the way to livel None of your middle* 
class fripperies. Plain living, high thinking— this is the life!” 

They came to the studio at last, and all stood about in silence while 
Manning explained its charms— the clear light, the plain old wood- 
work, the lovely view of the square, the remote, old-world atmosphere. 
In the midst of his oratory Mr. Ross sidled up to Mamma Ross and 
reached stealthily for her hand. 

“Do you remember, Minnie,” he whispered, “this room — this old 
place— those old days—” 

“Hush,” said Mamma Ross, “the children will hear you.” 



M.ana Gncepcion 

BY KATHERINE ANNE PORTER 


M ARIA CONCEPCION 

walked carefully, keeping to the middle of the white dusty road, where 
the maguey thorns and the treacherous curved spines of organ cactus had 
not gathered so profusely. She would have enjoyed resting for a moment 
in the dark shade by the roadside, but she had no time to waste drawing 
cactus needles from her feet. Juan and his chief would be waiting for 
their food in the damp trenches of the buried city. 

She carried about a dozen living fowls slung over her right shoulder, 
their feet fastened together. Half of them fell upon the flat of her back, 
the balance dangled uneasily over her breast. They wriggled their be- 
numbed and swollen legs against her neck, they twisted their stupefied 
eyes and peered into her face inquiringly. She did not see them or think 
of them. Her left arm was tired with the weight of the food basket, and 
she was hungry after her long morning’s work. 

Her straight back outlined itself strongly under her clean bright blue 
cotton rebozo. Instinctive serenity softened her black eyes, shaped like 
alnfbnds, set far apart, and tilted a bit endwise. She walked with the 
free, natural, guarded ease of the primitive woman carrying an unborn 
child. The shape of her body was easy, the swelhng life was not a distor- 
tion, but the right inevitable proportions of a woman. She was entirely 
contented. Her husband was at work and she was on her way to market 
to sell her fowls. 

Her small house sat half-way up a shallow hill, under a clump of 
pepper-trees, a wall of organ cactus enclosing it on the side nearest to 
the road. Now she came down into the valley, divided by the narrow 
spring, and crossed a bridge of loose stones near the hut where Maria 
Rosa die beekeeper lived with her old godmother, Lupe the medicine 
woman. Maria (^ncepcion had no faith in the charred owl bones, the 
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singed rabbit fur, the cat entrails, the messes and ointments sold by Lupe 
to the ailing of the village. She was a good Christian, and drank simple 
herb teas for headache and stomach ache, or bought her remedies bot- 
tled, with printed directions that she could not read, at the drugstore 
near the city market, where she went almost daily. But she often bought 
a jar of honey from young Maria Rosa, a pretty, shy child only fifteen 
years old. 

Maria Concepcion and her husband, Juan Villegas, were each a little 
past their eighteenth year. She had a good reputation with the neighbors 
as an energetic religious woman who could drive a bargain to the end. 
It was commonly known that if she wished to buy a new rcbozo for 
herself or a shirt for Juan, she could bring out a sack of hard silver coins 
for the purpose. 

She had paid for the license, nearly a year ago, the potent bit of 
stamped paper which permits people to be married in the church. She 
had given money to the priest before she and Juan walked together up 
to the altar the Monday after Holy Week. It had been the adventure of 
the villagers to go, three Sundays one after another, to hear the banns 
called by the priest for Juan de Dios Villegas and Maria Concepcion 
Manriquez, who were actually getting married in the church, instead of 
behind it, which was the usual custom, less expensive, and as binding as 
any other ceremony. But Maria Concepcion was always as proud as if 
she owned a hacienda. 

She paused on the bridge and dabbled her feet in the water, her eyes 
resting themselves from the sun-rays in a fixed gaze to the far-off moun- 
tains, deeply blue under their hanging drift of clouds. It came to her 
that she would like a fresh crust of honey. The delicious aroma of bees, 
their slow thrilling hum, awakened a pleasant desire for a flake of sweet- 
ness in her mouth. 

“If I do not eat it now, I shall mark my child,” she thought, peering 
through the crevices in the thick hedge of cactus that sheered up nakedly, 
like bared knife blades set protcctingly around the small clearing. The 
place was so silent she doubted if Maria Rosa and Lupe were at home. 

The leaning jacal of dried rush-withes and corn sheaves, bound to 
tall saplings thrust into the earth, roofed with yellowed maguey leaves 
flattened and overlapping like shingles, hunched drowsy and fragrant 
in the warmth of noonday. The hives, similarly made, were scattered 
towards the back of the clearing, like small mounds of clean vegetable 
refuse. Over each mound there hung a dusty golden shimmer of bees. 

^ gay scream of laughter rose from behind the hut; a man’s short 
laugh joined in. “Ah, hahahahal” went the voices together high and low, 
like a song. 

“So Maria Rosa has a man!” Maria Concepcion stopped short, smil- 
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ing, shifted her burden slightly, and bent forward shading her eyes to 
see more clearly through the spaces of the hedge. 

Maria Rosa ran, dodging between beehives, parting two stunted jas- 
mine bushes as she came, lifting her knees in swift leaps, looking over 
her shoulder and laughing in a quivering, excited way. A heavy jar, 
swung to her wrist by the handle, knocked against her thighs as she 
ran. Her toes pushed up sudden spurts of dust, her half-raveled braids 
showered around her shoulders in long crinkled wisps. 

Juan Villegas ran after her, also laughing strangely, his teedi set, 
both rows gleaming behind the small soft black beard growing sparsely 
on his lips, his chin, leaving his brown cheeks girl-smooth. When he 
seized her, he clenched so hard her chemise gave way and ripped from 
her shoulder. She stopped laughing at this, pushed him away and stood 
silent, trying to pull up the torn sleeve with one hand. Her pointed chin 
and dark red mouth moved in an uncertain way, as if she wished to 
laugh again; her long black lashes flickered with the quick-moving 
lights in her hidden eyes. 

Maria Concepcion did not stir nor breathe for some seconds. Her 
forehead was cold, and yet boiling water seemed to be pouring slowly 
along her spine. An unaccountable pain was in her knees, as if they were 
broken. She was afraid Juan and Maria Rosa would feel her eyes fixed 
upon them and would find her there, unable to move, spying upon them. 
But they did not pass beyond the enclosure, nor even glance towards the 
gap in the wall opening upon the road. 

Juan lifted one of Maria Rosa’s loosened braids and slapped her neck 
with it playfully. She smiled softly, consentingly. Together they moved 
back through the hives of honey-comb. Maria Rosa balanced her jar on 
one hip and swung her long full petticoats with every step. Juan flour- 
ished his wide hat back and forth, walking proudly as a game-cock. 

Maria Concepcion came out of the heavy cloud which enwrapped 
her head and bound her throat, and found herself walking onward, 
k^ping the road without knowing it, feeling her way delicately, her 
cars strumming as if all Maria Rosa’s bees had hived in them. Her care- 
ful sense of duty kept her moving toward the buried city where Juan’s 
chief, the American archeologist, was taking his midday rest, waiting 
for his food. 

Juan and Maria Rosa! She burned all over now, as if a layer of tiny 
fig-cactus bristles, as cruel as spun glass, had crawled under her skin. She 
wished to sit down quietly and wait for her death, but not until she had 
cut the throats of her man and that girl who were laughing and kissing 
under the cornstalks. Once when she was a young girl she had come 
back from market to find her jacal burned to a pile of ash and her few 
silver coins gone. A dark empty feeling had filled her; she kept moving 
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about the place, not believing her eyes, expecting it all to take shape 
again before her. But it was gone, and though she knew an enemy had 
done it, she could not find out who it was, and could only curse and 
threaten the air. Now here was a worse thing, but she knew her enemy. 
Maria Rosa, that sinful girl, shameless! She heard herself saying a harsh, 
true word about Maria Rosa, saying it aloud as if she expected someone 
to agree with her: “Yes, she is a whore! She has no right to live.” 

At this moment the gray untidy head of Givens appeared over the 
edges of the newest trench he had caused to be dug in his field of exca- 
vations. The long deep crevasses, in which a man might stand without 
being seen, lay crisscrossed like orderly gashes of a giant scalpel. Nearly 
all of the men of the community worked for Givens, helping him to un- 
cover the lost city of their ancestors. They worked all the year through 
and prospered, digging every day for those small clay heads and bits of 
pottery and fragments of painted walls for which there was no good 
use on earth, being all broken and encrusted with clay. They themselves 
could make better ones, perfectly stout and new, which they took to 
town and peddled to foreigners for real money. But the unearthly delight 
of the chief in finding these wornout things was an endless puzzle. He 
would fairly roar for joy at times, waving a shattered pot or a human 
skull above his head, shouting for his photographer to come and make 
a picture of this! 

Now he emerged, and his young enthusiast’s eyes welcomed Maria 
Concepcion from his old-man face, covered with hard wrinkles apd 
burned to the color of red earth. “I hope you’ve brought me a nice fat 
one.” He selected a fowl from the bunch dangling nearest him as Maria 
Concepcion, wordless, leaned over the trench. “Dress it for me, there’s 
a good girl. I’ll broil it.” 

Maria Concepcion took the fowl by the head, and silently, swiftly 
drew her knife across its throat, twisting the head oil with the casual 
firmness she might use with the top of a beet. 

“Good God, woman, you do have nerve,” said Givens, watching her. 
“I can’t do that. It gives me the creeps.” 

“My home country is Guadalajara,” explained Maria Concepcion, 
without bravado, as she picked and gutted the fowl. 

She stood and regarded Givens condescendingly, that diverting white 
man who had no woman of his own to cook for him, and moreover 
appeared not to feel any loss of dignity in preparing his own food. He 
squatted now, eyes squinted, nose wrinkled to avoid the smoke, turning 
the roasting fowl busily on a stick. A mysterious man, undoubtedly rich, 
and Juan’s chief, therefore to be respected, to be placated. 

“The tortiUas arc fresh and hot, senor,” she murmured gently. “With 
your permission I will now go m market.” 
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“Yes, yes, run along; bring me another of these tomorrow.” Givens 
turned his head to look at her again. Her grand manner sometimes re- 
minded him of royalty in exile. He noticed her unnatural paleness. “The 
sun is too hot, eh?” he asked. 

“Yes, sir. Pardon me, but Juan will be here soon?” 

“He ought to be here now. Leave his food. The others will eat it.” 

She moved away; the blue of her rebozo became a dancing spot in the 
heat waves that rose from the gray-red soil. Givens liked his Indians best 
when he could feel a fatherly indulgence for their primitive childish 
ways. He told comic stories of Juan’s escapades, of how often he had 
saved him, in the past five years, from going to jail, and even from being 
shot, for his varied and always unexpected misdeeds. 

“I am never a minute too soon to get him out of one pickle or another,” 
he would say. “Well, he’s a good worker, and I know how to manage 
him.” 

After Juan was married, he used to twit him, with exactly the right 
shade of condescension, on his many infidelities to Maria Concepcion. 
“She’ll catch you yet, and God help you!” he was fond of saying, and 
Juan would laugh with immense pleasure. 

It did not occur to Maria Concepcion to tell Juan she had found him out. 
During the day her anger against him died, and her anger against Maria 
Rosa grew. She kept saying to herself, “When I was a young girl like 
Maria Rosa, if a man had caught hold of me so, I would have broken my 
jar over his head.” She forgot completely that she had not resisted even 
so much as Maria Rosa, on the day that Juan had first taken hold of her. 
Besides she had married him afterwards in the church, and that was a 
very different thing. 

Juan did not come home that night, but went away to war and Maria 
Rosa went with him. Juan had a rifle at his shoulder and two pistols 
at his belt. Maria Rosa wore a rifle also, slung on her back along with 
the Jdankets and the cooking pots. They joined the nearest detachment 
of troops in the field, and Maria Rosa marched ahead with the battalion 
of experienced women of war, which went over the crops like locusts, 
gathering provisions for the army. She cooked with them, and ate with 
them what was left after the men had eaten. After battles she went out 
on the field with the others to salvage clothing and ammunition and 
guns from the slain before they should begin to swell in the heat. Some- 
times they would encounter the women from the other army, and a 
second battle as grim as the first would take place. 

There was no particular scandal in the village. People shrugged, 
grinned. It was far better that they were gone. The neighbors went 
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around saying that Maria Rosa was safer in the army than she would be 
in the same village with Maria Concepcion. 

Maria Concepcion did not weep when Juan left her; and when the 
baby was born, and died within four days, she did not weep, “She is 
mere stone,” said old Lupe, who went over and offered charms to pre- 
serve the baby. 

“May you rot in hell with your charms,” said Maria Concepcion. 

If she had not gone so regularly to church, lighting candles before 
the saints, kneeling with her arms spread in the form of a cross for hours 
at a time, and receiving holy communion every month, there might have 
been talk of her being devil-possessed, her face was so changed and blind- 
looking. But this was impossible when, after all, she had been married 
by the priest. It must be, they reasoned, that she was being punished for 
her pride. They decided that this was the true cause for everything: she 
was altogether too proud. So they pitied her. 

During the year that Juan and Maria Rosa were gone Maria Con- 
cepcion sold her fowls and looked after her garden and her sack of hard 
coins grew. Lupe had no talent for bees, and the hives did not prosper. 
She began to blame Maria Rosa for running away, and to praise Maria 
Concepcion for her behavior. She used to see Maria Concepcion at the 
market or at church, and she always said that no one could tell by look- 
ing at her now that she was a woman who had such a heavy grief. 

“I pray God everything goes well with Maria Concepcion from this 
out,” she would say, “for she has had her shc^re of trouble.” 

When some idle person repeated this to the deserted woman, she went 
down to Lupe’s house and stood within the clearing and called to the 
medicine woman, who sat in her doorway stirring a mess of her in- 
fallible cure for sores: “Keep your prayers to yourself, Lupe, or offer 
them for others who need them. I will ask God for what I want in this 
world.” 

“And will you get it, you think, Maria Concepcion?” asked Lupe, 
tittering cruelly and smelling the wooden mixing spoon. “Did you pray 
for what you have now?” 

Afterward everyone noticed that Maria Concepcion went oftener to 
church, and even seldomer to the village to talk with the other women 
as they sat along the curb, nursing their babies and eating fruit, at the 
end of the market-day. 

“She is wrong to take us for enemies,” said old Soledad, who was a 
thinker and a peace-maker. “All women have these troubles. Well, we 
should suffer together.” 

But Maria Concepcion lived alone. She was gaunt, as if something 
Were gnawing her away inside, her eyes were sunken, and she would not 
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speak a word if she could help it. She worked harder than ever, and her 
butchering knife was scarcely ever out of her hand. 

Juan and Maria Rosa, disgusted with military life, came home one day 
without asking permission of anyone. The field of war had unrolled 
itself, a long scroll of vexations, until the end had frayed out within 
twenty miles of Juan’s village. So he and Maria Rosa, now lean as a 
wolf, burdened with a child daily expected, set out with no farewells to 
the regiment and walked home. 

They arrived one morning about daybreak. Juan was picked up on 
sight by a group of military police from the small barracks on the edge of 
town, and taken to prison, where the officer in charge told him with im- 
personal cheerfulness that he would add one to a catch of ten waiting to 
be shot as deserters the next morning. 

Maria Rosa, screaming and falling on her face in the road, was taken 
under the armpits by two guards and helped briskly to her jacal, now 
sadly run down. She was received with professional importance by Lupe, 
who helped the baby to be born at once. 

Limping with foot soreness, a layer of dust concealing his fine new 
clothes got mysteriously from somewhere, Juan appeared before the cap- 
tain at the barracks. The captain recognized him as head digger for his 
good friend Givens, and dispatched a note to Givens saying: “I am hold- 
ing the person of Juan Villegas awaiting your further disposition.” 

When Givens showed up Juan was delivered to him with the urgent 
request that nothing be made public about so humane and sensible an 
operation on the part of military authority. 

Juan walked out of the rather stifling atmosphere of the drumhead 
court, a definite air of swagger about him. His hat, of unreasonable di- 
mensions and embroidered with silver thread, hung over one eyebrow, 
secured at the back by a cord of silver dripping with bright blue tassels. 

His shirt was of a checkerboard pattern in green and black, his white 
cotton trousers were bound by a belt of yellow leather tooled in red. His 
feet were bare, full of stone bruises, and sadly ragged as to toenails. He 
removed his cigarette from the corner of his full-lipped wide mouth. 

He removed the splendid hat. His black dusty hair, pressed moistly to 
his forehead, sprang up suddenly in a cloudly thatch on his crown. He 
bowed to the officer, who appeared to be gazing at a vacuum. He swung 
his arm wide in a free circle upsoaring towards the prison window, 
where forlorn heads poked over the window sill, hot eyes following after 
the lucky departing one. Two or three of the heads nodded, and a hali 
dozen hands were flipped at him in an effort to imitate his own casual 
and heady manner. 

Juan kept up this insufferable pantomime until they rounded the first 

j 
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clump of fig-cactus. Then he seized Givens’ hand and burst into oratory. 
“Blessed be the day your servant Juan Villegas first came under your 
eyes. From this day my life is yours without condition, ten thousand 
thanks with all my heart!” 

“For God’s sake stop playing the fool,” said Givens irritably. “Some 
day Fm going to be five minutes too late ” 

“Well, it is nothing much to be shot, my chief — certainly you know I 
was not afraid — but to be shot in a drove of deserters, against a cold wall, 
]usL in the moment of my home-coming, by order of that . . 

Glittering epithets tumbled over one another like explosions of a 
rocket. All the scandalous analogies from the animal and vegetable 
worlds were applied in a vivid, unique and personal way to the life, 
loves, and family history of the officer who had just set him free. When 
he had quite cursed himself dry, and his nerves were soothed, he added : 
“With your permission, my chief!” 

“What will Maria Concepcion say to all this?” asked Givens. “You 
arc very informal, Juan, for a man who was married in the church.” 

Juan put on his hat. 

“Oh, Maria Concepcion! That’s nothing. Look, my chief, to be mar- 
ried in the church is a great misfortune for a man. After that he is not 
himself any more. How can that woman complain when I do not drink 
even at fiestas enough to be really drunk? I do not beat her; never, never. 
We were always at peace. I say to her, Come here, and she comes straight, 
1 say, Go there, and she goes quickly. Yet sorxictimes I looked at her and 
thought, Now I am married to that woman in the church, and I felt a 
sinking inside, as if something were lying heavy on my stomach. With 
Maria Rosa it is all different. She is not silent; she talks. When she talks 
too much, I slap her and say, Silence, thou simpleton! and she weeps. 
She is just a girl with whom I do as I please. You know how she used to 
keep those clean little bees in their hives ? She is like their honey to me. 
I swear it. I would not harm Maria Concepcion because I am married to 
her in the church; but also, my chief, I will not leave Maria Rosa, be- 
cause she pleases me more than any other woman.” 

“Let me tell you, Juan, things haven’t been going as well as you think. 
You be careful. Some day Maria Concepcion will just take your head off 
with that carving knife of hers. You keep that in mind.” 

Juan’s expression was the proper blend of masculine triumph and 
sentimental melancholy. It was pleasant to see himself in the role of hero 
to two such desirable women. He had just escaped from the threat of a 
disagreeable end. His clothes were new and handsome, and they had 
cost him just nothing. Maria Rosa had collected them for him here and 
there after battles. He was walking in the early sunshine, smelling the 
good smells of ripening cactus-figs, peaches, and melons, of pungent 



KATHERINE ANNE PORTER 


1032 

berries dangling from the pepper-trees, and the smoke of his cigarette 
under his nose. He was on his way to civilian life with his patient chief. 
His situation was ineffably perfect, and he swallowed it whole. 

“My chief,” he addressed Givens handsomely, as one man of the world 
to another, “women are good things, but not at this moment. With your 
permission, I will now go to the village and eat. My God, how I shall eat! 
Tomorrow morning very early I will come to the buried city and work 
like seven men. Let us forget Maria Concepcion and Maria Rosa. Each 
one in her place. I will manage them when the times comes.” 

News of Juan s adventure soon got abroad, and Juan found many 
friends about him during the morning. They frankly commended his 
way of leaving the army. It was in itself the act of a hero. The new hero 
ate a great deal and drank somewhat, the occasion being better than a 
feast-day. It was almost noon before he returned to visit Maria Rosa. 

He found her sitting on a clean straw mat, rubbing fat on her three- 
hour-old son. Before this felicitous vision Juan’s emotions so twisted him 
that he returned to the village and invited every man in the “Death and 
Resurrection” pulque shop to drink with him. 

Having thus taken leave of his balance, he started back to Maria Rosa, 
and found himself unaccountably in his own house, attempting to beat 
Maria Concepcion by way of reestablishing himself in his legal house- 
hold. 

Maria Concepcion, knowing all the events of that unhappy day, was 
not in a yielding mood, and refused to be beaten. She did not scream nor 
implore; she stood her ground and resisted; she even struck at him. Juan, 
amazed, hardly knowing what he did, stepped back and gazed at her 
inquiringly through a leisurely whirling film which seemed to have 
lodged behind his eyes. Certainly he had not even thought of touching 
her. Oh, well, no harm done. He gave up, turned away, half-asleep on 
his feet. He dropped amiably in a shadowed corner and began to snore. 

Maria Concepcion, seeing that he was quiet, began to bind the legs of 
her fowls. It was market-day and she was late. She fumbled and tangled 
tHc bits of cord in her haste, and set off across the plowed fields instead 
of taking the accustomed road. She ran with a crazy panic in her head, 
her stumbling legs. Now and then she would stop and look about her, 
trying to place herself, then go on a few steps, until she realized that she 
was not going towards the market. 

At once she came to her senses completely, recognized the thing that 
troubled her so terribly, was certain of what she wanted. She sat down 
quietly under a sheltering thorny bush and gave herself over to her long 
devouring sorrow. The thing which had for so long squeezed her whole 
body into a tight dumb knot of suffering suddenly broke with shocking 
violence. She jerked with the involuntary recoil of one who receives a 
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blow, and the sweat poured from her skin as if the wounds of her whole 
life were shedding their salt ichor. Drawing her rebozo over her head, 
she bowed her forehead on her updrawn knees, and sat there in deadly 
silence and immobility. From time to time she lifted her head where the 
sweat formed steadily and poured down her face, drenching the front of 
her chemise, and her mouth had the shape of crying, but there were no 
tears and no sound. All her being was a dark confused memory of grief 
burning in her at night, of deadly baffled anger eating at her by day, until 
her very tongue tasted bitter, and her feet were as heavy as if she were 
mired in the muddy roads during the time of rains. 

After a great while she stood up and threw the rebozo off her face, and 
set out walking again. 

Juan awakened slowly, with long yawns and grumblings, alternated 
with short relapses into sleep full of visions and clamors. A blur of orange 
light seared his eyeballs when he tried to unseal his lids. There came from 
somewhere a low voice weeping without tears, saying meaningless 
[)hrases over and over. He began to listen. He tugged at the leash of his 
stupor, he strained to grasp those words which terrified him even though 
he could not quite hear them. Then he came awake with frightening 
suddenness, sitting up and staring at the long sharpened streak of light 
piercing the corn-husk walls from the level disappearing sun. 

Mar* a Concepcion stood in the doorway, looming colossally tall to his 
betrayed eyes. She was talking quickly, and calling his name. Then he 
saw her clearly. 

“God’s name!” said Juan, frozen to the marrow, “here I am facing my 
death!” for the long knife she wore habitually at her belt was in her hand. 
But instead, she threw it away, clear from her, and got down on her 
knees, crawling toward him as he had seen her crawl many times toward 
the shrine at Guadalupe Villa. He watched her approach with such hor- 
ror that che hair of his head seemed to be lifting itself away from him. 
Falling forward upon her face, she huddled over him, lips moving in a 
ghostly whisper. Her words became clear, and Juan understood them all. 

For a second he could not move nor speak. Then he took her head be- 
tween both his hands, and supported her in this way, saying swiftly, 
anxiously reassuring, almost in a babble: 

“Oh, thou poor creature! Oh, madwoman! Oh, my Marfa Concepcion, 

unfortunate! Listen Don’t be afraid. Listen to me! I will hide thee 

away, I thy own man will protect thee! Quiet! Not a sound!” 

Trying to collect himself, he held her and cursed under his breath for 
a few moments in the gathering darkness. Marfa Concepcion bent over, 
face almost on the ground, her feet folded under her, as if she would hide 
behind him. For the first time in his life Juan was aware of danger. This 
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Even the restless light could not give a look of life to that fixed coun- 
tenance. She was dead. Maria Concepcion felt her muscles give way 
softly; her heart began beating steadily without effort. She knew no more 
rancor against that pitiable thing, lying indifferently in its blue cofSn 
under the fine silk rebozo. The mouth drooped sharply at the corners in 
a grimace of weeping arrested half-way. The brows were distressed; the 
dead flesh could not cast off the shape of its last terror. It was all finished. 
Maria Rosa had eaten too much honey and had had too much love. Now 
she must sit in hell, crying over her sins and her hard death forever and 
ever. 

Old Lupe’s cackling voice arose. She had spent the morning helping 
Maria Rosa, and it had been hard work. The child had spat blood the 
moment it was born, a bad sign. She thought then that bad luck would 
come to the house. Well, about sunset she was in the yard at the back of 
the house grinding tomatoes and peppers. She had left mother and babe 
asleep. She heard a strange noise in the house, a choking and smothered 
calling, like someone wailing in sleep. Well, such a thing is only natural. 
But there followed a light, quick, thudding sound — 

“Like the blows of a fist interrupted an officer. 

“No, not at all like such a thing.” 

“How do you know?” 

“I am well acquainted with that sound, friends,” retorted Lupe. “This 
was something else.” 

She was at a loss to describe it exactly. A moment later, there came the 
sound of pebbles rolling and slipping under feet; then she knew someone 
had been there and was running away. 

“Why did you wait so long before going to see?” 

“I am old and hard in the joints,” said Lupe. “I cannot run after people. 
I walked as fast as I could to the cactus hedge, for it is only by this way 
that anyone can enter. There was no one in the road, sir, no one. Three 
cows, and a dog driving them; nothing else. When I got to Maria Rosa, 
sj>c was lying all tangled up, and from her neck to her middle she was 
full of knife-holes. It was a sight to move the Blessed Image Himself! 
Her eyes were — ” 

“Never mind. Who came oftenest to her house before she went away.^ 
Did you know her enemies?” 

Lupe’s face congealed, closed. Her spongy skin drew into a network of 
secretive wrinkles. She turned withdrawn and expressionless eyes upon 
the gendarmes. 

“I am an old woman. I do not see well. I cannot hurry on my feet. I 
know no enemy of Maria Rosa. I did not see anyone leave the clearing. 

“You did not hear splashing in the spring near the bridge?” 

“No, sir.” 
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“Why, then, do our dogs follow a scent there and lose it?” 

“God only knows, my friend. I am an old wo—” 

“Yes. How did the footfalls sound?” 

“Like the tread of an evil spirit!” Lupe broke forth in a swelling 
oracular tone that startled them. The Indians stirred uneasily, glanced 
at the dead, then at Lupe. They half expected her to produce the evil 
spirit among them at once. 

The gendarme began to lose his temper. 

“No, poor unfortunate;.! mean, were they heavy or light? The foot- 
steps of a man or of a woman? Was the person shod or barefoot?” 

A glance at the listening circle assured Lupe of their thrilled attention. 
She enjoyed the dangerous importance of her situation. She could have 
ruined that Maria Concepcion with a word, but it was even sweeter to 
make fools of these gendarmes who went about spying on honest people. 
She raised her voice again. What she had not seen she could not describe, 
thank God! No one could harm her because her knees were stiff and she 
could not run even to seize a murderer. As for knowing the difference 
between footfalls, shod or bare, man or woman, nay, between devil and 
human, who ever heard of such madness ? 

“My eyes are not ears, gentlemen,” she ended grandly, “but upon my 
heart 1 swear those footsteps fell as the tread of the spirit of evil!” 

“Imbecile!” yapped the leader in a shrill voice. “Take her away, one of 
you! Now, Juan Villegas, tell me — ” 

Juan told his story patiently, several times over. He had returned to 
his wife that day. She had gone to market as usual. He had helped her 
prepare her fowls. She had returned about mid-afternoon, they had 
talked, she had cooked, they had eaten, nothing was amiss. Then the 
gendarmes came with the news about Maria Rosa. That was all. Yes, 
Maria Rosa had run away with him, but there had been no bad blood 
between him and his wife on this account, nor between his wife and 
Maria Rosa. Everybody knew that his wife was a quiet woman. 

Maria Concepcion heard her own voice answering without a break. 
It was true at first she was troubled when her husband went away, but 
after that she had not worried about him. It was the way of men, she 
believed. She was a church-married woman and knew her place. Well, 
he had come home at last. She had gone to market, but had come back 
early, because now she had her man to cook for. That was all. 

Other voices broke in. A toothless old man said: “She is a woman of 
good reputation among us, and Maria Rosa was not.” A smiling young 
niother, Anita, baby at breast, said: “If no one thinks so, how can you 
accuse her? It was the loss of her child and rot of her husband that 
changed her so.” Another : “Maria Rosa had a strange life, apart from us. 
How do we know who might have come from another place to do her 
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evil?” And old Solcdad spoke up boldly: “When I saw Maria Con- 
cepcion in the market today, I said, ‘Good luck to you, Maria Concepcion, 
this is a happy day for you!’ ” and she gave Maria Concepcion a long easy 
stare, and the smile of a born wise-woman. 

Maria Concepcion suddenly felt herself guarded, surrounded, up- 
borne by her faithful friends. They were around her, speaking for her, 
defending her, the forces of life were ranged invincibly with her against 
the beaten dead. Maria Rosa had thrown away her share of strength in 
them, she lay forfeited among them. Maria Concepcion looked from one 
to the other of the circling, intent faces. Their eyes gave back reassurance, 
understanding, a secret and mighty sympathy. 

The gendarmes were at a loss. They, too, felt that sheltering wall cast 
impenetrably around her. They were certain she had done it, and yet 
they could not accuse her. Nobody could be accused; there was not a 
shred of true evidence. They shrugged their shoulders and snapped theii 
fingers and shuffled their feet. Well, then, good night to everybody. Many 
pardons for having intruded. Good health I 

A small bundle lying against the wall at the head of the coffin squirmed 
like an eel. A wail, a mere sliver of sound, issued. Maria Concepcion look 
the son of Maria Rosa in her arms. 

“He is mine,” she said clearly, “I will take him with me.” 

No one assented in words, but an approving nod, a bare breath of com- 
plete agreement, stirred among them as they made way for her. 

Maria Concepcion, carrying the child, followed Juan from the clearing. 
The hut was left with its lighted candles and a crowd of old women who 
would sit up all night, drinking coffee and smoking and telling ghost 
stories. 

Juan’s exaltation had burned out. There was not an ember of excite- 
ment left in him. He was tired. The perilous adventure was over. Maria 
Rosa had vanished, to come no more forever. Their days of marching, of 
eating, of quarreling and making love between battles, were all over. 
Tomorrow he would go back to dull and endless labor, he must descend 
into the trenches of the buried city as Maria Rosa must go into her grave. 
He felt his veins fill up with bitterness, with black unendurable melan- 
choly. Oh, Jesus! what bad luck overtakes a manl 

Well, there was no way out of it now. For the moment he craved only 
to sleep. He was so drowsy he could scarcely guide his feet. The occasional 
light touch of the woman at his elbow was as unreal, as ghostly as the 
brushing of a leaf against his face. He did not know why he had fought 
to save her, and now he forgot her. There was nothing in him except a 
^ast blind Wt like a covered wound. 

He entered the jacal, and without waiting to light a candle, threw off 
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his clothing, sitting just within the door. He moved with lagging, half- 
awake hands, to strip his body of its heavy finery. With a long groaning 
sigh of relief he fell straight back on the floor, almost instantly asleep, his 
arms flung up and outward. 

Maria Concepcion, a small clay jar in her hand, approached the gentle 
little mother goat tethered to a sapling, which gave and yielded as she 
pulled at the rope’s end after the farthest reaches of grass about her. The 
kid, tied up a few feet away, rose bleating, its feathery fleece shivering in 
the fresh wind. Sitting on her heels, holding his tether, she allowed him 
to suckle a few moments. Afterward— all her movements very deliberate 
and even— she drew a supply of milk for the child. 

She sat against the wall of her house, near the doorway. The child, fed 
and asleep, was cradled in the hollow of her crossed legs. The silence 
overfilled the world, the skies flowed down evenly to the rim of the 
valley, the stealthy moon crept slantwise to the shelter of the mountains. 
She felt soft and warm all over; she dreamed that the newly born child 
was her own, and she was resting deliciously. 

Maria Concepcion could hear juan’s breathing. The sound vapored 
from the low doorway, calmly; the house seemed to be resting after a 
burdensome day. She breathed, too, very slowly and quietly, each in- 
spiration saturating her with repose. The child’s light, faint breath was 
a mere shadowy moth of sound in the silver air. The night, the earth 
under her, seemed to swell and recede together with a limitless, un- 
hurried, benign breathing. She drooped and closed her eyes, feeling the 
slow rise and fall within her own body. She did not know what it was, 
but it eased her all through. Even as she was falling asleep, head bowed 
over the child, she was still aware of a strange, wakeful happiness. 
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The Secret Life of Walter Mitty 

BY JAMES THURBER 

w.. going through!" 

The Commander’s voice was like thin ice breaking. He wore his full- 
dress uniform, with the heavily braided white cap pulled down rakishly 
over one cold gray eye. *‘We can’t make it, sir. It’s spoiling for a hurri- 
cane, if you ask me.” “I’m not asking you. Lieutenant Berg,” said the 
Commander. “Throw on the power light I Rev her up to 8,500! We’re 
going through!” The pounding of the cylinders increased: ta-pocketa- 
Y^oc\it\.2i-^ock&i2i-poc}{eta-poc\eta. The Commander stared at the ice 
forming on the pilot window. He walked over and twisted a row of 
complicated dials. “Switch on No. 8 auxiliary!” he shouted. “Switch on 
No. 8 auxiliary!” repeated Lieutenant Berg. “Full strength in No. 3 
turret!” shouted the Commander. “Full strength in No. 3 turret!” The 
crew, bending to their various tasks in the huge, hurtling eight-engined 
Navy hydroplane, looked at each other and grinned. “The Old Man’ll 
get us through,” they said to one another. “The Old Man ain’t afraid of 
Hell!”^ . . 

“Not so fast! You’re driving too fast!” said Mrs. Mitty. “What are 
you driving so fast for.?” 

“Hmm?” said Walter Mitty. He looked at his wife, in the seat beside 
him, with shocked astonishment. She seemed grossly unfamiliar, like 
a strange woman who had yelled at him in a crowd. “You were up U) 
fifty-five,” she said. “You know I don’t like to go more than forty. You 
were up to fifty-five.” Walter Mitty drove on toward Waterbury in 
silence, the roaring of the SN202 through the worst storm in twenty 
years of Navy flying fading in the remote, intimate airways of his mind. 
“You’re tensed up again,” said Mrs. Mitty. “It’s one of your days. I wish 
you’d let Dr. Renshaw look you over.” 
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Walter Mitty stopped the car in front of the building where his wife 
went to have her hair done. “Remember to get those overshoes while Fm 
having my hair done,” she said. “1 don’t need overshoes,” said Mitty. 
She put her mirror back into her bag. “We’ve been all through that,” she 
said, getting out of the car. “You’re not a young man any longer.” He 
raced the engine a little. “Why don’t you wear your gloves? Have you 
lost your gloves?” Walter Mitty reached in a pocket and brought out the 
gloves. He put them on, but after she had turned and gone into the build- 
ing and he had driven on to a red light, he took them off again. “Pick it 
up, brother!” snapped a cop as the light changed, and Mitty hastily pulled 
on his gloves and lurched ahead. He drove around the streets aimlessly 
for a time, and then he drove past the hospital on his way to the parking 
lot. 

. . . “It’s the millionaire banker, Wellington McMillan,” said the pretty 
nurse. “Yes?” said Walter Mitty, removing his gloves slowly. “Who has 
the case?” “Dr. Renshaw and Dr. Benbow, but there are two specialists 
here, Dr. Remington from New York and Mr. Pritchard-Mitford from 
London. He flew over.” A door opened down a long, cool corridor and 
Dr. Rcnshaw came out. He looked distraught and haggard. “Hello, 
Mitty,” he said. “We’re having the devil’s own time with McMillan, the 
millionaire banker and close personal friend of Roosevelt. Obstreosis of 
the ductal tract. Tertiary. Wish you’d take a look at him.” “Glad to,” said 
Mitty. 

In the operating room there were whispered mtroductions: “Dr. Rem- 
ington, Dr. Mitty. Mr. Pritchard-Mitford, Dr. Mitty.” “I’ve read your 
book on streptothricosis,” said Pritchard-Mitford, shaking hands. “A 
brilliant performance, sir.” “Thank you,” said Walter Mitty. “Didn’t 
know you were in the States, Mitty,” grumbled Remington. “Coals to 
Newcastle, bringing Mitford and me up here for a tertiary.” “You are 
very kind,” said Mitty. A huge, complicated machine, connected to the 
operating table, with many tubes and wires, began at this moment to go 
pocketa-pocketa-pocketa. “The new anesthetizer is giving way!” shouted 
an interne. “There is no one in the East who knows how to fix it!” “Quiet, 
man!” said Mitty, in a low, cool voice. He sprang to the machine, which 
was now going pocketa-pocketa-queep-pocketa-queep. He began finger- 
ing delicately a row of glistening dials. “Give me a fountain pen!” he 
snapped. Someone handed him a fountain pen. He pulled a faulty piston 
out of the machine and inserted the pen in its place. “That will hold for 
ten minutes,” he said. “Get on with the operation.” A nurse hurried over 
and whispered to Renshaw, and Mitty saw the man turn pale. “Coreopsis 
has set in,” said Renshaw nervously. “If you would take over, Mitty?” 
Mitty looked at him and at the craven figure of Benbow, who drank, and 
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at the grave, uncertain faces of the two great specialists. “If you wish,’* 
he said. They slipped a white gown on him; he adjusted a mask and 
drew on thin gloves; nurses handed him shining . . . 

“Back it up, Mac! Look out for that Buick!” Walter Mitty jammed 
on the brakes. “Wrong lane, Mac,” said the parking-lot attendant, look- 
ing at Mitty closely. “Gee. Yeh,” muttered Mitty. He began cautiously 
to back out of the lane marked “Exit Only.” “Leave her sit there,” said 
the attendant. “I’ll put her away.” Mitty got out of the car. “Hey, better 
leave the key.” “Oh,’’ said Mitty, handing the man the ignition key. The 
attendant vaulted into the car, backed it up with insolent skill, and put it 
where it belonged. 

They’re so damn cocky, thought Walter Mitty, walking along Main 
Street; they think they know everything. Once he had tried to take his 
chains off, outside New Milford, and he had got them wound around the 
axles. A man had had to come out in a wrecking car and unwind them, 
a young, grinning garageman. Since then Mrs. Mitty always made him 
drive to a garage to have the chains taken off. The next time, he thought. 
I’ll wear my right arm in a sling; they won’t grin at me then. I’ll have my 
right arm in a sling and they’ll see I couldn’t possibly take the chains off 
myself. He kicked at the slush on the sidewalk. “Overshoes,” he said to 
himself, and he began looking for a shoe store. 

When he came out into the street again, with the overshoes in a box 
under his arm, Walter Mitty began to wonder what the other thing was 
his wife had told him to get. She had told him twice, before they set out 
from their house for Waterbury. In a way he hated these weekly trips to 
town — he was always getting something wrong. Kleenex, he thought, 
Squibb’s, razor blades? No. Toothpaste, toothbrush, bicarbonate, car- 
borundum, initiative and referendum? He gave it up. But she would re- 
member it. “Where’s the what’s-its-name?” she would ask. “Don’t tell 
me you forgot the what’s-its-name.” A newsboy went by shouting some- 
thing about the Waterbury trial. 

.«*. “Perhaps this will refresh your memory.” The District Attorney 
suddenly thrust a heavy automatic at the quiet figure on the witness 
stand. “Have you ever seen this before?” Walter Mitty took the gun and 
examined it expertly. “This is my Webley-Vickers 50.80,” he said calmly. 
An excited buzz ran around the courtroom. The judge rapped for order. 
“You arc a crack shot with any sort of firearms, I believe?” said the Dis- 
trict Attorney, insinuatingly. “Objection!” shouted Mitty’s attorney. 
“We have shown that the defendant could not have fired the shot. We 
have shown that he wore his right arm in a sling on the night of the 
fourteenth of July.” Walter Mitty raised his hand briefly and the bicker- 
ing attorneys were stilled. “With any known make of gun,” he said 
evenly, “I could have killed Gregory Fitzhurst at three hundred feet with 
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my Icjt hand!* Pandemonium broke loose in the courtroom. A woman’s 
scream rose above the bedlam and suddenly a lovely, dark>haired girl 
was in Walter Mitty’s arms. The District Attorney struck at her savagely. 
Without rising from his chair, Mitty let the man have it on the point of 
the chin. “You miserable cur!” . . . 

“Puppy biscuit,” said Walter Mitty. He stopped walking and the 
buildings of Waterbury rose up out of the misty courtroom and sur- 
rounded him again. A woman who was passing laughed. “He said 
Tuppy biscuit,’ ” she said to her companion. “That man said ‘Puppy 
biscuit’ to himself.” Walter Mitty hurried on. He went into an A. & P., 
not the first one he came to but a smaller one farther up the street. “I want 
some biscuit for small, young dogs,” he said to the clerk. “Any special 
brand, sir?” The greatest pistol shot in the world thought a moment. “It 
says ‘Puppies Bark for It’ on the box,” said Walter Mitty. 

His wife would be through at the hairdresser’s in fifteen minutes, 
Mitty saw in looking at his watch, unless they had trouble drying it; 
sometimes they had trouble drying it. She didn’t like to get to the hotel 
first; she would want him to be there waiting for her as usual. He found 
a big leather chair in the lobby, facing a window, and he put the over- 
shoes and the puppy biscuit on the floor beside it. He picked up an old 
copy of Liberty and sank down into the chair. “Can Germany Conquer 
the World Through the Air?” Walter Mitty looked at the pictures of 
bombing planes and of ruined streets. 

. . . “The cannonading has got the wind up in young Raleigh, sir,” 
said the sergeant. Captain Mitty looked up at him through tousled hair. 
“Get him to bed,” he said wearily. “With the others. I’ll fly alone.” “But 
you can’t, sir,” said the sergeant anxiously. “It takes two men to handle 
that bomber and the Archies are pounding hell out of the air. Von Richt- 
man’s circus is between here and Saulier.” “Somebody’s got to get that 
ammunition dump,” said Mitty. “I’m going over. Spot of brandy?” He 
poured a drink for the sergeant and one for himself. War thundered and 
whined around the dugout and battered at the door. There was a rending 
of wood and splinters flew through the room. “A bit of a near thing,” 
said Captain Mitty carelessly. “The box barrage is closing in,” said the 
sergeant. “We only live once, Sergeant,” said Mitty, with his faint, fleet- 
ing smile. “Or do we?” He poured another brandy and tossed it off. “I 
never see a man could hold his brandy like you, sir,” said the sergeant. 
“Begging your pardon, sir.” Captain Mitty stood up and strapped on his 
huge Webley-Vickers automatic. “It’s forty kilometers through hell, sir,” 
said the sergeant. Mitty finished one last brandy. “After all,” he said 
softly, “what isn’t?” The pounding of the cannon increased; there was 
the rat-tat-tatting of machine guns, and from somewhere came the men- 
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acing pockcta-pocketa-pocketa of the new flame-throwers. Walter Mitty 
walked to the door of the dugout humming “Aupres de Ma Blonde.” He 
turned and waved to the sergeant. “Cheerio!” he said. . . . 

Something struck his shoulder. “Fve been looking all over this hotel 
for you,” said Mrs. Mitty. “Why do you have to hide in this old chair? 
How did you expect me to find you?” “Things close in,” said Walter 
Mitty vaguely. “What?” Mrs. Mitty said. “Did you get the what’s-its- 
name ? The puppy biscuit ? What’s in that box ? ” “Overshoes,” said Mitty. 
“Couldn’t you have put them on in the store?” “I was thinking,” said 
Walter Mitty. “Does it ever occur to you that 1 am sometimes thinking?” 
She looked at him. “I’m going to take your temperature when I get you 
home,” she said. 

They went out through the revolving doors that made a faintly de- 
risive whistling sound when you pushed them. It was two blocks to the 
parking lot. At the drugstore on the corner she said, “Wait here for me. 
I forgot something. I won’t be a minute.” She was more than a minute. 
Walter Mitty lighted a cigarette. It began to rain, rain with sleet in it. 

He stood up against the wall of the drugstore, smoking He put his 

shoulders back and his heels together. “To hell with the handkerchief,” 
said Walter Mitty scornfully. He took one last drag on his cigarette and 
snapped it away. Then, with that faint, fleeting smile playing about his 
lips, he faced the firing squad; erect and motionless, proud and disdain- 
ful, Walter Mitty the Undefeated, inscrutable to the last. 
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The Rich Boy 

BY F. SCOTT FITZGERALD 


R 

JL/eGIN with an individual, and 
before you know it you find that you have created a type; begin with 
a type, and you find that you have created — nothing. That is because 
wc are all queer fish, queerer behind our faces and voices than we 
want any one to know or than we know ourselves. When I hear a man 
proclaiming himself an “average, honest, open fellow,” I feel pretty 
sure that he has some definite and perhaps terrible abnormality which 
he has agreed to conceal — and his protestation of being average and 
honest and open is his way of reminding himself of his misprision. 

There are no types, no plurals. There is a rich boy, and this is his 
and not his brothers* story. All my life I have lived among his brothers 
but this one has been my friend. Besides, if I wrote about his brothers 
I should have to begin by attacking all the lies that the poor have to d 
about the rich and the rich have told about themselves— such a wild 
structure they have erected that when we pick up a book about the 
rich, some instinct prepares us for unreality. Even the intelligent and 
impassioned reporters of life have made the country of the rich as unreal 

as fairy-land. - 

Let me tell you about the very rich. They are different from you 
and me. They possess and enjoy early, and it docs something to them, 
makes them soft where we are hard, and cynical where we are trustful, 
in a way that, unless you were born rich, it is very difficult to under- 
stand. They think, deep in their hearts, that they are better than we 
are because we had to discover the compensations and refuges iff^ 
for ourselves. Even when they enter deep into our world or sink below 
us, they still think that they are better than we are. They are different. 
The only way I can describe young Anson Hunter is to approach him 
as if he were a foreigner and cling stubbornly to my point of view. If 
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structure they have erected that when we pick up a book about the 
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as fairy-land. 

Let me tell you about the very rich. They are different from you 
and me. They possess and enjoy early, and it does something to them, 
makes them soft where we are hard, and cynical where we are trustful, 
in a way that, unless you were born rich, it is very difficult to under- 
stand. They think, deep in their hearts, that they are better than wc 
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us, they still think that they are better than we are. They are different. 
The only way I can describe young Anson Hunter is to approach him 
as if he were a foreigner and cling stubbornly to my point of view. If 

1045; 



F. SCOTT FITZGERALD 


1046 

I accept his for a moment 1 am lost — I have nothing to show but a 
preposterous movie. 


II 

Anson was the eldest of six children who would some day divide i, 
fortune of fifteen million dollars, and he reached the age of reason— is 1 
seven? — at the beginning of the century when daring young women 
were already gliding along Fifth Avenue in electric “mobiles.” In those 
days he and his brother had an English governess who spoke the Lm- 
guage very clearly and crisply and well, so that the two boys grew 
speak as she did — their words and sentences were all crisp and clear and 
not run together as ours are. They didn’t talk exactly like Enghsli 
children but acquired an accent that is peculiar to fashionable people 
in the city of New York. 

In the summer the six children were moved from the house on 71SI 
Street to a big estate in Northern Connecticut. It was not a fashionable 
locality — Anson’s father wanted to delay as long as possible his chil- 
dren’s knowledge of that side of life. He was a man somewhat superior 
to his class, which composed New York society, and to his period, which 
was the snobbish and formalized vulgarity of the Gilded Age, and he 
wanted his sons to learn habits of concentration and have sound consti- 
tutions and grow up into rightdiving and successful men. He and his 
wife kept an eye on them as well as they were able until the two older 
boys went away to school, but in huge establishments this is difficult— 
it was much simpler in the series of small and medium sized houses in 
which my own youth was spent — I was never far out of the reach of my 
mother’s voice, of the sense of her presence, her approval or disap- 
proval. 

Anson’s first sense of his superiority came to him when he realized 
the half-grudging American deference that was paid to him in the 
Connecticut village. The parents of the boys he played with always 
inc|jUircd after his father and mother, and were vaguely excited when 
their own children were asked to the Hunters’ house. He accepted this 
as the natural state of things, and a sort of impatience with all groups 
of which he was not the center — in money, in position, in authority- 
remained with him for the rest of his life. He disdained to struggle 
with other boys for precedence— he expected it to be given him freely, 
and when it wasn’t he withdrew into his family. His family was suffi- 
cient, for in the East money is still a somewhat feudal thing, a clan- 
forming thing. In the snobbish West, money separates families to form 
“sets.” 

At eighteen, when he went to New Haven, Anson was tall and thick- 
set* with a clear complexion and a healthy color from the ordered life 
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he had led in school. His hair was yellow and grew in a funny way 
on his head, his nose was beaked — these two things kept him from 
being handsome — but he had a confident charm and a certain brusque 
style, and the upper-class men who passed him on the street knew with- 
out being told that he was a rich boy and had gone to one of the best 
schools. Nevertheless, his very superiority kept him from being a suc- 
cess in college — the independence was mistaken for egotism, and the 
refusal to accept Yale standards with the proper awe seemed to belittle 
all those who had. So, long before he graduated, he began to shift the 
center of his life to New York. 

He was at home in New York — there was his own house with “the 
kind of servants you can’t get any more” — ^and his own family, of 
which, because of his good humor and a certain ability to make things 
go, he was rapidly becoming the center, and the debutante parties, and 
the correct manly world of the men’s clubs, and the occasional wild 
spree with the gallant girls whom New Haven only knew from the 
fifth row. His aspirations were conventional enough — they included 
even the irreproachable shadow he would some day marry, but they 
differed from the aspirations of the majority of young men in that 
there was no mist over them, none of that quality which is variously 
known as “idealism” or “illusion.” Anson accepted without reservation 
the world of high finance and high extravagance, of divorce and dis- 
sipation, of snobbery and of privilege. Most of our lives end as a com 
promise— it was as a compromise that his li^^ began. 

He and I first met in the late summer of 1917 when he was just out 
of Yale, and, like the rest of us, was swept up into the systematized 
hysteria of the v/ar. In the blue-green uniform of the naval aviation 
he came down to Pensacola, where the hotel orchestras played “I’m 
Sorry, Dear,” and we young officers danced with the girls. Everyone 
liked him, and though he ran with the drinkers and wasn’t an espe- 
cially good pilot, even the instructors treated him with a certain respect. 
He was always having long talks with them in his confident, logical 
voice— talks which ended by his getting himself, or, more frequently, 
another young officer, out of some impending trouble. He was conviv- 
ial, bawdy, robustly avid for pleasure, and wc were all surprised when 
he fell in love with a conservative and rather proper girl. 

Her name was Paula Legendre, a dark, serious beauty from some- 
where in California. Her family kept a winter residence just outside of 
town, and in spite of her primness she was enormously popular; there 
is a large class of men whose egotism can’t endure humor in a woman. 
But Anson wasn’t that sort, and I couldn’t understand the attraction 
of her “sincerity”— that was the thing to say about her— for his keen 
And somewhat sardonic mind. 
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Nevertheless, they fell in love — and on her terms. He no longer joined 
the twilight gathering at- the De Sota bar, and whenever they were seen 
together they were engaged in a long, serious dialogue, which must 
have gone on several weeks. Long afterward he told me that it was not 
about anything in particular but was composed on both sides of im- 
mature and even meaningless statements — the emotional content that 
gradually came to fill it grew up not out of the words but out of us 
enormous seriousness. It was a sort of hypnosis. Often it was interrupted, 
giving way to that emasculated humor we call fun; when they were 
alone it was resumed again, solemn, low-keyed, and pitched so as (0 
give each other a sense of unity in feeling and thought. They came to 
resent any interruptions of it, to be unresponsive to facctiousness about 
life, even to the mild cynicism of their contemporaries. They were 
only happy when the dialogue was going on, and its seriousness bathed 
them like the amber glow of an open fire. Toward the end there came 
an interruption they did not resent — it began to be interrupted by pas- 
sion. 

Oddly enough, Anson was as engrossed in the dialogue as she was arid 
as profoundly affected by it, yet at the same time aware that on his 
side much was insincere, and on hers much was merely simple. At 
first, too, he despised her emotional simplicity as well, but with his love 
her nature deepened and blossomed, and he could despise it no longer. 
He felt that if he could enter into Paula’s warm safe life he would be 
happy. The long preparation of the dialogue removed any constraint— 
he taught her some of what he had learned from more adventurcus 
women, and she responded with a rapt holy intensity. One evening 
after a dance they agreed to marry, and he wrote a long letter about her 
to his mother. The next day Paula told lirr that she was rich, that she 
had a personal fortune of nearly a million dollars. 

Ill 

It was exactly as if they could say “Neither of us has anything: we 
sh^ll be poor together*' — just as delightful that they should be rich 
instead. It gave them the same communion of adventure. Yet when 
Anson got lea'^e in April, and Paula and her mother accompanied him 
North, she was impressed with the standing of his family in New York 
and with the scale on which they lived. Alone with Anson for the first 
time In the rooms where he had played as a boy, she was filled with a 
comfortable emotion, as though she were pre-eminently safe and taken 
care of. The pictures of Anson in a skull cap at his first school, of 
Anson on horseback with the sweetheart of a mysterious forgotten sum- 
mer, of Anson in a gay group of ushers and bridesmaids at a wedding, 
made her jealous of his life apart from her in the past, and so completely 
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did his authoritative person seem to sum up and typify these possessions 
of his that she was inspired with the idea of being married immediately 
and returning to Pensacola as his wife. 

But an immediate marriage wasn’t discussed — even the engagement 
was to be secret until after the war. When she realized that only two 
days of his leave remained, her dissatisfaction crystallized in the inten- 
tion of making him as unwilling to wait as she was. They were driving 
to the country for dinner and she determined to force the issue that 
night. 

Now a cousin of Paula’s was staying with them at the Ritz, a severe, 
bitter girl who loved Paula but was somewhat jealous of her impressive 
engagement, and as Paula was late in dressing, the cousin, who wasn’t 
going to the party, received Anson in the parlor of the suite. 

Anson had met friends at five o’clock and drunk freely and indis- 
creetly w’ith them for an hour. He left the Yale Club at a proper time, 
and his mother’s chauffeur drove him to the Ritz, but his usual capacity 
was not in evidence, and the impact of the steam-heated sitting-room 
made him suddenly dizzy. He knew it, and he was both amused and 
sorry. 

Paula’s cousin was twenty-five, but she was exceptionally naive, and 
at first failed to realize what was up. She had never met Anson before, 
and she was surprised when he mumbled strange information and 
nearly fell off his chair, but until Paula appeared it didn’t occur to her 
that what she had taken for the odor of a vlry-cleaned uniform was 
really whisky. But Paula understood as soon as she appeared; her 
only thought was to get Anson away before her mother saw him, and 
at the look in her eyes the cousin understood too. 

When Paula and Anson descended to ihe limousine they found two 
men inside, both asleep; they were the men with whom he had been 
drinking at the Yale Club, and they were also going to the party. He 
had entirely forgotten their presence in the car. On the way to Hemp- 
stead they awoke and sang. vSome of the songs were rough, and though 
Paula tried to reconcile herself to the fact that Anson had few verbal 
inhibitions, her lips tightened with shame and distaste. 

Back at the hotel the cousin, confused and agitated, considered the 
incident, and then walked into Mrs. Legendre’s bedroom, saying: “Isn’t 
he funny?” 

“Who is funny?” 

“Why— -Mr. Hunter. He seemed so funny.” 

Mrs. Legendre looked at her sharply. 

“How is he funny?” 

“Why, he said he was French. I didn’t know he was French,” 
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“That’s absurd. You must have misunderstood.” She smiled: “It 
was a joke.” 

The cousin shook her head stubbornly. 

“No. He said he was brought up in France. He said he couldn't speak 
any English, and that’s why he couldn’t talk to me. And he couldn’t!” 

Mrs. Legendre looked away with impatience just as the cousi-n added 
thoughtfully, “Perhaps it was because he was so drunk,” and walked 
out of the room. 

This curious report was true. Anson, finding his voice thick and un- 
controllable, had taken the unusual refuge of announcing that he 
spoke no English. Years afterwards he used to tell that part of the 
story, and he invariably communicated the uproarious laughter which 
the memory aroused in him. 

Five times in the next hour Mrs. Legendre tried to get Hempstead 
on the phone. When she succeeded, there was a ten-minute delay before 
she heard Paula’s voice on the wire. 

“Cousin Jo told me Anson was intoxicated.” 

“Oh, no ” 

“Oh, yes. Cousin Jo says he was intoxicated. He told her he was 
French, and fell off his chair and behaved as if he was very intoxicated. 
I don’t want you to come home with him.” 

“Mother, he’s all right I Please don’t worry about ” 

“But I do worry. I think it’s dreadful. I want you to promise me nui 
to come home with him.” 

“I’ll take care of it, mother. . . .” 

“I don’t want you to come home with him.” 

“All right, mother. Good-by.” 

“Be sure now, Paula. Ask some one to bring you.” 

Deliberately Paula took the receiver from her ear and hung it up. 
Her face was flushed with helpless annoyance. Anson was stretched 
asleep out in a bedroom upstairs, while the dinner-party below was 
proceeding lamely toward conclusion. 

^he hour’s drive had sobered him somewhat— his arrival was merely 
hilarious— and Paula hoped that the evening was not spoiled, after all, 
but two imprudent cocktails before dinner completed the disaster. He 
talked boisterously and somewhat offensively to the party at large for 
fifteen minutes, and then slid silently under the table; like a man in an 
old print— but, unlike an old print, it was rather horrible without 
being at all quaint. None of the young girls present remarked upon the 
incident — it seemed to merit only silence. His uncle and two other men 
carried him up-stairs, and it was just after this that Paula was called 
to the phone. 

An hour later Anson awoke in a fog of nervous agony, through 
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which he perceived after a moment the ligure oi* his uncle Robed 
standing by the door. 

"... I said are you better?” 

“What?” 

“Do you feel better, old man?” 

“Terrible,” said Anson. 

“Fm going to try you on another bromo-seltzcr. If you can hold k 
down, it’ll do you good to sleep.” 

With an effort Anson slid his legs from the bed and stood up. 

“I’m all right,” he said dully. 

“Take it easy.” 

“I thin’ if you gave me a glassbrandy I could go down-stairs.” 

“Oh, no ” 

“Yes, that’s the only thin*. I’m all right now. ... I suppose I’m in 
Dutch dow’ there.” 

“They know you’re a little under the weather,” said his uncle dep- 
recatingly. “But don’t worry about it. Schuyler didn’t even get here. 
He passed away in the locker-room over at the Links.” 

Indifferent to any opinion, except Paula’s, Anson was nevertheless 
determined to save the debris of the evening, but when after a cold bath 
he made his appearance most of the party had already left. Paula got up 
immediately to go home. 

In the limousine the old serious dialogue began. She had known that 
he drank, she admitted, but she had never exp».cted anything like this 
—If seemed to her that perhaps they were not suited to each other, after 
all. Their ideas about life were too different, and so forth. When she 
hnished speaking, Anson spoke in turn, very soberly. Then Paula said 
she’d have to think it over; she wouldn’t decide tonight; she was not 
angry but she was terribly sorry. Nor would she let him come into the 
hotel with her, but just before she got out of the car she leaned and 
kissed him unhappily on the cheek. 

The next afternoon Anson had a long talk with Mrs. Legendre while 
Paula sat listening in silence. It was agreed that Paula was to brood over 
the incident for a proper period and then, if mother and daughter 
thought it best, they would follow Anson to Pensacola. On his part he 
apologized with sincerity and dignity— that was all; with every card in 
her hand Mrs. Legendre was unable to establish any advantage over 
him. He made no promises, showed no humility, only delivered a few 
serious comments on life which brought him off with rather a moral 
superiority at the end. When they came South three weeks later, neither 
Anson in his satisfaction nor Paula in her relief at the reunion realized 
Aat the psychological moment had passed forever. 
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He dominated and attracted her, and at the same time filled her with 
anxiety. Confused by his mixture of solidity and self-indulgence, of 
sentiment and cynicism — incongruities which her gentle mind was 
unable to resolve — Paula grew to think of him as two alternaiing per- 
sonalities. When she saw him alone, or at a formal party, or with his 
casual inferiors, she felt a tremendous pride in his strong, attractive 
presence, the paternal, understanding stature of his mind. In othei 
company she became uneasy when what had been a fine impervjousnesj 
to mere gentility showed its other face. The other face was gross, hu- 
morous, reckless of everything but pleasure. It startled her mind tem- 
porarily away from him, even led her into a short covert experiment 
with an old beau, but it was no use — after four montlis of Anson’s 
enveloping vitality there was an anaemic pallor in all other men. 

In July he was ordered abroad, and their tenderness and desire reached 
a crescendo. Paula considered a last-minute marriage — decided against 
it only because there were always cocktails on his breath now, but the 
parting itself made her physically ill with grief. After his departure 
she wrote him long letters of regret for the days of love they had 
missed by waiting. In August Anson’s plane slipped down into the 
North Sea. He was pulled onto a destroyer after a night in the water 
and sent to hospital with pneumonia; the armistice was signed before 
he was finally sent home. 

Then, with every opportunity given back to them, with no material 
obstacle to overcome, the secret weavings of their temperaments came 
between them, drying up their kisses and their tears, making their 
voices less loud to one another, muffling the intimate chatter of their 
hearts until the old communication was only possible by letters, from 
far away. One afternoon a society reporter waited for two hours in the 
Hunters’ house for a confirmation of their engagement. Anson denied 
it; nevertheless an early issue carried the report as a leading paragraph 
-pthey were “constantly seen together at Southampton, Hot Springs, 
and Tuxedo Park.” But the serious dialogue had turned a corner into 
a long-sustained quarrel, and the affair was almost played out. Anson 
got drunk flagrantly and missed an engagement with her, whereupon 
Paula made certain behavioristic demands. His despair was helpless 
before his pride and his knowledge of himself: the engagement was 
definitely broken. 

“Dearest,” said their letters now, “Dearest, Dearest, when I wake 
up in the middle of the night and realize that after all it was not to 
be, I feel that I want to die. I can’t go on living any more. Perhaps 
when we meet this summer we may talk things over and decide dif' 
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ferently — we were so excited and sad that day, and I don’t feel that I 
can live all my life without you. You speak of other people. Don’t you 
know there are no other people for me, but only you. . . .” 

But as Paula drifted here and there around the East she would some- 
times mention her gayeties to make him wonder. Anson was too acute 
to wonder. When he saw a man’s name in her letters he felt more sure 
of her and a little disdainful — he was always superior to such things. 
But he still hoped that they would some day marry. 

■ Meanwhile he plunged vigorously into all the movement and glitter 
of post-bellum New York, entering a brokerage house, joining half a 
dozen clubs, dancing late, and moving in three worlds—his own 
world, the world of young Yale graduates, and that section of the half- 
world which rests one end on Broadway. But there was always a 
thorough and infractible eight hours devoted to his work in Wall 
Street, where the combination of his influential family connection, his 
sharp intelligence, and his abundance of sheer physical energy brought 
him almost immediately forward. He had one of those invaluable 
minds with partitions in it; sometimes he appeared at his office re- 
freshed by less than an hour’s sleep, but such occurrences were rare. 
So early as 1920 his income in salary and commissions exceeded twelve 
thousand dollars. 

As the Yale tradition slipped into the past he became more and more 
of a popular figure among his classmates in New York, more popular 
than he had ever been in college. He lived in a great house, and had 
the means of introducing young men into other great houses. Moreover, 
his life already seemed secure, while theirs, for the most part, had 
arrived again at precarious beginnings. They commenced to turn to 
him for amusement and escape, and Anson responded readily, taking 
pleasure in helping people and arranging their affairs. 

There were no men in Paula’s letters now, but a note of tenderness 
ran through them that had not been there before. From several sources 
he heard that she had “a heavy beau,” Lowell Thayer, a Bostonian of 
wealth and position, and though he was sure she still loved him, it 
made him uneasy to think that he might lose her, after all. Save for 
one unsatisfactory day she had not been in New York for almost five 
months, and as the rumors multiplied he became increasingly anxious 
to see her. In February he took his vacation and went down to Florida. 

Palm Beach sprawled plump and opulent between the sparkling 
sapphire of Lake Worth, flawed here and there by house-boats at an- 
chor, and the great turquoise bar of the Atlantic Ocean. The huge bulks 
of the Breakers and the Royal Poinciana rose as twin paunches from the 
bright level of the sand, and around them clustered the Dancing Glade, 
Bradley’s House of Chance, and a dozen modistes and milliners with 
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goods at triple prices from New York. Upon the trcllised veranda of 
the Breakers two hundred women stepped right, stepped left, wheeled, 
and slid in that then celebrated calisthenic known as the double-shuffle, 
while in half-time to the music two thousand b*'acelcts clicked up and 
down on two hundred arms. 

At the Everglades Club after dark Paula and Lowell Thayer and 
Anson and a casual fourth played bridge with hot cards. It seemed to 
Anson that her kind, serious face was wan and tired — she had been 
around now for four, five, years. He had known her for three. 

'‘Two spades.” 

“Cigarette? . . . Oh, I beg your pardon. By me.” 

“By” 

“ril double three spades.” 

There were a dozen tables of bridge in the room, which was filling 
jp with smoke. Anson’s eyes met Paula’s, held them persistently even 
when Thayer’s glance fell between them. . . . 

“What was bid?” he asked abstractedly. 

*'Rose of W ashington Square*^ 
sang the young people in the corners: 

''Tm withering there 
In basement air 

The smoke banked like fog, and the opening of a door filled the 
room with blown swirls of ectoplasm. Little Bright Eyes streaked pasr 
the tables seeking Mr. Conan Doyle among the Englishmen who were 
posing as Englishmen about the lobby. 

“You could cut it with a knife.” 

. . cue it with a knife.” 

“ . . a knife.” 

At the end of the rubber Paula suddenly got up and spoke to Anson 
inr^a tense, low voice. With scarcely a glance at Lowell Thayer, they 
walked out the door and descended a long flight of stone steps— in a 
moment they were walking hand in hand along the moonlit beach. 

“Darling, darling. . . They embraced recklessly, passionately, in a 
shadow. . . . Then Paula drew back her face to let his lips say what she 
wanted to hear— she could feel the words forming as they kissed again 
. . . Again she broke away, listening, but as he pulled her close once 
more she realized that he had said nothing— only ^Darling! Darling! 
in that deep, sad whisper that always made her cry. Humbly, obe- 
diently, her emotions yielded to him and the tears streamed down her 
face, but her heart kept on crying: “Ask me-oh, Anson, dearest, ash 
mel” 
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“Paula. . . . PMular 

The words wrung her heart like hands, and Anson, feeling her trem- 
ble, knew that emotion was enough. He need say no more, commit 
their destinies to no practical enigma. Why should he, when he might 
hold her so, biding his own time, for another year — ^forever? He was 
considering them both, her more than himself. For a moment, when 
she said suddenly that she must go back to her hotel, he hesitated, 
thinking, first, “This is the moment, after all,” and then: “No, let it 
wait— -she is mine. . 

He had forgotten that Paula too was worn away inside with the 
strain of three years. Her mood passed forever in the night. 

He went back to New York next morning filled with a certain rest- 
less dissatisfaction. Late in April, without warning, he received a tele 
gram from Bar Harbor in which Paula told him that she was engaged 
to Lowell Thayer, and that they would be married immediately in 
Boston. What he never really believed could happen had happened at 
last. 

Anson filled himself with whisky that morning, and going to the 
office, carried on his work without a break — rather with a fear of what 
would happen if he stopped. In the evening he went out as usual, say- 
ing nothing of what had occurred; he was cordial, humorous, unab- 
stracted. But one thing he could not helj)— for three days, in any place, 
in any company, he would suddenly bend his head into his hands and 
cry like a child. 


V 

In 1922 when Anson went abroad with the junior partner to investigate 
some London loans, the journey intimated that he was to be taken 
into the firm. He was twenty-seven now, a little heavy without being 
definitely stout, and with a manner older than his years. Old people 
and young people liked him and trusted him, and mothers felt safe 
when their daughters were in his charge, for he had a way, when he 
came into a room, of putting himself on a footing with the oldest and 
most conservative people there. “You and I,” he seemed to say, “we're 
solid. Wc understand.” 

He had an instinctive and rather charitable knowledge of the weak- 
nesses of men and women, and, like a priest, it made him the more con- 
cerned for the maintenance of outward forms. It was typical of him 
that every Sunday morning he taught in a fashionable Episcopal Sun- 
day-school— even though a cold shower and a quick change into a cut- 
away coat were all that separated him from the wild night before. 

After his father's death he was the practical head of his family, and, 
in effect guided the destinies of the younger children. Through a com- 
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plicatioh his authority did extend to his father’s estate, which was 
administered by his Uncle Robert, who was the horsy member of the 
family, a good-natured, hard-drinking member of that set which centers 
about Wheatley Hills. 

Uncle Robert and his wife, Edna, had been great friends of Anson’s 
youth, and the former was disappointed when his nephew’s superiority 
failed to take a horsy form. He backed him for a city club which was 
the most difficult in America to enter — one could only join if one’s 
family had “helped to build up New York” (or, in other words, were 
riAbefore 1880) — and when Anson, after his election, neglected it for 
the Yale Club, Uncle Robert gave him a little talk on the subject. But 
when on top of that Anson declined to enter Robert Hunter’s own 
conservative and somewhat neglected brokerage house, his manner 
grew cooler. Like a primary teacher who has taught all he knew he 
slipped out of Anson’s life. 

There were so many friends in Anson’s life — scarcely one for whom 
he had not done some unusual kindness and scarcely one whom he did 
not occasionally embarrass by his bursts of rough conversation or his 
habit of getting drunk whenever and however he liked. It annoyed 
him when anyone else blundered in that regard — about his own lapses 
he was always humorous. Odd things happened to him and he told 
them with infcctio is laughter. 

I was working in New York that spring, and I used to lunch with 
him at the Yale Club, which my university was sharing until the com- 
pletion of our own. I had read of Paula’s marriage, and one afternoon, 
when I asked him about her, something moved him to tell me the 
story* After that he frequently invited me to family dinners at his 
house and behaved as though there was a special relation between us, 
as though with his confidence a little of that consuming memory had 
passed into me. 

I found that despite the trusting mothers, his attitude toward girls 
w^s not indiscriminately protective. It was up to the girl — if she showed 
an inclination toward looseness, she must take care of herself, even with 
him. 

,J‘Life,” he would explain sometimes, “has made a cynic of me.” 

.By life he meant Paula. Sometimes, especially when he was drinking, 
’ it became a little twisted in his mind, and he thought that she had 
calloiMly thrown him over. 

This “cynicism,” or rather his realization that naturally fast girh 
were not worth sparing, led to his affair with Dolly Karger. It wasn t 
his only affair in those years, but it came nearest to touching him deeply? 
and it had a profound effect upon his attitude toward life. 

Dolly was the daughter of a notorious “publicist” who had married 
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into society. She herself grew up into th^lfunior League, came out at 
the Plaza, and Went to the Assembly; and only a few old families like 
the Hunters could question whether or not she “belonged,” for her 
picture was often in the papers, and she had more enviable attention 
than many girls who undoubtedly did. She was dark-haired, with car- 
mine lips and a high, lovely color, which she concealed under pinkish^ 
giay powder all through the first year out, because high color was un* 
fashionable — Victorian-pale was the thing to be. She wore black, severe 
suits and stood with her hands in her pockets, leaning a little forward, 
with a humorous restraint on her face. She danced exquisitely — better 
than anything she liked to dance — better than anything except making 
love. Since she was ten she had always been in love, and, usually, with 
some boy who didn’t respond to her. Those who did — and there were 
many — bored her after a brief encounter, but for her failures she re- 
served the warmest spot in her heart. When she met them she would 
always try once more — sometimes she succeeded, more often she failed. 

It never occurred to this gypsy of the unattainable that there was a 
certain resemblance in those who refused to love her — they shared a 
hard intuition that saw through to her weakness, not a weakness of 
emotion but a weakness of rudder. Anson perceived this when he first 
met her, less than a month after Paula’s marriage. He was drinking 
rather heavily, and he pretended for a week that he was falling in love 
with her. Then he dropped her abruptly and forgot — immediately he 
took up the commanding position in her heart. 

Like so many girls of that day Dolly was slackly and indiscreetly wild. 
The unconvcntionality of a slightly older generation had been simply 
one facet of a post-war movement to discredit obsolete manners — Dolly’s 
was both older and shabbier, and she saw in Anson the two extremes 
which the emotionally shiftless woman seeks, an abandon to indul- 
gence alternating with a protective strength. In his character she felt 
both the sybarite and the solid rock, and these two satisfied every need 
of her nature. 

She felt that it was going to be difficult, but she mistook the reason 
—she thought that Anson and his family expected a more spectacular 
marriage, but she guessed immediately that her advantage lay in his 
tendency to drink. 

They met at the large debutante dances, but as her infatuation in- 
creased they managed to be more and more together. Like' iipost 
mothers, Mrs. Karger believed that Anson was exceptionally reliable, 
so she allowed Dolly to go with him to distant country clubs and 
suburban houses without inquiring closely into their activities or ques- 
tioning her explanations when they came in late. At first these cxplana' 
tions might have been accurate, but Dolly’s worldly ideas of^ cajifturing 
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Anson were soon engulfed in the rising sweep of her emotion. Kisses 

the back of taxis and motor-cars were no longer enough; they did 
a curious thing: 

They dropped out of their world for a while and made another 
world just beneath it where Anson’s tippling and Dolly’s irregular hours 
would be less noticed and commented on. It was composed, this world, 
of varying elements — several of Anson’s Yale friends and their w’.vcs, 
two or three young brokers and bond salesmen and a handful of un- 
attached men, fresh from college, with money and a propensity to dis- 
sipation. What this world lacked in spaciousness and scale it made up 
for by allowing them a liberty that it scarcely permitted itself. More- 
over, it centered around them and permitted Dolly the pleasure of a faint 
condescension — a pleasure which Anson, whose whole life was a con- 
descension from the certitudes of his childhood, was unable to share. 

He was not in love with her, and in the long feverish winter of thei** 
affair he frequently told her so. In the spring he was weary— he 
wanted to renew his life at some other source — moreover, he saw that 
cither he must break with her now or accept the responsibility of a 
definite seduction. Her family’s encouraging attitude precipitated his 
decision — one evening when Mr. Karger knocked discreetly at the 
library door to announce that he had left a bottle of old brandy in the 
dining room, Anson felt that life was hemming him in. That night he 
wrote her a short letter in which he told her that he was going on his 
vacation, and that in view of all the circumstances they had better 
meet no more. 

It was June. His family had closed up the house and gone to the 
country, so he was living temporarily at the Yale Club. I had heard 
about his affair with Dolly as it developed — accounts salted with hu- 
mor, for he despised unstable women, and granted them no place in 
the social edifice in which he believed — and when he told me that 
night that he was definitely breaking with her I was glad. I had seen 
Dolly here and there, and each time with a feeling of pity at the hope- 
lessness of her struggle, and of shame at knowing so much about her 
that I had no right to know. She was what is known as “a pretty 
little thing,” but there was a certain recklessness which rather fascinated 
me. Her dedication to the goddess of waste would have been less ob- 
vious had she been less spirited — she would most certainly throw her- 
self away, but I was glad when I heard that the sacrifice would not be 
consummated in my sight. 

‘ Anson was going to leave the letter of farewell at her house next 
morning. It was one of the few houses left open in the Fifth Avenue 
district, and he knew that the Kargers, acting upon erroneous informa* 
tion from Dolly, had foregone a trip abroad to give their daughter her 
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chance. As he stepped out the door of the Yale Club into Madison Avo* 
nue the postman passed him, and he followed back inside. The first lette 
that caught his eye was in Dolly’s hand. 

He knew what it would be — a lonely and tragic monologue, full at 
the reproaches he knew, the invoked memories, the “I wonder if ’s”— all 
the immemorial intimacies that he had communicated to Paula Le- 
gendre in what seemed another age. Thumbing over some bills, he 
brought it on top again and opened it. To his surprise it was a short, 
somewhat formal note, which said that Dolly would be unable to go to 
the country with him for the week-end, because Perry Hull from Chi- 
cago had unexpectedly come to town. It added that Anson had brought 
this on himself: “ — if I felt that you loved me as I love you I would go 
with you at any time, any place, but Perry is so nice, and he so much 
wants me to marry him ” 

Anson smiled contemptuously — he had had experience with such 
decoy epistles. Moreover, he knew how Dolly had labored over this 
plan, probably sent for the faithful Perry and calculated the lime of his 
arrival — even labored over the note so that it would make him jealous 
without driving him away. Like most compromises, it had neither force 
nor vitality but only a timorous despair. 

Suddenly he was angry. He sat down in the lobby and read it again. 
Then he went to the phone, called Dolly and told her in his clear, com- 
pelling voice that he had received her note and would call for her at 
five o’clock as they had previously planned. Scarcely waiting for the 
pretended uncertainty of her “Perhaps I can see you for an hour,” he 
hung up the receiver and went down to his office. On the way he tore 
his own letter into bits and dropped it in the street. 

He was not jealous — she meant nothing to him — but at her pathetic 
ruse everything stubborn and self-indulgent in him came to the surface. 
It was a presumption from a mental inferior and it could not be over- 
looked. If she wanted to know to whom she belonged she would sec. 

He was on the door-step at quarter past five. Dolly was dressed for 
the street, and he listened in silence to the paragraph of “I can only sec 
you for an hour,” which she had begun on the phone. 

“Put on your hat, Dolly,” he said, “we’ll take a walk.” 

They strolled up Madison Avenue and over to Fifth while Anson’s 
shirt dampened upon his portly body in the deep heat. He talked littlci 
scolding her, making no love to her, but before they had walked six 
blocks she was his again, apologizing for the note, offering not to see 
Perry at all as an atonement, offering anything. She thought that he 
had come because he was beginning to love her. 

“Fm hot,” he said when they reached 71st Street. “This is a winter 



io6o 


F. SCOTT FITZGERALD 


suit. If I stop by the house and change, would you mind waiting for me 
down-stairs? I’ll only be a minute.” 

She was happy; the intimacy of his being hot, of any physical fact 
about him, thrilled her. When they came to the iron-grated door and 
Anson took out his key she experienced a sort of delight. 

Down-stairs it was dark, and after he ascended in the lift Dolly raised 
a curtain and looked out through opaque lace at the houses over the way. 
She heard the lift machinery stop, and with the notion of teasing him 
pressed the button that brought it down. Then on what was more than 
an impulse she got into it and sent it up to what she guessed was his 
floor. 

“Anson,” she called, laughing a little. 

“Just a minute,” he answered from his bedroom . . . then after a 
brief delay : “Now you can come in.” 

He had changed and was buttoning his vest. “This is my room,” he 
said lightly. “How do you like it?” 

She caught sight of Paula’s picture on the wall and stared at it in 
fascination, just as Paula had stared at the pictures of Anson’s childish 
sweethearts five years before. She knew something about Paula — some- 
times she tortured herself with fragments of the story. 

Suddenly she came close to Anson^ raising her arms. They embraced. 
Outside the area window a soft artificial twiilght already hovered, 
though the sun was still bright on a back roof across the way. In half an 
hour the room would be quite dark. The uncalculated opportunity over- 
whelmed them, made them both breathless, and they clung more closely. 
It was eminent, inevitable. Still holding one another, they raised their 
heads — their eyes fell together upon Paula’s picture, staring down at 
them from the wall. 

Suddenly Anson dropped his arms, and sitting down at his desk tried 
the drawer with a bunch of keys. 

“Like a drink? ’ he asked in a gruff voice. 

“No, Anson.” 

He poured himself half a tumbler of whisky, swallowed it, and then 
opened the door into the hall. 

“Come on,” he said. 

Dolly hesitated. 

“Anson — I’m going to the country with you tonight, after all. You 
understand that, don’t you?” 

“Of course,” he answered brusquely. 

In Dolly’s car they rode on to Long Island, closer in their emotions 
than they had ever been before. They knew what would happen— not 
with Paula’s face to remind them that something was lacking, but when 
they were a^one in the still, hot Long Island night they did not care. 
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The estate in Port Washington where they were to spend the week- 
end belonged to a cousin o£ Anson’s who had married a Montana cop- 
per operator. An interminable drive began at the lodge and twisted 
under imported poplar saplings toward a huge, pink, Spanish house. 
Anson had often visited there before. 

After dinner they danced at die Linx Club. About midnight Anson 
assured himself that his cousins would not leave before two — then he 
explained that Dolly was tired; he would take her home and return to 
the dance later. Trembling a little with excitement, they got into a 
borrowed car together and drove to Port Washington. As they reached 
the lodge he stopped and spoke to the night watchman. 

“When are you making a round, Carl?” 

“Right away.” 

“Then you’ll be here till everybody’s in?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“All right. Listen: if any automobile, no matter whose it is, turns in 
at this gate, I want you to phone the house immediately.” He put a 
five-dollar bill into Carl’s hand. “Is that clear?” 

“Yes, Mr. Anson.” Being of the Old World, he neither winked nor 
'miled. Yet Dolly sat with her face turned slightly away. 

Anson had a key. Once inside he poured a drink for both of them— 
Dolly left hers untouched — then he ascertained definitely the location of 
the phone, and found that it was within c'^'^y hearing distance of their 
rooms, both of which were on the first floor. 

Five minutes later he knocked at the door of Dolly’s room. 

“Anson?” He went in, closing the door behind him. She was in bed, 
leaning up anxiously with elbows on the pillow; sitting beside her he 
took her in his arms. 

“Anson, darling.” 

He didn’t answer. 

“Anson. . . . Anson! I love you. . . . Say you love me. Say it now— 
can’t you say it now? Even if you don’t mean it?” 

He did not listen. Over her head he perceived that the picture of 
Paula was hanging here upon this wall. 

He got up and went close to it. The frame gleamed faintly with 
thrice-reflected moonlight — within was a blurred shadow of a face that 
he saw he did not know. Almost sobbing, he turned around and stared 
with abomination at the little figure on the bed. 

“This is all foolishness,” he said thickly. “I don’t know what I was 
thinking about. I don’t love you and you’d better wait for somebody 
that loves you. I don’t love you a bit, can’t you understand?” 

His voice broke, and he went hurriedly out. Back in the salon he was 
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pouring himself a drink with uneasy fingers, when the front dooi 
opened suddenly, and his cousin came in. 

“Why, Anson, I hear Dolly’s sick,” she began solicitously. “I hear 
Khe’s sick. . . 

“It was nothing,” he interrupted, raising his voice so that it would 
carry into Dolly’s room. “She was a little tired. She went to bed.” 

For a long time afterward Anson believed that a protective God some- 
times interfered in human affairs. But Dolly Karger, lying awake and 
staring at the ceiling, never again believed in anything at all. 

VI 

When Dolly married during the following autumn, Anson was in 
London on business. Like Paula’s marriage, it was sudden, but it affected 
him in a different way. At first he felt that it was funny, and had an 
inclination to laugh when he thought of it. Later it depressed him— it 
made him feel old. 

There was something repetitive about it — why, Paula and Dolly had 
belonged to different generations. He had a foretaste of the sensation of 
a man of forty who hears that the daughter of an old flame has married. 
He wired congratulations and, as was not the case with Paula, they 
were sincere — he had never really hoped that Paula would be happy. 

When he returned to New York, he was made a partner in the firm, 
and, as his responsibilities increased, he had less time on his hands. The 
refusal of a life-insurance company to issue him a policy made such an 
impression on him that he stopped drinking for a year, and claimed 
that he felt better physically, though I think he missed the convivial 
recounting of those Celliniesque adventures which, in his early twenties, 
had played such a part of his life. But he never abandoned the Yale 
Club. He was a figure there, a personality, and the tendency of his class, 
who were now seven years out of college, to drift away to more sober 
haunts was checked by his presence. 

rtis day was never too full nor his mind too weary to give any sort 
of aid to anyone who asked it. What had been done at first through 
pride and superiority had become a habit and a passion. And there was 
always something — a younger brother in trouble at New Haven, a 
quarrel to be patched up between a friend and his wife, a position to be 
found for this man, an investment for that. But his specialty was the 
solving of problems for young married people. Young married people 
fascinated him and their apartments were almost sacred to him— he 
knew the story of their love affair, advised them where to live and how, 
and remembered their babies’ names. Toward young wives his attitude 
was circumspect: he never abused the trust which their husbands-' 
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jtrangcly enough in view of his unconcealed irregularities — ^invariably 
reposed in him. 

He came to take a vicarious pleasure in happy marriages, and to be 
inspired to an almost equally pleasant melancholy by those that went 
astray. Not a season passed that he did not witness the collapse of an 
affair that perhaps he himself had fathered. When Paula was divorced 
and almost immediately remarried to another Bostonian, he talked 
about her to me all one afternoon. He would never love any one as he 
had loved Paula, but he insisted that he no longer cared. 

“I'll never marry,” he came to say; “Fve seen too much of it, and I 
know a happy marriage is a very rare thing. Besides, Fm too old.” 

But he did believe in marriage. Like all men who spring from a 
li.ippy and successful marriage, he believed in it passionately — nothing 
lie had seen would change his belief, his cynicism dissolved upon it like 
air. But he did really believe he was too old. At twenty-eight he began 
to accept with equanimity the prospect of marrying without romantic 
love; he resolutely chose a New York girl of his own class, pretty, in- 
telligent, congenial, above reproach — and set about falling in love with 
her. The things he had said to Paula with sincerity, to other girls with 
grace, he could no longer say at all without smiling, or with the force 
necessary to convince. 

“When Fm forty,” he told his friends, “Fll be ripe. Fll fall for some 
chorus girl like the rest.” 

Nevertheless, he persisted in his attempt. His mother wanted to see 
him married, and he could now well afford it — he had a seat on the 
Srock Exchange, and his earned income came to twenty-five thousand 
a year. The idea was agreeable : when his friends — he spent most of his 
time with the set he and Dolly had evolved — closed themselves in behind 
domestic doors at night, he no longer rejoiced in his freedom. He even 
wondered if he should have married Dolly. Not even Paula had loved 
him more, and he was learning the rarity, in a single life, of encounter- 
ing true emotion. 

Just as this mood began to creep over him a disquieting story reached 
his ear. His aunt Edna, a woman just this side of forty, was carrying on 
an open intrigue with a dissolute, hard-drinking young man named 
Cary Sloanc. Everyone knew of it except Anson’s Uncle Robert, who 
for fifteen years had talked long in clubs and taken his wife for granted. 

Anson heard the story again and again with increasing annoyance. 
Something of his old feeling for his uncle came back to him, a feeling 
that was more than personal, a reversion toward that family solidarity 
on which he had based his pride. His intuition singled out the cssenti^ 
point of the affair, which was that his uncle shouldn’t be hurt. It was 
^ his first experiment in unsolicited meddling, but with his knowledge of 
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Edna’s character he felt that he could handle the matter better than a 
district judge or his uncle. 

His uncle was in Hot Springs. Anson traced down the sources of the 
scandal so that there should be no possibility of mistake and then he 
called Edna and asked her to lunch with him at the Plaza next day. 
Something in his tone must have frightened her, for she was reluctant 
but he insisted, putting off the date until she had no excuse for refusing. 

She met him at the appointed time in the Plaza lobby, a lovely, faded, 
gray-eyed blonde in a coat of Russian sable. Five great rings, cold with 
diamonds and emeralds, sparkled on her slender hands. It occurred to 
Anson that it was his father’s intelligence and not his uncle’s that had 
earned the fur and the stones, the rich brilliance that buoyed up her 
passing beauty. 

Though Edna scented his hostility, she was unprepared for the direct- 
ness of his approach. 

“Edna, I’m astonished at the way you’ve been acting,” he said in a 
strong, frank voice. “At first I couldn’t believe it.” 

“Believe what.?” she demanded sharply. 

“You needn’t pretend with me, Edna. I’m talking about Cary Sloane. 
Aside from any other consideration, I didn’t think you could treat 
Uncle Robert ” 

“Now look here, Anson — ” she began angrily, but his peremptory 
voice broke through hers : 

“ — and your children in such a way. You’ve been married eighteen 
years, and you’re old enough to know better.” 

“You can’t talk to me like that! You ” 

“Yes, I can. Uncle Robert has always been my best friend.” He was 
tremendously moved. He felt a real distress about his uncle, about his 
three young cousins. 

Edna stood up, leaving her crab-flake cocktail untasted. 

“This is the silliest thing ” 

^“Very well, if you won’t listen to me I’ll go to Uncle Robert and tell 
him the whole story — he’s bound to hear it sooner or later. And after- 
ward I’ll go to old Moses Sloane.” 

Edna faltered back into her chair. 

“Don’t talk so loud,” she begged him. Her eyes blurred with tears. 
“You have no idea how your voice carries. You might have chosen a 
less public place to make all these crazy accusations.” 

He didn’t answer. 

“Oh, you never liked me, I know,” she went on. “You’re just taking 
advantage of some silly gossip to try and break up the only interesting 
friendship I’ve ever had. What did I ever do to make you hate me so?” 

Still Anson waited. There would be the appeal to his chivalry, then to 
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his pity? finally to his superior sophistication — when he had shouldered 
his way through all these there would be admissions, and he could come 
to grips with her. By being silent, by being impervious, by returning 
constantly to his main weapon, which was his own true emotion, he 
bullied her into frantic despair as the luncheon hour slipped away. At 
two o’clock she took out a mirror and a handkerchief, shined away the 
marks of her tears and powdered the slight hollows where they had 
lain. She had agreed to meet him at her own house at five. 

When he arrived she was stretched on a chaise-longue which was 
covered with cretonne for the summer, and the tears he had called up 
at luncheon seemed still to be standing in her eyes. Then he was aware 
of Cary Sloane’s dark anxious presence upon the cold hearth. 

“What’s this idea of yours?” broke out Sloane immediately. “I under- 
stand you invited Edna to lunch and then threatened her on the basis 
of some cheap scandal.” 

Anson sat down. 

“I have no reason to think it’s only scandal.” 

“I hear you’re going to take it to Robert Hunter, and to my father.” 

Anson nodded. 

“Either you break it off— or I will,” he said. 

“What God damned business is it of yours, Hunter?” 

“Don’t lose your temper, Cary,” said Edna nervously. “It’s only a 
question of showing him how absurd ” 

“For one thing, it’s my name that’s being handed around,” inter- 
rupted Anson. “That’s all that concerns you, Cary.” 

“Edna isn’t a member of your family.” 

“She most certainly is!” His anger mounted. “Why — she owes this 
house and the rings on her fingers to my father’s brains. When Uncle 
Robert married her she didn’t have a penny.” 

They all looked at the rings as if they had a significant bearing on the 
situation. Edna made a gesture to take them from her hand. 

“I guess they’re not the only rings in the world,” said Sloane. 

“Oh, this is absurd,” cried Edna. “Anson, will you listen to me? I’ve 
found out how the silly story started. It was a maid I discharged who 
went right to the Chilicheffs— all these Russians pump things out of 
their servants and then put a false meaning on them.” She brought 
down her fist angrily on the table: “And after Tom lent them the 
limousine for a whole month when we were South last winter ” 

“Do you see?” demanded Sloane eagerly. “This maid got hold of the 
wrong end of the thing. She knew that Edna and I were friends, and 
she carried it to the Chilicheffs. In Russia they assume that if a man 
and a woman ” 
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He enlarged the theme to a disquisition upon social relations in the 
Caucasus. 

“If that’s the case it better be explained to Uncle Robert,” said Anson 
iryly, “so that when the rumors do reach hijn he’ll know they’re not 
true.” 

Adopting the method he had followed with Edna at luncheon he let 
them explain it all away. He knew that they were guilty and ihjt 
presently they would cross the line from explanation into justificauon 
and convict themselves more definitely than he could ever do. By seven 
they had taken the desperate step of telling him the truth — Roberr 
Hunter’s neglect, Edna’s empty life, the casual dalliance that had flamed 
^p into passion — but like so many true stories it had the misfortune i.l 
being old, and its enfeebled body beat helplessly against the armor of 
Anson’s will. The threat to go to Sloane’s father sealed their helpless- 
ness, for the latter, a retired cotton broker out of Alabama, was a notori- 
ous fundamentalist who controlled his son by a rigid allowance and the 
promise that at his next vagary the allowance would stop forever. 

They dined at a small French restaurant, and the discussion continiucl 
— at one time Sloane resorted to physical threats, a little later they wc ie 
both imploring him to give them time. But Anson was obdurate. He 
saw that Edna was breaking up, and that her spirit must not be re- 
freshed by any renewal of their passion. 

At two o’clock in a small night-club on 53rd Street, Edna’s nerves 
suddenly collapsed, and she cried to go home. Sloane had been drinking 
heavily all evening, and he was faintly maudlin, leaning on the table 
and weeping a little with his face in his hands. Quickly Anson gave 
them his terms. Sloane was to leave town for six months, and he must 
be gone within forty-eight hours. When he returned there was to be no 
resumption of the affair, but at the end of a year Edna might, if she 
wished, tell Robert Hunter that she wanted a divorce and go about h 
in the usual way. 

Hd'paused, gaining confidence from their faces for his final word. 

“Or there’s another thing you can do,” he said slowly, “if Edna wants 
':o leave her children, there’s nothing I can do to prevent your running 
off together.” 

“I want to go home I” cried Edna again. “Oh, haven’t you done 
enough to us for one day.?” 

Outside it was dark, save for a blurred glow from Sixth Avenue down 
the street. In that light those two who had been lovers looked for the last 
rime into each other’s tragic faces, realizing that between them there 
was not enough youth and strength to avert their eternal parting. Sloane 
walked suddenly off down the street and Anson tapped a dozing taxb 
driver on the arm 
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It was almost four; there was a patient flow of cleaning water along 
the ghostly pavement of Fifth Avenue, and the shadows of two night 
women flitted over the dark facade erf St. Thomas’s church. Then the 
desolate shrubbery of Central Park where Anson had often played as a 
child, and the mounting numbeis, significant as names, of the marching 
Streets. This was his city, he thought, where his name had flourished 
through five generations. No change could alter the permanence of its 
place here, for change itself was the essential substratum by which he 
and those of his name identified themselves with the spirit of New 
York. Resourcefulness and a powerful will— for his threats in weaker 
hands would have been less than nothing— had beaten the gathering 
■lust from his uncle’s name, from the name of his family, from even this 
shivering figure that sat beside him in the car. 

Cary Sloane’s body was found next morning on the lower shelf of a 
pillar of Queensboro Bridge. In the darkness and in his excitement he 
had thought that it was the water flowing black beneath him, but in less 
than a second it made no possible difference — unless he had planned to 
think one last thought of Edna, and call out her name as he struggled 
^eebly in the water. 


VII 

Anson never blamed himself for his part in this affair— the situation ■ 
which brought it about had not been of his making. But the just suffer 
with the unjust, and he found that his oldest and somehow his most 
precious friendship was over. He never knew what distorted story Edna 
told, but he was welcome in his uncle’s house no longer. 

Just before Christmas Mrs. Hunter retired to a select Episcopal heaven, 
and Anson became the responsible head of his family. An unmarried 
aunt who had lived with them for years ran the house, and attempted 
with helpless inefficiency to chaperone the younger girls. All the children 
were less self-reliant than Anson, more conventional both in their 
virtues and in their shortcomings. Mrs. Hunter’s death had postponed 
the debut of one daughter and the wedding of another. Also it had 
taken something deeply material from all of them, for with her passing 
the quiet, expensive superiority of the Hunters came to an end. 

For one thing, the estate, considerably diminished by two inheritance 
taxes and soon to be divided among six children, was not a notable for- 
tune any more. Anson saw a tendency in his youngest sisters to speak 
rather respectfully of families that hadn’t “existed” twenty years ago. 
His own feeling of precedence was not echoed in them— sometimes they 
were conventionally snobbish, that was all. For another thing, this was 
the last summer they would spend on the Connecticut estate; the clamor 
[% against it was too loud: “Who wants to waste the best months of the 
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bad influence on him. The remark reached Anson in an exaggerated 
form — when it was finally cleared up, the delicate spell of intimacy was 
broken, never to be renewed. 

“Is Mr. Warden at home?” he inquired. 

“They’ve gone to the country.” 

The fact unexpectedly cut at him. They were gone to the country and 
he hadn’t known. Two years before he would have known the date, the 
hour, come up at the last moment for a final drink, and planned his 
first visit to them. Now they had gone without a word. 

Anson looked at his watch and considered a week-end with his family, 
but the only train was a local that would jolt through the aggressive heat 
for three hours. And tomorrow in the country, and Sunday — he was in 
no mood for porch-bridge with polite undergraduates, and dancing 
after dinner at a rural roadhouse, a diminutive of gayety which his 
"father had estimated too well. 

“Oh, no,” he said to himself “No.” 

He was a dignified, impressive young man, rather stout now, but 
otherwise unmarked by dissipation. He could have been cast for a pillar 
of something — at times you were sure it was not society, at others noth- 
ing else — for the law, for the church. He stood for a few minutes 
motionless on the sidewalk in front of a 47th Street apartment house: 
for almost the first time in his life he had nothing whatever to do. 

Then he began to walk briskly up Fifth Avenue, as if he had just 
been reminded of an important engagement there. The necessity of 
■dissimulation is one of the few characteristics that we share with dogs, 
and I think of Anson on that day as some well-bred specimen who had 
been disappointed at a familiar back door. He was going to see Nick, 
once a fashionable bartender in demand at all private dances, and now 
employed in cooling non-alcoholic champagne among the labyrinthine 
cellars of the Plaza Hotel. 

“Nick,” he said, “what’s happened to everything?” 

“Dead,” Nick said. 

“Make me a whisky sour.” Anson handed a pint bottle over the 
counter. “Nick, the girls are different; I had a little girl in Brooklyn 
and she got married last week without letting me know.” 

“That a fact? Ha-ha-ha,” responded Nick dipbmatically. “Slipped it 
over on you,” 

“Absolutely,” said Anson. “And I was out with her the night before.” 

“Ha-ha-ha,” said Nick, “ha-ha-ha!” 

“Do you remember the wedding, Nick, in Hot Springs where I had 
the waiters and the musicians singing ‘God save the King’?” 

“Now where was that, Mr. Hunter?” Nick concentrated doubtfully* 
^Seems to me that was ” 
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“Next time they were back for more, and I began to vronder how 
much rd paid them,” continued Anson. 

“—seems to me that was at Mr. Trenholm’s wedding.” 

“Don’t know him,” said Anson decisively. He was offended that a 
strange name should intrude upon his reminiscences; Nick perceived 
this. 

“Naw — aw — ” he admitted, “I ought to know that. It was one of your 
crowd — Brakins . . . Baker ” 

“Bicker Baker,” said Anson responsively. “They put me in a hearse 
after it was over and covered me up with flowers and drove me a wav,” 

“Ha-ha-ha,” said Nick. “Ha-ha-ha.” 

Nick’s simulation of the old family servant paled presently and 
Anson went up-stairs to the lobby. He looked around — his eyes met the 
glance of an unfamiliar clerk at the desk, then fell upon a flower from 
the morning’s marriage hesitating in the mouth of a brass cuspidor. He 
went out and walked slowly toward the blood-red sun over Columbus 
Circle. Suddenly he turned around and, retracing his steps to the 
Plaza, immured himself in a telephone-booth. 

Later he said that he tried to get me three times that afternoon, that 
he tried everyone who might be in New York— men and girls he had 
not seen for years, an artist’s model of his college days whose faded 
number was still in his address book — Central told him that even the 
exchange existed no longer. At length his quest roved into the country, 
and he held brief disappointing conversations with emphatic butlers 
and maids. So-and-so was out, riding, swimming, playing golf, sailed 
to Europe last week. Who shall I say phoned.? 

It was intolerable that he should pass the evening alone— the private 
reckonings v/hich one plans for a moment of leisure lose every charm 
when the solitude is enforced. There were always wonien of a sort, but 
the ones he knew had temporarily vanished, and to pass a New York 
evening in the hired company of a stranger never occurred to him— he 
would have considered that that was something shameful and secret, 
the diversion of a traveling salesman in a strange town. 

Anson paid the telephone bill— the girl tried unsuccessfully to joke 
with him about its size — and for the second time that afternoon started 
to leave the Plaza and go he knew not where. Near the revolving door 
the figure of a woman, obviously with child, stood sideways to the light 
^a sheer beige cape fluttered at her shoulders when the door turned 
and, each time, she looked impatiently toward it as if she were weary of 
Waiting. At the first sight of her a strong nervous thrill of familiarity 
Went over him, but not until he was within five feet of her did he 
lo calize that it was Paula. 

“Why, Anson Hunter!” 
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His heart turned over. 

“Why, Paula 

“Why, this is wonderful. I can’t believe it, Ansonr 

She took both his hands, and he saw in the freedom of the gestui^ 
that the memory of him had lost poignancy to her. But not to him — he 
felt that old mood that she evoked in him stealing over his brain, that 
gentleness with which he had always met her optimism as if afraid to 
mar its surface. 

“We’re at Rye for the summer. Pete had to come East on business — 
you know of course I’m Mrs. Peter Hagerty now — so we brought the 
children and took a house. You’ve got to come out and see us.” 

“Can I?” he asked directly. “When?” 

“When you like. Here’s Pete.” The revolving door functioned, giving 
up a fine tall man of thirty with a tanned face and a trim mustache. His 
immaculate fitness made a sharp contrast with Anson’s increasing bulk, 
which was obvious under the faintly tight cut-away coat. 

“You oughtn’t to be standing,” said Hagerty to his wife. “Let’s sit 
down here.” He indicated lobby chairs, but Paula hesitated. 

“I’ve got to go right home,” she said. “Anson, why don’t you — why 
don’t you come out and have dinner with us tonight? We’re just get- 
ting settled, but if you can stand that ” 

Hagerty confirmed the invitation cordially. 

“Come out for the night.” 

Their car waited in front of the hotel, and Paula with a tired gesture 
sank back against silk cushions in the corner. 

“There’s so much I want to talk to you about,” she said, “it seems 
hopeless.” 

“I want to hear about you.” 

“Well” — she smiled at Hagerty — ^“that would take a long time too. I 
have three children — by my first marriage. The oldest is five, then four, 
then three.” She smiled again. “I didn’t waste much time having them, 
did I?” 

“Boys?” 

“A boy and two girls. Then— oh, a lot of things happened, and I got a 
divorce in Paris a year ago and married Pete. That’s all — except that 
I’m awfully happy.” 

In Rye they drove up to a large house near the Beach Club, from 
which there issued presently three dark, slim children who broke from 
an English governess and approached them with an esoteric cry. Ab- 
stractedly and with difficulty Paula took each one into her arms, a 
caress which they accepted stiffly, as they had evidently been told not to 
bump into Mummv. Even against their fresh faces Paula’s skin showed 
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scarcely any weariness — ^for all her physical languor she .seemed younger 
than when he had last seen her at Palm Beach seven years ago. 

At dinner she was preoccupied, and afterward, during the homage 
to the radio, she lay with closed eyes on the sofa, until Anson wondered 
if his presence at this time were not an intrusion. But at nine o’clock 
when Hagerty rose and said pleasantly that he was going to leave them 
by themselves for a while, she began to talk slowly about herself and 
the past. 

“My first baby,” she said — “the one we call Darling, the biggest little 
girl — I wanted to die when I knew I was going to have her, because 
Lowell was like a stranger to me. It didn’t seem as though she could be 
my own. I wrote you a letter and tore it up. Oh, you were so bad to me, 
Anson.” 

It was the dialogue again, rising and falling. Anson felt a sudden 
quickening of memory. 

“Weren’t you engaged once?” she asked — “a girl named Dolly some- 
thing?” 

“I wasn’t ever engaged. I tried to be engaged, but I never loved any- 
body but you, Paula.” 

“Oh,” she said. Then after a moment: “This baby is the first one I 
ever really wanted. You see. I’m in love now— at last.” 

He didn’t answer, shocked at the treachery of her remembrance. She 
must have seen that the “at last” bruised him, for she continued: 

“I was infatuated with you, Anson — you couid make me do anything 
you liked. But we wouldn’t have been happy. I’m not smart enough for 
you. I don’t like things to be complicated like you do.” She paused. 
“You’ll never settle down,” she said. 

The phrase struck at him from behind — it was an accusation that of 
all accusations he had never merited. 

“I could settle down if women were different,” he said. “If I didn’t 
understand so much about them, if women didn’t spoil you for other 
women, if they had only a little pride. If I could go to sleep for a while 
and wake up into a home that was really mine— why, that’s what I’rr. 
made for, Paula, that’s what women have seen in me and liked in me. 
It’s only that I can’t get through the preliminaries any more.” 

Hagerty came in a little before eleven; after a whisky Paula stood up 
and announced that she was going to bed. She went over and stood by 
her husband. 

“Where did you go, dearest?” she demanded. 

“I had a drink with Ed Saunders.” 

“I was worried. I thought maybe you’d run away.” 

She rested her head against his roar. 

“He’s sweet, isn’t he, Anson?” she demanded. 



The Body of an American 

BY JOHN DOS PASSOS 

^\A^ereasthe Congrcssot 

theunitcdstates byaconcurrcntresolutionadoptcdon the4thdayofmarch 
lastauthorizedthe Secrctaryofwar to cause to be brought to theunited- 
statesthe body of an Americanwhowasamemberoftheamericanexpedi- 
tionaryforccsineurope wholosthislifeduringtheworldwarandwhoseiden- 
tityhasnotbeenestablished for burial inthememorialamphitheatreofthe 
nationalcemeteryatarlingtonvirginia 

In the tarpaper morgue at Chalons-sur-Marnc in the reek of chloride 
of lime and the dead, they picked out the pine box that held all that was 
left of 

enie menie minie moe plenty other pine boxes stacked up there con- 
taining what they’d scraped up of Richard Roc 

and other person or persons unknown. Only one can go. How did 
they pick John Doc? 

Make sure he aint a dinge, boys, 

make sure he aint a guinea or a kike, 

ho\w*can you tell a guy’s a hunredpercent when all you’ve got’s a 
gunnysack full of bones, bronze buttons stamped with the screaming 
eagle and a pair of roll puttees? 

. . . and the gagging chloride and the puky dirtstcnch of the ycarold 
dead . . . 

The day withal was too meaningful and tragic for applause. Silence, 
tears,, songs and prayer, muffled drunts and soft music were the instru- 
mentalities today of national approbation. 

John Doc was born (thudding din of blood in love into the shudder- 
ing soar of a man and a woman alone indeed together lurching into 
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and nincmonths sick drowse waking into scared agony and the pain 
and blood and mess of birth). John Doe was born 
and raised in Brooklyn, in Memphis, near the lakefront in Cleveland, 
Ohio, in the stench of the stockyards in Chi, on Beacon Hill, in an old 
brick house in Alexandria Virginia, on Telegraph Hill, in a halftim- 
bered Tudor cottage in Portland the city of roses, 
in the Lying-In Hospital old Morgan endowed on Stuyvesant Square, 
across the railroad tracks, out near the country club, in a shack cabin 
tenement apartmenthouse exclusive residential suburb; 

scion of one of the best families in the social register, won first prize 
in the baby parade at Coronado Beach, was marbles champion of the 
Little Rock grammarschools, crack basketballplayer at the Booneville 
High, quarterback at the State Reformatory, having saved the sheriff’s 
kid from drowning in the Little Missouri River was invited to Wash- 
ington to be photographed shaking hands with the President on the 
White House steps; — 

though this was a time of mourning, such an assemblage necessarily 
has about it a touch of color. In the boxes are seen the court uniforms of 
foreign diplomats, the gold braid of our own and foreign fleets and 
armies, the black of the conventional morning dress of American states- 
men, the varicolored furs and outdoor wrapping garments of mothers 
and sisters come to mourn, the drab and blue of soldiers and sailors, the 
glitter of musical instruments and the white and black of a vested choir 

— busboy harveststiff hogcaller boyscout champeen cornshucker of 
Western Kansas bellhop at the United States Hotel at Saratoga Springs 
office boy callboy fruiter telephone lineman longshoreman lumberjack 
plumber’s helper, 

worked for an exterminating company in Union City, filled pipes in 
an opium joint in Trenton, N. J. 

Y.M.C.A. secretary, express agent, truckdriver, fordmechanic, sold 
books in Denver Colorado: Madam would you be willing to help a 
young man work his way through college.? 

President Harding, with a reverence seemingly more significant bc^ 
cause of his high temporal station, concluded his speech : 

We are met today to pay the impersonal tribute; 
the name of him whose body lies before us took, flight with his im- 
perishable soul . . . 

as a typical soldier of this representative democracy he fought and died 
believing in the indisputable justice of his country* s cause . . . 
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by raising his right hand and asking the thousands within the sound 
of his voice to join in the prayer : 

Our Father which art in heaven hallowed be thy name . . . 

Naked he went into the army; 

they weighed you, measured you, looked for flat feet, squeezed your 
penis to see if you had clap, looked up your anus to see if you had pilcs^ 
counted your teeth, made you cough, listened to your heart and lungs, 
made you read the letters on the card, charted your urine and you/ 
intelligence, 

gave you a service record for a future (imperishable soul) 

and an identification tag stamped with your serial number to hang 
around your neck, issued O D regulation equipment, a condiment can 
and a copy of the articles of war. 

Atten’SHUN suck in your gut you c r wipe that smile off your 

face eyes right wattja tink dis is a choirch-social ? For-war-D’ARCH. 

John Doe 

and Richard Roe and other person or persons unknown 

drilled hiked, manual of arms, ate slum, learned to salute, to soldier, 
to loaf in the latrines, forbidden to smoke on deck, overseas guard duty, 
forty men and eight horses, shortarm inspection and the ping of shrap- 
nel and the shrill bullets combing the air and the sorehead woodpeckers 
the machineguns mud cooties gasmasks and the itch. 

Say feller tell me how I can get back^ to my outfit, 

John Doe had a head 

for twentyodd years intensely the nerves of the eyes the ears the 
palate the tongue the fingers the toes the armpits, the nerves warmfeel- 
ing under the skin charged the coiled brain with hurt sweet warm cold 
mine must dont sayings print headlines : 

Thou shalt not the multiplication table long division. Now is the 
time for all good men knocks but once at a young man’s door, It’s a 
great life if Ish gebibbel. The first five years’ll be the Safety First, Sup- 
pose a hun tried to rape your my country right or wrong. Catch ’em 
young, What he dont know wont treat ’em rough. Tell ’em nothin. He 
got what was coming to him he got his. This is a white man’s country. 
Kick the bucket. Gone west, If you dont like it you can croaked him 

Say buddy cant you tell me how / can get bac\ to my oufit? 

Cait help jumpin when them things go off, give me the trots them 
things do. I lost my identification tag swimmin in the Marne, rough-* 
housin with a guy while we was waitin to be debused, in bed with a 
girl named Jeanne (Love moving picture wet French postcard dream 
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began with saltpeter in the coflee and ended at the propho station) 
Say soldier for ckrissal{e cant you tell me how 1 can get bac\ to my 
outfit? 

John Doe's 

heart pumped blood: 

alive thudding silence of blood in your ears 

down in the clearing in the Oregon forest where the punkins were 
punkincolor pouring into the blood through the eyes and the fallcolored 
trees and the bronze hoopers were hopping through the dry grass, 
where tiny striped snails hung on the underside of the blades and the 
flics hummed, wasps droned, bumblebees buzzed, and the woods smelt 
of wine and mushrooms and apples, homey smell of fall pouring into 
the blood, 

and I dropped the tin hat and the sweaty pack and lay flat with the 
dogday sun licking my throat and adamsapple and the tight skin over 
the breastbone. 

The shell had his number on it. 

The blood ran into the ground. 

The service record dropped out of the filing cabinet when the quarter- 
master sergeant got blotto that time they had to pack up and leave the 
billets in a hurry. 

The identification tag was in the bottom of the Marne. 

The blood ran into the ground, the brains oozed out of the cracked 
skull and were licked up by the trenchrats, the belly swelled and raised 
a generation of bluebottle flies, 
and the incorruptible skeleton, 

and the scraps of dried viscera and skin bundled in khaki 

they took to Chalons-sur-Marne 
and laid it out neat in a pine coffin 
and took it home to God’s Country on a battleship 
and buried it in a sarcophagus in the Memorial Amphitheatre in the 
Arlington National Cemetery 
and draped the Old Glory over it 
and the bugler played taps 

and Mr. Harding prayed to God and the diplomats and the generals 
and the admirals and the brass-hats and the politicians and the hand- 
somely dressed ladies out of the society column of the Washington Post 
stood up solemn 

and thought how beautiful sad Old Glory God s Country it was to 
J>avc the bugler play taps and the three volleys made their ears ring. 
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A Rose for Emily 

BY WILLIAM FAULKNER 



w.. Miss Emily Grierson 
died, our whole town went to her funeral: the men through a sort of 
respectful affection for a fallen monument, the women mostly out of 
curiosity to see the inside of her house, which no one save an old man- 
servant— a combined gardener and cook— had seen in at least ten years. 

It was a big, squarish frame house that had once been white, decorated 
with cupolas and spires and scrolled balconies in the heavily lightsome 
style of the Seventies, set on what had once been our most select street. 
But garages and cotton gins had encroached and obliterated even the 
august names of that neighborhood; only Miss Emily’s house was left, 
lifting its stubborn and coquettish decay above the cotton wagons and 
the gasoline pumps — an eyesore among eyesores. And now Miss Emily 
had gone to join the representatives of those august names where they 
lay in the cedar-bemused cemetery among the ranked and anonymous 
graves of Union and Confederate soldiers who fell at the battle of 
Jefferson. 

Alive, Miss Emily had been a tradition, a duty, and a care; a sort of 
hereditary obligation upon the town, dating from that day in 1894 when 
Colonel Sartoris, the mayor — he who fathered the edict that no Negro 
woman should appear on the streets without an apron— remitted her 
taxes, the dispensation dating from the death of her father on into 
perpetuity. Not that Miss Emily would have accepted charity. ^Colonel 
Sartoris invented an involved tale to the effect that Miss Emily s father 
had loaned money to the town, which the town, as a matter of business, 
preferred this way of repaying. Only a man of Colonel Sartoris genera- 
tion and thought could have invented it, and only a woman could have 
believed it. 
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When the next generation, with its more modern ideas, became 
mayors and aldermen, this arrangement created some little dissatisfac- 
tion. On the first of the year they mailed her a tax notice. February came, 
and there was no reply. They wrote her a formal letter, asking her to 
call at the sheriff’s office at her convenience. A week later the mayor 
wrote her himself, offering to call or to send his car for her, and received 
in reply a note on paper of an archaic shape, in a thin, flowing calligraphy 
in faded ink, to the effect that she no longer went out at all. The tax 
notice was also enclosed, without comment. 

They called a special meeting of the Board of Aldermen. A deputa- 
tion waited upon her, knocked at the door through which no visitor 
had passed since she ceased giving china-painting lessons eight or ten 
years earlier. They were admitted by the old Negro into a dim hall from 
which a stairway mounted into still more shadow. It smelled of dtist and 
disuse — a close, dank smell. The Negro led them into the parlor. It was 
furnished in heavy, leather-covered furniture. When the Negro opened 
the blinds of one window, they could sec that the leather was cracked; 
and when they sat down, a faint dust rose sluggishly about their thighs, 
spinning with slow motes in the single sun-ray.VOn a tarnished gilt easel 
before the fireplace stood a crayon portrait of Miss Emily’s father. \- 

They rose when she entered— a small, fat woman in black, with a 
thin gold chain descending to her waist and vanishing into her belt, 
leaning on an ebony cane with a tarnished gold head. Her skeleton was 
small and spare; perhaps that was why what would have been merely 
plumpness in another was obesity in her. She looked bloated, like a 
body long submerged in motionless water, and of that pallid hue. Her 
eyes, lost in the fatty ridges of her face, looked like two small pieces of 
coal pressed into a lump of dough as they moved from one face to 
another while the visitors stated their errand. 

( She did not ask them to sit. She just stood in the door and listened 
'quietly until the spokesman came to a stumbling halt. Then they could 
^hcaiP^the invisible watch ticking at the end of the gold chain. 

Her voice was dry and cold. “I have no taxes in Jefferson. Colonel 
Sartoris explained it to me. Perhaps one of you can gain access to the 
dty records and satisfy yourselves.” 

“But we have. We are the city authorities, Miss Emily. Didn’t you 
get a notice from the sheriff, signed by him.?” 

“I received a paper, yes,” Miss Emily said. “Perhaps he considers him- 
self the sheriff ... I have no taxes in Jefferson.” 

“But there is nothing on the books to show that, you sec. We must go 
by the—” 

“See Colonel Sartoris. I have no taxes in Jefferson ” 

“But, Miss Emily—” 
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“See Colood Sartoris.” ^Colonel Sartoris had been dead almost ten 
years.) “I have no taxes in Jefferson. Tobel" The Negro appeared, 
“Show these gentlemen out-K 


II 






So she vanquished them, horse and foot, just as she had vanquished 
their fathers thirty years before about the smell. That was two years 
after her father’s death and a short time after her sweetheart — the one 
we believed would marry her— had deserted her. After her father’s death 
she went out very little; after her sweetheart went away, people hardly 
saw her at all. A few of the ladies had the temerity to call, but were not 
received, and the only sign of life about the place was the Negro man— 
a young man then — agoing in and out with a market basket. 

“Just as if a man — any man — could keep a kitchen properl]^ the 
ladies said; so they were not surprised when the smell developed.^ was 
another link between the gross, teeming world and the high and mighty 
GriersonsQ 

A neighbor, a woman, complained to the mayor, Judge Stevens;, 
eighty years old. 

“But what will you have me do about it, madam?” he said. 

“Why, send her word to stop it,” the woman said. “Isn’t there a law?*'* 

“I’m sure that won’t be necessary,” Judge Stevens said. “It's probably 
iust a snake or a rat that nigger of hers killed in the yard. I’ll speak tii 
him about it.” 


The next day he received two more complaints, one from a man who 
came in diffident deprecation. “We really must do something about it, 
Judge. I’d be the last one in the world to bother Miss Emily, but wc’vc 
got to do something.” That night the Board of Aldermen met — three 
graybeards and one younger man, a member of the rising generation. 

“It’s simple enough,” he said. “Send her word to have her place 
cleaned up. Give her a certain time to do it in, and if she don’t . . .” 

“Damm»t, sir,” Judge Stevens said, “will you accuse a lady to her face 
of smelling bad?” 

So the next night, after midnight, four men crossed Miss Emily’s 
lawn and slunk about the house like burglars, sniffing along the base of 
the brickwork and at the cellar openings while one of them performed 
a regular sowing motion with his hand out of a sack slung from hts 
shoulder. They broke open the cellar door and sprinkled lime there, 
and in all the outbuildings. As they recrossed the lawn, a window that 
had been dark was lighted and Miss Emily sat in it, the light behind 
her, and her upright torso motionless as that of an idol. They crept 
quietly across the lawn and into the shadow of the locusts that Uned the 
street. After a week or two the smell went away. 
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That was when people had begun to feel really sorry for her. People 
in our town, remembering how Old Lady Wyatt, her great-aunt, had 
gone completely crazy at last, believed that the Griersons held them- 
selves a little too high for what they really were. None of the young 
men was quite good enough to Miss Emily and such. We had long 
thought of them as a tableau : Miss Emily a slender figure in white in 
the background, her father a spraddled silhouette in the foreground, 
his back to her and clutching a horse-whip, the two of them framed 
by the back -flung front door. So when she got to be thirty and was still 
single, we were not pleased exactly, but vindicated; even with insanity 
in the family she wouldn’t have turned down all of her chances if they 
had really materialized. 

When her father died, it got about that the house was all that was 
left to her; and in a way, people were glad. At last they could pity Miss 
Emily. Being left alone, and a pauper, she had become humanized. 
Now she too would know the old thrill and the old despair of a penny 
more or less. 

The day after his death all the ladies prepared to call at the house and 
offer condolence and aid, as is our custom. Miss Emily met them at the 
door, dressed as usual and with no trace of grief on her face. She told 
them that her father was not dead. She did that for three days, with 
the ministers calling on her, and the doctors, trying to persuade her to 
let them dispose of the bod)^Just as they were about to resort to law 
and force, she broke down, and they buried her father quickly. 

We did not say she was crazy then. We believed she had to do that. 
We remembered all the young men her father had driven away, and 
wc knew that with nothing left, she would have to cling to that which 
had robbed her, as people will. 


Ill 

She^as sick for a long time. When we saw her again, her hair was cut 
short, making her look like a girl, with a vague resemblance to those 
angels in colored church windows — ^sort of tragic and serene. 

The town had just let the contracts for paving the sidewalks, and 
in the summer after her father’s death they began the work. The con- 
struction company came with niggers and mules and machinery, and a 
foreman named Homer Barron, a Yankee — a big, dark, ready man, 
with a big voice and eyes lighter than his face. The little boys would 
follow in groups to hear him cuss the niggers, and the niggers singing 
in time to the rise and fall of picks. Pretty soon he knew everybody in 
town. Whenever you heard a lot of laughing anywhere about the 
square, Homer Barron would be in the center of the group. Presently 
we began to see him and Miss Emily on Sunday afternoons driving in 
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the yellow-wheeled buggy and the matched team of bays from the 
livery stable. 

At first we were glad that Miss Emily would have an interest, because 
the ladies all said, “Of course a Grierson would not think seriously of a 
Northerner, a day laborer.” But there were still others, older people, 
who said that even grief could not cause a real lady to forget noblesse 
oblige — without calling it noblesse oblige. They just said, “Poor Emily. 
Her kinsfolk should come to her.” She had some kin in Alabama; but 
years ago her father had fallen out with them over the estate of Old 
Lady Wyatt, the crazy woman, and there was no communication be- 
tween the two families. They had not even been represented at the 
funeral. 

And as soon as the old people said, “Poor Emily,” the whispering 
began. “Do you suppose it’s really so?” they said to one another. “Of 
course it is. What else could . . .” This behind their hands; rustling of 
craned silk and satin behind jalousies closed upon the sun of Sunday 
afternoon as the thin, swift clop-clop-clop of the matched team passed: 
‘Poor Emily.” 

She carried her head high enough — even when we believed that she 
was fallen. It was as if she demanded more than ever the recognition 
of her dignity as the last Grierson; as if it had wanted that touch of 
earthiness to reaffirm her imperviousness. L’^'e when she bought the 
rat poison, the arsenic. That was over a year after they had begun to 
say “Poor Emily,” and while the two female cousins were visiting her. 

“I want some poison,” she said to the druggist. She was over thirty 
then, still a slight woman, though thinner than usual, with cold, 
haughty black eyes in a face the flesh of which was strained across the 
temples and about the eye-sockets as you imagine a lighthouse-keeper’s 
face ought to look. “I want some poison,” she said. 

“Yes, Miss Emily. What kind? For rats and such? Pd recom — ” 

“I want the best you have. I don’t care what kind.” 

The druggist named several. “They’ll kill anything up to an elephant. 
But what you want is — ” 

“Arsenic,” Miss Emily said. “Is that a good one?” 

“Is . . . arsenic? Yes, ma’am. But what you want — ” 

“I want arsenic.” 

The druggist looked down at her. She looked back at him, erect, her 
face like a strained flag. “Why, of course,” the druggist said. “If that’s 
what you want. But the law requires you to tell what you arc going to 
use it for.” 

Miss Emily just stared at him, her head tilted back in order to look 
him eye for eye, until he looked away and went and got the arsenic 
and wrapped it up. The Negro delivery boy brought her the package; 
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then he disappeared. He walked right through the house and out the 
back and was not seen again. 

The two female cousins came at once. They held the funeral on the 
fecond day, with the town coming to look at Miss Emily beneath a 
mass of bought flowers, with the crayon face of her father musing pro- 
foundly above the bier and the ladies sibilant and macabre; and the very 
old men — some in their brushed Confederate uniforms — on the porch 
and the lawn, talking of Miss Emily as if she had been a contemporary 
of theirs, believing that they had danced with her and coi^fted her per- 
haps, confusing time with its mathematical progression, as tfee old do, 
(to whom all the past is not a diminishing road but, instead, a huge 
y meadow which no winter ever quite touches, divided from them now 
^by the narrow bottle-neck of the most recent decade of years. 

Already we knew that there was one room in that region above stairs 
which no one had seen in forty years, and which would have to be 
forced. They waited until Miss Emily was decently in the ground before 
they opened it. 

The violence of breaking down the door seemed to fill this room 
with pervading dust. A thin, acrid pall as of the tomb seemed to lie 
everywhere upon this room decked and furnished as for a bridal: upon 
tlM valence curtains of faded rose color, upon the rose-shaded lights, 
upon the dressing table, upon the delicate array of crystal and the man’s 
toilet things backed with tarnished silver, silver so tarnished that the 
monogram was obscured. Among them lay a collar and tic, as if they 
had just been removed, which, lifted, left upon the surface a pale cres- 
cent in the dust. Upon a chair hung the suit, carefully folded; beneath 
it the two mute shoes and the discarded socks. 

The man himself lay in the bed. 

For a long while we just stood there, looking down at the profound 
and fleshlcss grin. The body had apparently once lain in the attitude of 
embrace, but now the long sleep that outlasts love, that conquers 
cvcrvthe grimace of love, had cuckolded him. What was left of him, 
rotted beneath what was left of the nightshirt, had become inextricable 
from the bed in which he lay; and upon him and upon the pillow be- 
side him lay that even coating of the patient and biding dust. 

Then we noticed that in the second pillow was the indentation of a 
head. One of us lifted something from it, and leaning forward, that 
faint and invisible dust dry and acrid in the nostrils, we saw a long 
strand of iron-gray hair. 



The Killers 
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HE door of Henry’s lutich* 
room opened and two men came in. They sat down at the counter. 

“What’s yours?” George asked them. 

“I don’t know,” one of the men said. “What do you want to eat, Al?** 

“I don’t know,” said Al. “I don’t know what I want to eat.” 

Outside it was getting dark. The street-light came on outside the 
window. The two men at the counter read the menu. From the other 
end of the counter Nick Adams watched them. He had been talking to 
George when they came in. 

“I’ll have a roast pork tenderloin with apple sauce and mashed po- 
tatoes,” the first man said. 

“It isn’t ready yet.” 

“What the hell do you put it on the card for?” 

“That’s the dinner,” George explained. “You can get that at sit 
o’clock.” 


George looked at the clock on the wall behind the counter. 

“It’s five o’clock.” 

“The clock says twenty minutes past five,” the second man said. 

“It’s twenty minutes fast.” 

“Oh, to hell with the clock,” the first man said. “What have you got 
to cat?” 

“I can give you any kind of sandwiches,” George said. “You can have 
ham and eggs, bacon and eggs, liver and bacon, or a steak.” 

“Give me chicken croquettes with green peas and cream sauce and 
mashed potatoes.” 

“That’s the dinner.” 

“Everything we want’s the dinner, eb? That’s the way yoq; work it** 

1089 ‘ ^ S 
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“I can give you ham and eggs, bacon and eggs, liver 

“I’ll take ham and eggs,” the man called A1 said. He wore a derby hat 
and a black overcoat buttoned across the chest. His face was small and 
white and he had tight lips. He wore a silk muffler and gloves. 

“Give me bacon and eggs,” said the other man. He was about tht 
same size as Al. Their faces were different, but they were dressed like 
twins. E(oth wore overcoats too tight for them. They sat leaning for- 
ward, their elbows on the counter. 

“Gdt anything to drink?” Al asked. 

“Silver beer, bevo, ginger-ale,” George said. 

“I mean you got anything to 
“Just those I said.” 

“This is a hot town,”, said the other. “What do they call it?” 
“Summit.” 

“Ever hear of it?” Al asked his friend. 

“No,” said the friend. 

“What do you do here nights?” Al asked. 

“They eat the dinner,” his friend said. “They all come here and cat 
the big dinner.” 

“That’s right,” George said. 

“So you think that’s right?” Al asked George. 

“Sure.” 

“You’re a pretty bright boy, aren’t you?” 

“Sure,” said George. 

“Well, you’re not,” said the other little man. “Is he, Al?” 

“He’s dumb,” said Al. He turned to Nick. “What’s your name?” 
“Adams.” 

^^Another bright boy,” Al said. “Ain’t he a bright boy. Max?” 
“The town’s full of bright boys,” Max said. 

George put the two platters, one of ham and eggs, the other of bacon 
and eggs, on the counter. He set down two side-dishes of fried potatoes 
andVlosed the wicket into the kitchen. 

“Which is yours?” he asked Al. 

“Don’t you remember?” 

“Ham and eggs.” 

“Just a bright boy,” Max said. He leaned forward and took the ham 
and, eggs. Both men ate with their gloves on. George watched them eat. 
“What arc you looking at?” Max looked at George. 

“Nothing.” 

“The hell you were. You were looking at me.” 

“Maybe the boy meant it for a joke, Max,” Al said. 
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^You don*t have to laugh/’ Max said to him. “You don’t have to laugh 
at all, see?” 

“All right,” said George. 

“So he thinks it’s all right.” Max turned to Al. “He thinks it’s all 
right. That’s a good one.” 

“Oh, he’s a thinker,” Al said. They went on eating. 

“What’s the bright boy’s name down the counter?” Al asked Max. 

“Hey, bright boy,” Max said to Nick. “You go around on the other 
side of the counter with your boy friend.” 

“What’s the idea?” Nick asked 

“There isn’t any idea.” 

“You better go around, bright boy,” Al said. Nick went around be- 
hind the counter. 

“What’s the idea?” George asked. 

“None of your damn business,” Al said. “Who’s out in the kitchen?” 

“The nigger.” 

“What do you mean the nigger?” 

“The nigger that cooks.” 

“Tell him to come in.” 

“What’s the idea?” 

“Tell him to come in.” 

“Where do you think you arc?” 

“We know damn well where we arc,” the man called Max said. “Do 
we look silly?” 

“You talk silly,” Al said to him. “What the hell do you argue with 
this kid for? Listen,” he said to George, “tell the nigger to come out 
here.” 

“What are you going to do to him?” 

“Nothing. Use your head, bright boy. What would we do to a 
nigger?” 

George opened the slit that opened back into the kitchen. “Sam,” he 
called. “Come in here a minute.” 

The door to the kitchen opened and the nigger came in. “What was 
it?” he asked. The two men at the counter took a look at him. 

“All right, nigger. You stand right there,” Al said 

Sam, the nigger, standing in his apron, looked at the two men sitting 
at the counter. “Yes, sir,” he said. Al got down from his stool. 

“I’m going back to the kitchen with the nigger and bright boy,” he 
said. “Go on back to the kitchen, nigger. You go with him, bright boy.’ 
The litdc man walked after Nick and Sam, the cook, back into the 
kitchen. The dooi shut after them. The man called Max sat at the 
counter opposite Gcorsre. He didn’t look at George but looked in the 
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mirror that ran along back of the counter. Henry’s had been made over 
from a saloon into a lunch-krounter. 

“Well, bright boy,” Max said, looking into the mirror, “why don’t 
you say something?” 

“What^s it all about?” 

“Hey, Al,*’ Max called, “bright boy wants to know what it’s all about.” 

“Why don’t you tell him?” Al’s voice came from the kitchen. 

“What do you think it’s all about?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“What do you think?” 

Max looked into the mirror all the time he was talking. 

“I wouldn’t say.” 

“Hey, Al, bright boy says he wouldn’t say what he thinks it’s all 
about.” 

“I can hear you, all right,” Al said from the kitchen. He had propped 
open the slit that dishes passed through into the kitchen with a catsup 
bottle. “Listen, bright boy,” he said from the kitchen to George. “Stand 
a little further along the bar. You move a little to the left. Max.” He 
was like a photographer arranging for a group picture. 

“Talk to me, bright boy,” Max said. “What do you think’s going to 
happen?” 

George did not say anything. 

“I’ll tell you,” Max said. “We’re going to kill a Swede. Do you know 
a big Swede named Ole Andreson?” 

“Yes.” 

“He comes here to eat every night, don’t he?” 

“Sometimes he comes here.” 

‘He comes here at six o’clock, don’t he?” 

“If he comes” 

“We know all that, bright boy,” Max said. “Talk about something 
else. Ever go to the movies?” 

“Once in a while.” 

“T^ou ought to go to the movies more. The movies are fine for a bright 
boy like you.” 

“What are you going to kill Ole Andreson for? What did he ever 
do to you?” 

“He never had a chance to do anything to us. He never even seen us.” 

“And he’s only going to see us once,” Al said from the kitchen. 

“What arc you going to kill him for, then?” George asked. 

“We’re killing him for a friend. Just to oblige a friend, bright boy.*' 

“Shut up,” said Al from the kitchen. “You talk too goddam much.” 

“Well, I got to keep bright boy amused. Don’t I, bright boy?” 

“You talk too damn much,” Al said. “The nigger and my bright boy 
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arc amused by themselves. I got them tied up like a couple of girl friends 
in the convent.” 

“I suppose you were in a convent.” 

“You never know.” 

“You were in a kosher convent. That’s where you were.” 

George looked up at the clock. 

“If anybody comes in you tell them the cook is off, and if they keep 
after it, you tell them you’ll go back and cook yourself. Do you get that, 
bright boy.?” 

“All right,” George said. “What you going to do with us afterward.?” 

“That’ll depend,” Max said. “That’s one of those things you never 
know at the time.” 

George looked up at the clock. It was a quarter past six. The door 
from the street opened. A street-car motorman came in. 

“Hello, George,” he said. “Can I get supper.?” 

“Sam’s gone out,” George said. “He’ll be back in about half an hour.” 

“Fd better go up the street,” the motorman said. George looked al 
the clock. It was twenty minutes past six. 

“That was nice, bright boy,” Max said. “You’re a regular little gentle- 
man.” 

“He knew I’d blow his head off,” Al said from the kitchen. 

“No,” said Max. “It ain’t that. Bright boy is nice. He’s a nice boy. ) 
like him.” 

At six-fifty-five George said: “He’s not coining.” 

Two other people had been in the lunch-room. Once George had 
gone out to the kitchen and made a ham-and-egg sandwich “to go” that 
a man wanted to take with him. Inside the kitchen he saw Al, his derbv 
hat tipped back, sitting on a stool beside the wicket with the muzzle of 
a sawed-off shotgun resting on the ledge. Nick and the cook were back 
to back in the corner, a towel tied in each of their mouths. George had 
cooked the sandwich, wrapped it up in oiled paper, put it in a bag. 
brought it in, and the man had paid for it and gone out. 

“Bright boy can do everything,” Max said. “He can cook and every- 
thing. You’d make some girl a nice wife, bright boy.” 

“Yes.?” George said. “Your friend, Ole Andreson, isn’t going to 
come.” 

“We’ll give him ten minutes,” Max said. 

Max watched the mirror and the clock. The hands of the clock 
marked seven o’clock, and then five minutes past seven. 

“Come on, Al,” said Max. “We better go. He’s not coming.” 

“Better give him five minutes,” Al said from the kitchen. 

In the five minutes a man came in. and George explained that the 
^k was sicke 
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“Why the hell don’t you get another cook?” the man asked. “Aitn*t 
you running a lunch-counter?” He went out. 

“Come*on, Al,” Max said. 

“What about the two bright boys and the nigger?” 

“They’re dl right.” 

“You ^ink so?” 

“Sure. We’re through with it.” 

“I don’t like it,” said AI. “It’s sloppy. You talk too much.” 

“Oh, what the hell,” said Max, “We got to keep amused, haven’t we?” 

“You talk too much, all the same,” Al said. He came out from the 
kitchen. The cut-ofi barrels of the shotgun made a slight bulge under 
the waist of his too tight-fitting overcoat. He straightened his coat with 
his gloved hands. 

“So long, bright boy,” he said to George. “You got a lot of luck.” 

“That’s the truth,” Max said. “You ought to play the races, bright 
boy.” 

The two of them went out the door. George watched them, through 
.he window, pass under the arc-light and cross the street. In their tight 
overcoats and derby hats they looked like a vaudeville team. George 
went back through the swinging-door into the kitchen and untied Nick 
and the cook. 

“I don’t want any more of that,” said Sam, the cook. “I don’t want 
any more of that.’' 

Nick stood up. He had never had a towel in his mouth before. 

“Say,” he said. “What the hell?” He was trying to swagger it off. 

“They were going to kill Ole Andreson,” George said. “They were 
going to shoot him when he came in to eat.” 

“Ole Andreson?” 

“Sure.” 

The cook felt the corners of his mouth with his thumbs. 

“They all gone?” he asked. 

“Yeah,” said George. “They’re gone now.” 

^ don’t like it,” said the cook. “I don’t like any of it at all.” 

“Listen,” George said to Nick. “You better go see Ole Andreson.” 

“All right.” 

‘Tou better not have anything to do with it at all,” Sam, the cook 
said. “You better stay way out of it.” 

“Don’t go if you don’t want to,” George said. 

“Mixing up in this ain’t going to get you anywhere,” the cook said 
“You stay out of it.*' 

“I’ll go sec him,” Nick said to George. “Where does he live?” 

The cook turned away. 

“Little boys always know what they want to do,” he said. 
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“He lives up at Hirsch’s rooming-house,” George said to Nick. 

“I’ll go up there.” 

(Outside the arc-light shone through the bare branches of a tree. Nick 
walked up the street beside the car-tracks and turned at the next arc- 
light down a side-street. Three houses up the street was Hirsch’s room^ 
ing house. Nick walked up the tv/o steps and pushed the bell. A woman 
came to the door. 

“Is Ole Andreson here?” 

“Do you want to see him?” 

“Yes, if he’s in.” 

Nick followed the woman up a flight of stairs and back to the end of 
a corridor. She knocked on the door. 

“Who is it?” 

“It’s somebody to see you, Mr. Andreson,” the woman said. 

“It’s Nick Adams.” 

“Come in.” 

Nick opened the door and went into the room. Ole Andreson was 
lying on the bed with all his clothes on. He had been a heavyweight 
prizefighter and he was too long for the bed. He lay with his head on 
two pillows. He did not look at Nick. 

“What was it?” he asked. 

“I was up at Henry’s,” Nick said, “and two fellows came in and tied 
up me and the cook, and they said they were going to kill you.” 

It sounded silly when he said it. Ole Andreson said nothing. 

“They put us out in the kitchen,” Nick went on. “They were going 
to shoot you when you came in to supper.” 

Ole Andreson looked at the wall and did not say anything, 

“George thought I better come and tell you about it.” 

“There isn’t anything I can do about it,” Ole Andreson said. 

“I’ll tell you what they were like.” 

“I don’t want to know what they were like,” Ole Andreson said. He 
looked at the wall. “Thanks for coming to tell me about it.” 

“That’s all right.” 

Nick looked at the big man lying on the bed. 

“Don’t you want me to go and see the police?” 

“No,” Ole Andreson said. “That wouldn’t do any good.” 

“Isn’t there something I could do?” 

“No. There ain’t anything to do.” 

“Maybe it was just a bluff.” 

“No. It ain’t just a bluff.” 

Ole Andreson rolled over toward the wall. 

“The only thing is,” he said, talking toward the wall, “I just catft 
I make up my mind to go out. I been in here all day.” 
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“Couldn't you get out of town?** 

“No,” Ole Andreson said. “I’m through with all that running 
around.” 

He looked at the wall. 

“There ain’t anything to do now.” 

“Couldn’t you fix it up some way?” 

“No. I got in wrong.” He talked in the same flat voice. “There ain’t 
anything to do. After a while I’ll make up my mind to go out,” 

“I better go back and see George,” Nick said. 

“So long,” said Ole Andreson. He did not look toward Nick. “Thanks 
for coming around.” 

Nick went out. As he shut the door he saw Ole Andreson with all his 
clothes on, lying on the bed looking at the wall. 

“He’s been in his room all day,” the landlady said downstairs. “I 
guess he don’t feel well. I said to him: ‘Mr. Andreson, you ought to go 
out and take a walk on a nice fall day like this,’ but he didn’t feel like it.” 

“He doesn’t want to go out.” 

“I’m sorry he don’t feel well,” the woman said. “He’s an awfully nice 
man. He was in the ring, you know.” 

“I know it.” 

“You’d never know it except from the way his face is,” the woman 
said. They stood talking just inside the street door. “He’s just as gentle." 
--I!S/ell, good night, Mrs. Hirsch,” Nick said. 

“I’m not Mrs. Hirsch,” the woman said. “She owns the place. I jusi 
^ look after it for her. I’m Mrs. Bell.” 

“Well, good night, Mrs. Bell,” Nick said. 

“Good night,” the woman said. 

Nick walked up the dark street to the corner under the arc-light, and 
then along the car-tracks to Henry’s eating-house. George was inside, 
back of the counter. 

“Did you see Ole?” 

“Yps,” said Nick. “He’s in his room and he won’t go out.” 

The cook opened the door from the kitchen when he heard Nick’i 
voice. 

“I don’t even listen to it,” he said and shut the door. 

“Did you tell him about it?” George asked. 

“Sure. I told him but he knows what it’s all about.” 

“What’s he going to do?** 

“Nothing.” 

“They’ll kill him.” 

’*1 guess they will.” 

“He must have got mixed up in something in Chicago* 

“I guess so,” said Nick, 
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“It’s a hell of a thing.” 

“It’s an awful thing,” Nick said. 

They did not say anything. George reached down for a towel and 
wiped the counter. 

“I wonder what he did.?” Nick said. 

“Double-crossed somebody. That’s what they kill them for.” 

“I’m going to get out of this town,” Nick said. 

“Yes,” said George. “That’s a good thing to do.” 

“I can’t stand to think about him waiting in the room and knowing 
he’s going to get it. It’s too damned awful.” 

“Well,” said George, “you better not think about it.” 
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. HEY brought them in around 
midnight and then, all night long, everyone along the corridor heard 
the Russian. 

^"Where is he shot?” Mr. Frazer asked the night nurse. 

^^In the thigh, I think.” 

"‘What about the other one?” 

“Oh, he’s going to die, I’m afraid.” 

“Where is he shot?” 

“Twice in the abdomen. They only found one of the bullets.” 

They were both beet workers, a Mexican and a Russian, and they 
were sitting drinking coffee in an all-night restaurant when someone 
came in the door and started shooting at the Mexican. The Russian 
crawled under a table and was hit, finally, by a stray shot fired at the 
Mexican as he lay on the floor with two bullets in his abdomen. That 
wtfs what the paper said. 

The Mexican told the police he had no idea who shot him. He be- 
lieved it to be an accident. 

“An accident that he fired eight shots at you and hit you twice, 
there?” 

“Si, senor,” said the Mexican, who was named Cayetano Ruiz. 

“An accident that he hit me at all, the cabron,” he said to the in- 
terpreter. 

“What does he say?” asked the detective sergeant, looking across the 
bed at the interpreter. 

“He says it was an accident.*’ 
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“Tell him to tell the truth, that he is going to die,’* the detective said. 

“Na,” said Cayetano. “But tell him that I feel very sick and would 
prefer not to talk so much.” 

“He says that he is telling the truth,” the interpreter said. Then, 
speaking confidently, to the detective, “He don’t know who shot him. 
They shot him in the back.” 

“Yes,” said the detective. “I understand that, but why did the bullets 
all go in the front.?” 

“Maybe he is spinning around,” said the interpreter. 

“Listen,” said the detective, shaking his finger almost at Cayetano’s 
nose, which projected, waxen yellow, from his dead-man’s face in which 
his eyes were alive as a hawk’s. “I don’t give a damn who shot you, but 
I’ve got to clear this thing up. Don’t you want the man who shot you 
to be punished.? Tell him that,” he said to the interpreter. 

“He says to tell who shot you.” 

“Mandarlo al carajo,” said Cayetano, who was very tired. 

“He says he never saw the fellow at all,” the interpreter said. “I tell 
you straight they .shot him in the back.” 

“Ask him who shot the Russian ” 

“Poor Russian,” said Cayetano. “He was on the floor with his head 
enveloped in his arms. He started to give cries when they shoot him 
and he is giving cries ever since. Poor Russian.” 

“He says some fellow that he doesn’t know. Maybe the same fellow 
that shot him.” 

“Listen,” the detective said. “This isn’t Chicago. You’re not a gang- 
stei. You don’t have to act like a moving picture. It’s all right to tell 
who shot you. Anybody would tell who shot them. That’s ail right to 
do. Suppose you don’t tell who he is and he shoots somebody else. Sup- 
pose he shoots a woman or a child. You can’t let him get away with that. 
You tell him,” he said to Mr. Frazer. “I don’t trust that damn in- 
terpreter.” 

“I am very reliable,” the interpreter said. Cayetano looked at Mr. 
Frazer. 

“Listen, amigo,” said Mr. Frazer. “The policeman says that we arc 
not in Chicago but in Hailey, Montana. You arc not a bandit and this 
has nothing to do with the cinema,” 

“I believe him,” said Cayetano softly. *^Ya lo creo” 

“One can, with honor, denounce one’s assailant. Everyone docs it 
here, he says. He says what happens if after shooting you, this man 
shoots a woman or a child?” 

“I am not married,” Cayetano said. 

“He says any woman, anv child.” 

“The man is not crazYi Cayetano said. 
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doctor wanted to show Mr. Frazer two pheasants that were out there 
in the snow, and pulling the bed toward the window, the reading 
fell off the iron bedstead and hit Mr. Frazer on the head. This docs not 
sound so funny now but it was very funny then. Everyone was looking 
out the window, and the doctor, who was a most excellent doctor, was 
pointing at the pheasants and pulling the bed toward the window, and 
then, just as in a comic section, Mr. Frazer was knocked out by the 
leaded base of the lamp hitting the top of his head. It seemed the 
antithesis of healing or whatever people were in the hospital for, and 
everyone thought it was very funny, as a joke on Mr. Frazer and on tht 
doctor. Everything is much simpler in a hospital, including the jokes. 

From the other window, if the bed was turned, you could see the 
town, with a little smoke atjove it, and the Dawson mountains looking 
like real mountains with the winter snow on them. Those were the iwa 
views since the wheeled chair had proved to be premature. It is realh 
best to be in bed if you are in a hospital; since two views, with time ti 
observe them, from a room the temperature of which you control, art 
much better than any number of views seen for a few minutes from 
hot, empty rooms that are waiting for someone else, or just abandoned, 
which you are wheeled in and out of. If you stay long enough in a 
room the view, whatever it is, acquires a great value and becomes very 
important and you would not change it, not even by a different angle 
just as, with the radio, there are certain things that you become fond of, 
and you welcome them and resent the new things. The best tunes they 
had that winter were “Sing Something Simple,” “Singsong Girl,” and 
“Litdc White Lies.” No other tunes were as satisfactory, Mr. Fraser 
felt. “Betty Co-ed” was a good tune too, but the parody of the words 
which came unavoidably into Mr. Frazer’s mind, grew so steadily and 
increasingly obscene that there being no one to appreciate it, he finally 
abandoned it and let the song go back to football. 

About nine o’clock in the morning they would start using the X-ray 
fllachine, and then the radio, which, by then, was only getting Hailey, 
became useless. Many people in Hailey who owned radios protested 
about the hospital’s X-ray machine which ruined their morning recep- 
tion, but there was never any action taken, although many felt it was a 
shame the hospital could not use their machine at a time when people 
were not using their radios. 

About the time when it became necessary to turn off the radio Sistef 
Cecilia came in. 

“How’s Cayetano, Sister Cecilia?” Mr. Frazer asked. 

“Oh, he’s very bad.” 

“Is be out ot his head?” 



THE GAMBLER, NUN, AND THE RADIO 1103 

“No, but Fm afraid he’s going to die.** 

“How arc you?” 

“I’m very worried about him, and do you know that absolutdy no 
one has come to see him? He could die just like a dog for all those 
Mexicans care. They’re really dreadful.” 

“Do you want to come up and hear the game this afternoon?” 

“Oh, no,” she said. “I’d be too excited. I'll be in the chapel praying.” 

“We ought to be able to hear it pretty well,” Mr. Frazer said. “They’re 
playing out on the coast and the difference in time will bring it late 
enough so we can get it all right.” 

“Oh, no. I couldn’t do it. The world series nearly finished me. When 
the Athletics were at bat I was praying right out loud: ‘Oh, Lord, 
direct their batting eyes! Oh, Lord, may he hit one! Oh, Lord, may he 
hit safely!’ Then when they filled the base.', in the third game, you re- 
member, it was too much for me. ‘Oh, Lord, may he hit it out of the 
lot! Oh, Lord, may he drive it clean over the fence!’ Then you know 
when the Cardinals would come to bat it was simply dreadful. ‘Oh, 
Lord, may they not see it! Oh, Lord, don’t let them even catch a glimpse 
of it! Oh, Lord, may they fan!’ And this game is even worse. It’s Notre 
Dame. Our Lady. No, I’ll be in the chapel. For Our Lady. They’re 
playing for Our Lady. I wish you’d write something sometime for Our 
Lady. You could do it. You know you could do it, Mr. Frazer.” 

‘I don’t know anything about her that I could write. It’s mostly been 
written already,” Mr. Frazer said. “You wouldn’t like the way I write. 
She wouldn’t care for it either.” 

“You’ll write about her sometime,” Sister said. “I know you will. 
You must write about Our Lady.” 

“You’d better come up and hear the game.” 

“It would be too much for me. No, I’ll be in the chapel doing what 
I can.” 

That afternoon they had been playing about five minutes when a 
probationer came into the room and said, “Sister Cecilia wants to know 
how the game is going?” 

“Tell her they have a touchdown already.” 

In a little while the probationer came into the room again. 

“Tell her they’re playing them off their feet,” Mr. Frazer said. 

A little later he rang the bell for the nurse who was on floor duty. 
“Would you mind going down to the chapel or sending word down to 
Sister Cecilia that Notre Dame has them fourteen to nothing at the 
end of the first quarter and that it’s all right? She can stop praying.” 

In a few minutes Sister Cecilia came into the room. She was very 
excited. “What does fourteen to nothing mean? } don’t know anything 
ftbout this game. That’s a nice safe lead in baseball. But I don’t know 
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anything about football. It may not mean a thing. I’m going right back 
down to the chapel and pray until it’s finished.” 

“They have them beaten,” Frazer said. “I promise you. Stay and 
listen with me.” 

“No. No. No. No. No. No. No,” she said. “I’m going right down to' 
the chapel to pray.” 

Mr. Frazer sent down word whenever Notre Dame scored, and 
finally, when it had been dark a long time, the final result. 

“How’s Sister Cecilia?” 

“They’re all at chapel,” she said. 

The next morning Sister Cecilia came in. She was very pleased and 
confident. 

“I knew they couldn’t beat Our Lady,” she said. “They couldn’t. 
Cayetano’s better too. He’s much better. He’s going to have visitors. He 
can’t see them yet, but they are going to come and that will make him 
feel better and know he’s not forgotten by his own people. I went down 
and saw that O’Brien boy at Police Headquarters and told him that he’s 
got to send some Mexicans up to see poor Cayetano. He’s going to send 
some this afternoon. Then that poor man will feel better. It’s wicked 
the way no one has come to see him.” 

That afternoon about five o’clock three Mexicans came into the room. 

“Can one?” asked the biggest one, who had very thick lips and was 
quite fat. 

“Why not?” Mr. Frazer answered. “Sit down, gentlemen. Will you 
take something?” 

“Many thanks,” said the big one. 

“Thanks,” said the darkest and smallest one. 

“Thanks, no,” said the thin one. “It mounts to my head.” He tapped 
his head. 

The nurse brought some glasses. “Please give them the bottle,” Frazer 
said. “It is from Red Lodge,” he explained. 

‘^hat of Red Lodge is the best,” said the big one. “Much better than 
that of Big Timber.” 

“Clearly,” said the smallest one, “and costs more too.” 

“In Red Lodge it is of all prices,” said the big one. 

“How many tubes has the radio?” asked the one who did not drink. 

“Seven.” 

“Very beautiful,” he said. “What does it cost?” 

“I don’t know,” Mr. Frazer said. “It is rented.” 

“You gentlemen are friends of Cayetano?” 

“No,” said the big one. “We are friends of he who wounded him.” 

“We were sent here by the police,” the smallest one said. 

“We have a little place,” the big one said. “He and I,” indicating the 
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one who did not drink. He has a little place too,” indicating the small, 
dark one. The police tell us we have to come — so we come.” 

“I am very happy you have come.” 

“Equally,” said the big one. 

“Will you have another little cup?” 

“Why not?” said the big one. 

“With your permission,” said the smallest one. 

“Not me,” said the tnin one. “It mounts to my head.” 

“It is very good,” said the smallest one. 

“Why not try some?” Mr. Frazer asked the thin one. “Let a little 
mount to your head.” 

“Afterwards comes the headache,” said the thin one. 

“Could you not send friends of Cayetano to see him?” Frazer asked. 

“He has no friends.” 

“Every man has friends.” 

“This one, no.” 

“What does he do?” 

“He is a card -play ei.” 

“Is he good?” 

“I believe it.” 

“From me,” said the smallest one, “he won one hundred and eighty 
dollars. Now there is no longer one hundred and eighty dollars in the 
world.” 

“From me,” said the thin one, “he won two hundred and eleven dol- 
lars. Fix yourself on that figure.” 

“I never played with him,” said the fat one. 

“He must be very rich,” Mr. Frazer suggested. 

“He is poorer than we,” said the little Mexican. “Me has no more 
than the shirt on his back.” 

“And that shirt is of little value now,” Mr. Frazer said. “Perforated 
as it is.” 

“Clearly.” 

“The one who wounded him was a card-player?” 

“No, a beet worker. He has had to leave town.” 

“Fix yourself on this,” said the smallest one. “He was the best guitar 
player ever in this town. The finest.” 

“What a shame.” 

“I believe it,” said the biggest one. “How he could touch the guitar.” 

“There are no good guitar players left?” 

“Not the shadow of a guitar player.” 

“There is an accordion player who is worth something,” the thin 
nian said. 
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“There arc a few who touch various instruments,” the big one said 
“You like music?” 

“How would I not?” 

“We will come one night with music? You think the sister would 
allow it? She seems very amiable.” 

“I am sure she would permit it when Cayetano is able to hear it.” 

“Is she a little crazy?” asked the thin one. 

“Who?” 

“That sister?” 

“No,” Mr. Frazer said. “She is a fine woman of great intelligence and 
sympathy.” 

“I distrust all priests, monks, and sisters,” said the thin one. 

“He had bad experiences when a boy,” the smallest one said. 

“I was acolyte,” the thin one said proudly. “Now I believe in nothing. 
Neither do I go to mass.” 

“Why? Does it mount to your head?” 

“No,” said the thin one. “It is alcohol that mounts to my head. 
Religion is the opium of the poor.” 

“I thought mariajuana was the opium of the poor,” Frazer said. 

“Did you ever smoke opium?” the big one asked. 

“No.” 

“Nor I,” he said. “It seems it is very bad. One commences and cannot 
stop. It is a vice.” 

“Like religion,” said the thin one. 

“This one,” said the smallest Mexican, “is very strong against re- 
ligion.” 

“It is necessary to be very strong against something,” Mr. Frazer said 
politely. 

“I respect those who have faith even though they are ignorant,” the 
thin one said. 

“Good,” said Mr. Frazer. 

‘jWhat can we bring you?” asked the big Mexican. “Do you lack for 
anything?” 

“I would be glad to buy some beer if there is good beer.” 

“We will bring beer.” 

“Another copita before you go?” 

“It is very good.” 

“We are robbing you.” 

“I can’t take it. It goes to my head. Then I have a bad headache and 
sick at the stomach.” 

“Good-by, gentlemen.” 

“Good-by and thanks.” 

They went out and there was supper and then the radio, turned 
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be as quiet as possible and still be heard, and the stations finally signing 
ofiF in this order: Denver, Salt Lake City, Los Angeles, and Seattle. Mr. 
Frazer received no picture of Denver from the radio. He could see 
Denver from the Denver Post, ancf correct the picture from The Rocl^y 
Mountain News, Nor did he ever have any feel of Salt Lake City or Los 
Angeles from what he heard from those places. All he felt about Salt 
Lake City was that it was clean, but dull, and there were too many 
ballrooms mentioned in too many big hotels for him to see Los Angeles. 
He could not feel it for the ballrooms. But Seattle he came to know very 
well, the taxicab company with the big white cabs (each cab equipped 
wi:h radio itself) he rode in every night out to the roadhouse on the 
Cap K.ban side where he followed the course of parties by the musical 
selections hey phoned for. He lived in Seattle from two o’clock on, each 
night, hearing the pieces that all the different people asked for, and it 
was as real as Minneapolis, where the revelers left their beds each morn- 
ing to make that trip down to the studio. Mr. Frazer grew very fond 
of Seattle, Washington. 

The Mexicans came and brought beer but it was not good beer. Mr. 
Frvizcr saw them but he did not feel like talking, and when they went 
he knew they would not come again. His nerves had become tricky and 
he disliked seeing people while he was in this condition. His nerves 
went bad at the end of five weeks, and wh’^ he was pleased they lasted 
that long yet he resemed being forced to make the same experiment 
when he already knew the answer. Mr. Frazer had been through this 
all before. The only thing which was news to him was the radio. He 
played it all night long, turned so low he could barely hear it, and he 
was learning to listen to it without thinking. 

Sister Cecilia came into the room about »en o’clock in the morning on 
that day and brought the mail She was very handsome, and Mr. Frazer 
liked to see her and to hear her talk, but the mail, supposedly coming 
from a different world, was more important. However, there was noth- 
ing in the mail of any interest. 

“You look so much better,” she .said. “You’ll be ieaving us soon.” 

“Yes,” Mr. Frazer said. “You look very happy this morning.” 

“Oh, I am. This morning I feel as though I might be a saint.” 

Mr. Frazer was a little taken aback at this. 

“Yes,” Sister Cecilia went on. “That’s what I want to be. A saint. 
Ever since I was a litde girl I’ve wanted to be a saint. When I was a 
girl I thought if I renounced the world and went into the convent T 
would be a saint. That was what I wanted to be and that was vvhat I 
thought I had ^ do to be one. I expected I would be a saint. I was 
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absolutely sure I would be one. For just a moment I thought I was 
one. I was so happy and it seemed so simple and easy. When I awoke 
in the morning I expected I would be a saint, but I wasn’t. IVe never 
become one. I want to be one. All I want is to be a saint. That is all I’ve 
ever wanted. And this morning I feel as though I might be one. Oh, 
I hope I will get to be one.” 

“You’ll be one. Everybody gets what they want. That’s what they 
always tell me.” 

“I don’t know now. When I was a girl it seemed so simple. I knew 
I would be a saint. Only I believed it took time when I found it did no*' 
happen suddenly. Now it seems almost impossible.” 

“I’d say you had a good chance.” 

“Do you really think so.? No, I don’t want just to be encouraged 
Don’t just encourage me. I want to be a saint. I want so to be a saint.” 

“Of course you’ll be a saint,” Mr. Frazer said. 

“No, probably I won’t be. But, oh, if I could only be a saint! I’d be 
perfectly happy.” 

“You’re three to one to be a saint.” 

“No, don’t encourage me. But, oh, if I could only be a saint! If I 
could only be a saint!” 

“How’s your friend Cayetano.?” 

“He’s going to get well but he’s paralyzed. One of the bullets hit the 
big nerve that goes down through his thigh and that leg is paralyzed. 
They only found it out when he got well enough so that he could move.” 

“Maybe the nerve will regenerate.” 

“I’m praying that it will,” Sister Cecilia said. “You ought to see him.” 

“I don’t feel like seeing anybody.” 

“You know you’d like to see him. They could wheel him in here.” 

“All right.” 

They wheeled him in, thin, his skin transparent, his hair black and 
needing to be cut, his eyes very laughing, his teeth bad when he smiled. 
amigol Que tal?** 

“As you see,” said Mr. Frazer. “And thou?” 

“Alive and with the leg paralyzed.” 

“Bad,” Mr. Frazer said. “But the nerve can regenerate and be as good 
as new.” 

“So they tell me.” 

“What about the pain?” 

“Not now. For a while I was crazy with it in the belly. I thought the 
pain alone would kill me.” 

Sister Cecilia was observing them happily. 

“She tells me you never made a sound,” Mr. Frazer said. 
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“So many people in the ward,” the Mexican said deprecatingly. 
'What class of pain do you have?” 

“Big enough. Clearly not as bad as yours. When the nurse goes out I 
cry an hour, two hours. It rests me. My nerves are bad now.” 

“You have the radio. If I had a private room and a radio I would be 
crying and yelling all night long.” 

“I doubt it.” 

“Hombre, si. It’s very healthy. But you cannot do it with so many 
people ” 

“At least,” M:. Frazer said, “the hands are still good. They tell me 
you make your living with the hands.” 

“And the head, ’ he said, tapping his forehead. “But the head isn’t 
worth as much.” 

“Three of your countrymen were here.” 

“Sent by the police to see me ” 

“They brought some beer. * 

“Jt probably was ” 

“It Was ’.tin 

“Tonigtu, sent oy the police, they come to serenade me.” He laughed, 
then tapped his stomach “I cannot laugh yet. As musicians they are 
fatal.” 

“And the one who shot you?” 

“Another fool. I won thirty-eight dollars from him at cards. That is 
lot 10 kill about.” 

“The three told me you win much money.” 

“And am poorer than the birds.*' 

“How?” 

“I am a poor idealist. I im ihe victim of illusions.” He laughed, then 
grinned and tapped his stomach. “I am a professional gambler but I like 
■0 gamble. To really gamble. Little gambling is all crooked. For real 
gambling you need luck. I have no luck.” 

“Never?” 

“Never, I am completely without luck- Look, this cabron who shoots 
me just now. Can he shoot? No. The first shot he fires into nothing. 
The second is intercepted by a poor Russian. That would seem to be 
luck. What happens? He shoots me twice in the belly. He is a lucky 
man. I have no luck. He could not hit a horse if he were holding the 
stirrup. All luck.” 

“I thought he shot you first and the Russian after.” 

“No, the Russian first, me after. The paper was mistaken.” 

“Why didn’t you shoot him?” 

“I never carry a gun. With my luck, if I carried a gun I would be 
iiangcd ten times a year. I am a cheap card player, only that.” He 
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stopped, then continued* “When I make a sum of money I gamble an< 
when I gamble I lose. I have passed at dice for three thousand dollar 
and crapped out for the six. With good dice. More than once.’* 

“Why continue.?*’ 

“If I live long enough the luck will change. I have bad luck now fo 
fifteen years. If I ever get any good luck I will be rich.” He grinned. “ 
am a good gambler, really I would enjoy being rich.” 

“Do you have bad luck with all games?” 

“With everything and with women.” He smiled again, showing hi 
bad teeth. 

“Truly?” 

“Truly.” 

“And what is there to do?” 

“Continue, slowly, and wait for luck to change.” 

“But with women?” 

“No gambler has luck with women. He is too concentrated. Hi 
works nights. When he should be with the woman. No man who work 
nights can hold a woman if the woman is worth anything.” 

“You arc a philosopher.” 

“No, hombre. A gambler of the small towns. One small town, thci 
another, then a big town, then start over again.” 

“Then shot in the belly.” 

“The first time,” he said. “That has only happened once.” 

“I tire you talking?” Mr. Frazer suggested. 

“No,” he said. “I must tire you.” 

“And the leg?” 

“I have no great use for the leg. I am all right with the leg or not 
I will be able to circulate.” 

“I wish you luck, truly, and with all my heart,” Mr. Frazer said. 

“Equally,” he said. “And that the pain stops.” 

“It will not last, certainly. It is passing. It is of no importance.” 

“ifhat it passes quickly.” 

“Equally.” 

That night the Mexicans played the accordion and other instrument 
in the ward and it was cheerful and the noise of the inhalations and ex 
halations of the accordion, and of the bells, the traps, and the drun 
came down the corridor. In that ward there was a rodeo rider wh( 
had come out of the chutes on Midnight on a hot dusty afternooi 
with a big crowd watching, and now, with a broken back, was goinj 
to learn to work in leather and to cane chairs when he got well cnougl 
to leave the hospital. There was a carpenter who had fallen with 
scaflFolding and broken both ankles and both wrists. He had lit lik 
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a cat without a cat’s resiliency. They could fix him up so that he could 
work again but it would take a long time. There was a boy from a 
farm, about sixteen years old, with a broken leg that had been badly 
set and was to be rebroken. There was Cayetano Ruiz, a small-town 
gambler with a paralyzed leg. Down the corridor Mr. Frazer could 
hear them all laughing and merry with the music made by the Mex- 
icans who had been sent by the police. The Mexicans were having a 
good time. They came in, very excited, to see Mr. Frazer and wanted 
to know if there was anything he wanted them to play, and they came 
twice more to play at night of their own accord. 

The last time they played Mr. Frazer lay in his room with the door 
open and listened to the noisy, bad music and could not keep from 
thinking. When they wanted to know what he wished played, hr 
asked for the Cucaracha, which has the sinister lightness and deftness 
of so many of the tunes men have gone to die to. They played noisily 
and with emotion. The tune was better than most of such tunes, to Mr. 
Frazer’s mind, but the effect was all the same. 

In spite of this introduction of emotion, Mr. Frazer went on thinking. 
Usually he avoided thinking all he could, except when he was writing, 
but now he was thinking about those who were playing and what the 
little one had said. 

Religion is the opium of the people. He believed that, that dyspeptic 
little joint-keeper. Yes, and music is the o^^ium of the people. Old 
mount-to-the-head hadn’t thought of that. And now economics is the 
opium of the people; along with patriotism the opium of the people in 
Italy and Germany. What about sexual intercourse; was that an opium 
of the people? Of some of the people. Of some of the best of the people, 
but drink was a sovereign opium of the people, oh, an excellent opium. 
Although some prefer the radio, another opium of the people, a cheap 
one he had just been using. Along with these went gambling, an opium 
of the people if there ever was one, one of the oldest. Ambition was 
another, an opium of the people, along with a belief in any new form 
of government. What you wanted was the minimum of government, 
always less government. Liberty, what we believed in, now the name 
of a McFadden publication. We believed in that although they had 
not found a new name foi it yet. But what was the real one? What 
was the real, the actual, opium of the people? He knew it very well. It 
was gone just a little way around the corner in that well-lighted part of 
his mind that was there after two or more drinks in the evening; that 
he knew was there (it was not really there of course). What was it? 
He knew very well. What was it? Of course; bread was the opium of 
the people. Would he remember that and would it make sense in the 
daylight? Bread is the opium of the people. 
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“Listen,” Mr. Frazer said to the nurse when she came, “Get that little 
thin Mexican in here, will you, please?” 

“How did you like it?” the Mexican said at the door. 

“Very much.” 

“It is a historic tune,” the Mexican said. “It is the tune of the leal 
revolution.” 

“Listen,” said Mr. Frazer. “Why should the people be operated oi) 
without an anaesthetic?” 

“I do not understand.” 

“Why are not all the opiums of the people good? What do you want 
to do with the people?” 

“They should be rescued from ignorance.” 

“Don’t talk nonsense. Education is an opium of the people. You ought 
to know that. You’ve had a little.” 

“You do not believe in education?” 

“No,” said Mr. Frazer. “In knowledge, yes.” 

“I do not follow you.” 

“Many times I do not follow myself with pleasure.” 

“You want to hear the Cucaracha another time?” asked the Mexican 
worriedly. 

“Yes,” said Mr. Frazier. “Play the Cucaracha another time. It’s better 
than the radio.” 

Revolution, Mr. Frazer thought, is no opium. Revolution is a cathar- 
sis; an ecstasy which can only be prolonged by tyranny. The opiums 
are for before and for after. He was thinking well, a little toe wcil. 

They would go now in a little while, he thought, and they would 
take the Cucaracha with them. Then he would have a little spot or i.hc 
giant killer and play the radio, you could play the radio so that you 
could hardly hear it. 



The Red Pony 

BY JOHN STEINBECK 


I. THE GIFT 

A 

daybreak Billy Buck emerged 
from the bunkhouse and stood for a moment on the porch looking up 
at the sky. He was a broad, bandy-legged little man with a walrus 
mustache, with square hands, puffed and muscled on the palms. His 
eyes were a contemplative, watery gray and the hair which protruded 
from under his Stetson hat was spiky and v/eathered. Billy was still 
stuffing his shirt into his blue jeans as he stood on th^ porch. He un- 
buckled his belt and tightened it again. The belt showed, by the worn 
shiny places opposite each hole, the gradual increase of Billy’s middle 
over a period of years. When he had seen to the weather, Billy cleared 
each nostril by holding its mate closed with his forefinger and blowing 
fiercely. Then he walked down to the barn, rubbing his hands together. 
He curried and brushed two saddle horses in the stalls, talking quietly 
to them all the time; and he had hardly finished when the iron triangle 
started ringing at the ranch house. Billy stuck the brush and currycomb 
together and laid them on the rail, and went up to breakfast. His action 
had been so deliberate and yet so wasteless of time that he came to 
the house while Mrs. Tiflin was still ringing the triangle. She nodded 
her gray head to him and withdrew into the kitchen. Billy Buck sat 
down on the steps, because he v^as a cow-hand, and it wouldn’t be 
fitting that he should go first into the dining room. He heard Mr. Tiflin 
in the house, stamping his feet into his boots. 

The high jangling note of the triangle put the boy Jody in motion. He 
^as only a little boy, ten years old, with hair like dusty yellow grass and 
^ith shy polite gray eyes, and with a mouth that worked when he 
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thought. The triangle picked him up out of sleep. It didn’t occur to 
him to disobey the harsh note. He never had : no one he knew ever had 
He brushed the tangled hair out of his eyes and skinned his nightgown 
off. In a moment he was dressed— blue chambray shirt and overalls. It 
was late in the summer, so of course there were no shoes to bother with. 
In the kitchen he waited until his mother got from in front of the sink 
and went back to the stove. Then he washed himself and brushed back 
his wet hair with his fingers. His mother turned sharply on him as he 
left the sink. Jody looked shyly away. 

“IVe got to cut your hair before long,” his mother said. “Breakfast’s 
on the table. Go on in, so Billy can come.” 

Jody sat at the long table which was covered with white oilcloth 
washed through to the fabric in some places. The fried eggs lay m 
rows on their platter. Jody took three eggs on his plate and followed 
with three thick slices of crisp bacon. He carefully scraped a spot of 
blood from one of the egg yolks. 

Billy Buck clumped in. “That won’t hurt you,” Billy explained. 
“That’s, only a sign the rooster leaves.” 

Jody’s tali stern father came in then and Jody knew from the imsc 
on the floor that he was wearing boots, but he looked under the table 
anyway, to make sure. His father turned off the oil lamp over the table, 
for plenty of morning light now came through the windows. 

Jody did not ask where his father and Billy Buck were riding that 
day, but he wished he might go along. His father was a disciplinarian. 
Jody obeyed him in everything without questions of any kind. Now, 
Carl Tiflin sat down and reached for the egg platter. 

“Got the cows ready to go, Billy?” he asked. 

“In the lower corral,” Billy said. “I could just as well take them in 
alone.” 

“Sure you could. But a man needs company. Besides your throat 
gets pretty dry.” Carl Tiflin was jovial this morning. 

✓ Jody’s mother put her head in the door. “What time do you think to 
be back, Carl?” 

“I can’t tell. I’ve got to see some men in Salinas. Might be gone till 
dark.” 

The eggs and coffee and big biscuits disappeared rapidly. Jody fol- 
lowed the two men out of the house. He watched them mount their 
horses and drive six old milk cows out of the corral and start over the 
hill toward Salinas. They were going to sell the old cows to the bu»^cher. 

When they bad disappeared over the crown of the ridge Jody walked 
up the hill in back of the house. The dogs trotted around the house 
corner hunching their shoulders and gi inning horribly with pleasure. 
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Jody patted their heads— Doubletree Mutt with the big thick tail and 
yellow eyes, and Smasher, the shepherd, who had killed a coyote and 
lost an ear in doing it. Smasher s one good ear stood up higher than 
a collie’s car should. Billy Buck said that always happened. After the 
frenzied greeting the dogs lowered their noses to the ground in a busi- 
nesslike way and went ahead, looking back now and then to make sure 
that the boy was coming. They walked up through the chicken yard 
and saw the quail eating with the chickens. Smasher chased the chickens 
a little to keep in practice in case there should ever be sheep to herd. 
Jody continued on through the large vegetable patch where the green 
corn was higher than his head. The cow-pumpkins were green and 
small yet. He went on to the sagebrush line where the cold spring ran 
out of its pipe and fell into a round wooden tub. He leaned over and 
drank close to the green mossy wood where the water tasted best Then 
he turned and looked back on the ranch, on the low, whitewashed 
house girded with red geraniums, and on the long bunkhouse by the 
cypress tree where Billy Buck lived alone. Jody could see the great 
black kettle under the cypress tree. That was where the pigs were 
scalded. The sun was coming over the ridge now, glaring on the white- 
wash of the houses and barns, making the wet grass blaze softly. Behind 
him, in the tall sagebrush, the birds were scampering on the ground, 
making a great noise among the dry leaves; the squirrels piped shrilly 
on the side-hills. Jody looked along at the faim buildings. He felt an 
uncertainty in the air, a feeling of change and of loss and of the gain of 
new and unfamiliar things. Over the hillside two big black buzzards 
sailed low to the ground and their shadows slipped smoothly and quickly 
ahead of them. Some animal had died in the vicinity. Jody knew ii. 
It might be a cow or it might be the remains of a rabbit. The buzzards 
overlooked nothing. Jody hated them as all decent things hate them, 
but they could not be hurt because they made away with carrion. 

After a while the boy sauntered down hill again. The dogs had long 
ago given him up and gone into the brush to do things in their own 
way. Back through the vegetable garden he went, and he paused for 
a moment to smash a green muskmelon with his heel, but he was not 
happy about it. It was a bad thing to do, he knew perfectly well. He 
kicked dirt over the ruined melon to conceal it. 

Back at the house his mothei bent over his rough hands,, inspecting 
his fingers and nails. It did little good to start him clean to school, for toe 
many things could happen on the way. She sighed over the black cracks 
on his fingers, and then gave him his books and his lunch and started 
him on the mile walk to school. She noticed that his mouth was work- 
a good deal this morning. 
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Jody started his journey. He filled his pockets with little pieces of 
white quartz that lay in the road, and every so often he took a shot at 
a bird or at some rabbit that had stayed sunning itself in the road too 
long. At the crossroads over the bridge he met two friends and the 
three of them walked to school together, making ridiculous strides and 
being rather silly. School had just opened two weeks before. There was 
still a spirit of revolt among the pupils. 

It was four o’clock in the afternoon when Jody topped the hill and 
looked down on the ranch again. He looked for the saddle horses, but 
the corral was empty. His father was not back yet. He went slowly, 
then, toward the afternoon chores. At the ranch house, he found his 
mother sitting on the porch, mending socks. 

“There’s two doughnuts in the kitchen for you,” she said. Jody slid 
to the kitchen, and returned with half of one of the doughnuts already 
eaten and his mouth full. His mother asked him what he had learned in 
school that day, but she didn’t listen to his doughnut-muffled answer. 
She interrupted, “Jody, conight see you fill the wood-box clear full. 
Last night you crossed the sticks and it wasn’t only about half full. Lay 
the sticks flat tonight. And Jody, some of the hens are hiding eggs, or 
else the dogs are eating them. Look about in the grass and see if you 
can find any nests.” 

Jody, still eating, went out and did his chores. He saw the quail 
come down to eat with the chickens when he threw out the grain. For 
some reason his father was proud to have them come. He never allowed 
any shooting near the house for fear the quail might go away. 

When the wood-box was full, Jody took his twenty-two rifle up to 
the cold spring at the brush line. He drank again and then aimed the 
gun at all manner of things, at rocks, at birds on the wing, at the bi^ 
black pig kettle under the cypress tree, but he didn’t shoot, for he had 
no cartridges and wouldn’t have until he was twelve. If his father had 
seen him aim the rifle in the direction of the house he would have put 
the cartridges off another year. Jody remembered this and did not point 
the rifle down the hill again. Two years was enough to wait for car- 
tridges. Nearly all of his father’s presents were given with reservations 
which hampered their value somewhat. It was good discipline. 

The supper waited until dark for his father to return. When at last 
he came in with Billy Buck, Jody could smell the delicious brandy on 
their breaths. Inwardly he rejoiced, for his father sometimes talked to 
him when he smelled of brandy, sometimes even told things he had 
done in the wild days when he was a boy. 

After supper, Jody sat by the fireplace and his shy polite eyes sought 
the room corners, and he waited for his father to tell what it v^as be 
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contained, for Jody knew he had news of some sort. But he was dis- 
appointed. His father pointed a stern finger at him. 

“You’d better go to bed, Jody. Pm going to need you in the morning.” 

That wasn t so bad. Jody liked to do things he had to do as long as 
they weren’t routine things. He looked at the floor and his mouth 
worked out a question before he spoke it. “What are we going to do in 
the morning, kill a pig?” he asked softly. 

“Never you mind. You better get to bed.” 

When the door was closed behind him, Jody heard his father and 
Billy Buck chuckling and he knew it was a joke of some kind. And 
later, when he lay in bed, trying to make words out of the murmurs 
m the other room, he heard his father protest, “But, Ruth, I didn’t give 
much for him.” 

Jody heard the hoot-owls hunting mice down by the barn, and he 
heard a fruit tree limb tap-tapping against the house. A cow was lowing 
when he went to sleep. 

When the triangle sounded in the morning, Jody dressed more 
quickly even than usual. In the kitchen, while he washed his face and 
combed back his hair, his mother addressed him irritably. “Don't you 
yo out until you get a good breakfast in you.” 

He went into the dining room and sat at the long white table. He 
‘ook a steaming hotcake from the platter, arranged two fried eggs 
^ on it, covered them with another hotcake and squashed the whole thing 
with his fork. 

His father and Billy Buck came in. Jody knew from the sound on the 
floor that both of them were wearing flat-heeled shoes, but he peered 
under the table to make sure. His father turned off the oil lamp, for the 
day had arrived, and he looked stern and disciplinary, but Billy Buck 
didn’t look at Jody at all. He avoided the shy questioning eyes of the 
boy and soaked a whole piece of toast in his coffee. 

Carl Tiflin said crossly, “You come with us after breakfast!” 

Jody had trouble with his food then, for he fell a kind of doom in 
the air. After Billy had tilted his saucer and drained the coffee which 
had slopped into it, and had wiped his hands on his jeans, the two men 
stood up from the table and went out into the morning light together, 
and Jody respectfully followed a little behind them. He tried to keep 
his mind from running ahead, tried to keep it absolutely motionless. 

His mother called, “Carl! Don’t you let it keep him from school.” 

They marched past the cypress, where a singletree hung from a 
limb to butcher the pigs on, and past the black iron kettle, so it was 
not a pig killing. The sun shone over the hill and threw long, dark 
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shadows of the trees and buildings. They crossed a stubble-field to 
ihortciit to the barn. Jody’s father unhooked the door and they went 
in. They had been walking toward the sun on the way down. The barn 
was black as night in contrast and warm from the hay and from the 
beasts. Jody’s father moved over toward the one box stall. “Come here!” 
he ordered. Jody could begin to see things now. He looked into the box 
stall and then stepped back quickly. 

A red pony colt was looking at him out of the stall. Its tense cars 
were forward and a light of disobedience was in its eyes. Its coat was 
rough and thick as an aircdale’s fur and its mane was long and tangled. 
Jody’s throat collapsed in on itself and cut his breath short. 

“He needs a good currying,” his father .«aid, “and if I ever hear of you 
not feeding him or leaving his stall dirty, 111 sell him off in a minute.’ 

Jody couldn’t bear to look at the pony’s eyes any more. He gazed 
down at his hands for a moment, and he asked very shyly, “Mine? ’ 
No one answered him. He put his hand out toward the pony. Its gr.iy 
nose came close, sniffing loudly, and then the lips drew back and the 
strong teeth closed on Jody’s fingers. The pony shook its head up and 
down and seemed to laugh with amusement. Jody regarded his bruised 
fingers. “Well,” he said with pride — ^“Well, I guess he can bite all right." 
The two men laughed^ somewhat in relief. Carl Tiffin went out of the 
barn and walked up a side-hill to be by himself, for he was embarrassed, 
but Billy Buck stayed. It was easier to talk to Billy Buck. Jody asked 
again — “Mine?” 

Billy became professional in tone. “Surel That is, if you look out 
for him and break him right. I’ll show you how. He’s just a colt. You 
can’t ride him for some time.” 

Jody put out his bruised hand again, and this time the red pony let 
his nose be rubbed. “I ought to have a carrot,” Jody said. “Where’d vc 
get him, Billy?” 

“Bought him at a sheriff’s auction,” Billy explained. “A show went 
^broke in Salinas and had debts. The sheriff was selling off their stuff. ' 

The pony stretched out his nose and shook the forelock from Ivs 
wild eyes. Jody stroked the nose a little. He said softly, “There isn’t j 
—saddle?” 

Billy Buck laughed. “I’d forgot. Come along.” 

In the harness room he lifted down a little saddle of red morocco 
leather. “It’s just a show saddle,” Billy Buck said disparagingly. 
isn’t practical for the brush, but it was cheap at the sale.” 

Jody couldn’t trust himself to look at the saddle either, and he 
couldn’t speak at all. He brushed the shining red leather with his fingef' 
tips, and after a long time he said> “It’ll look prettv on him though. 
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He thought of the grandest and prettiest things he knew. “If he hasn’t 
a name already, I think 1*11 call him Gabilan Mountains,” he said. 

Billy Buck knew how he felt. “It*s a pretty long name. Why don’t 
you just call him Gabilan? That means hawk. That would be a fine 
name for him.” Billy felt glad. “If you will collect tail hair, I might be 
able to make a hair rope for you sometime. You could use it for a 

hack Elmore.'' 

Jody wanted to go hack to the box stall. “Could I lead him to school, 
do you think— to show the kids?” 

But Billy shook his head. “He’s not even halter-broke yet. We had 
a time getting him here. Had to almost drag him. You better be start- 
ing for school though.” 

“I’ll bring the kids to see him here this afternoon,” Jody said. 

Six boys came over the hill half an hour early that afternoon, run- 
ning hard, their heads down, their forearms working, their breath 
whistling. They swept by the house and cut across the stubble-field to 
the barn. And then they stood self<onsciously before the pony, and 
then they looked at Jody with eyes in which there was a new admira, 
tion and a new respect. Before today Jody had been a boy, dressed in 
overalls and a blue s^irt — quieter than most, even suspected of being 
a little cowardly. And now he was different. Out of a thousand cen- 
turies they drew the ancient admiration of the footman for the horse- 
man. They knew instinctively that a man on a horse is spiritually as 
well as physically bigger than a man on foot. They knew that Jody had 
been miraculously lifted out of equality with them, and had been placed 
over them. Gabilan put his head out of the stall and sniffed them. 

“Why’n’t you ride him?” the boys cried. “Why n’t you braid his tail 
with ribbons like in the fair?” “When you going to ride him?” 

Jody s courage was up. He too felt the superiority of the horseman. 
“He’s not old enough. Nobody can ride him for a long time. T’m going 
to train him on the long halter. Billy Buck is going to show me how.” 
“Well, can’t we even lead him around a little?” 

“He isn’t even halter-broke,” Jody said. He wanted to be completely 
alone when he took the pony out the first time. “Come and sec the 
saddle.” 

They were speechless at the red morocco saddle, completely shocked 
out of comment. “It isn’t much use in the brush,” Jody explained. 
“It’ll look pretty on him though. Maybe I’ll ride bareback' when I ga 
into the brush.” 

“How you going to rope a cow without a saddle horn?*' 

“Miayb^^ m get another saddle for every day. My father might wan 
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me to help him with the stock.” He let them feel the red saddle, and 
showed them the brass chain throat-latch on the bridle and the big 
brass buttons at each temple where the headstall and brow band crossed. 
The whole thing was too wonderful. They had to go away after a 
little while, and each boy, in his mind, searched among his possessions 
for a bribe worthy of offering in return for a ride on the red pony when 
the time should come. 

Jody was glad when they had gone. He took brush and currycomb 
from the wall, took down the barrier of the box stall and stepped cau- 
tiously in. The pony’s eyes glittered, and he edged around into kicking 
position. But Jody touched him on the shoulder and rubbed his high 
arched neck as he had always seen Billy Buck do, and he crooned, 
“So-o-o Boy,” in a deep voice. The pony gradually relaxed his tense- 
ness. Jody curried and brushed until a pile of dead hair lay in the stall 
and until the pony’s coat had taken on a deep red shine. Each time he 
finished he thought it might have been done better. He braided the 
mane into a dozen little pigtails, and he braided the forelock, and then 
he undid them and brushed the hair out straight again. 

Jody did not hear his mother enter the barn. She was angry when 
she came, but when she looked in at the pony and at Jody working 
over him, she felt a curious pride rise up in her. “Have you forgot the 
wood-box.?” she asked gently. “It’s not far off from dark and there’s 
not a stick of wood in the house, and the chickens aren’t fed.” 

Jody quickly put up his tools. “I forgot, ma’am.” 

“Well, after this do your chores first. Then you won’t forget. I ex- 
pcct you’ll forget lots of things now if I don’t keep an eye on you.” 

“Can I have carrots from the garden for him, ma’am?” 

She had to think about that. “Oh — I guess so, if you only take the 
big tough ones.” 

“Carrots keep the coat good,” he said, and again she felt the curious 
rush of pride. 

Jody never waited for the triangle to get him out of bed after the 
coming of the pony. It became his habit to creep out of bed even before 
his mother was awake, to slip into his clothes and to go quietly down 
to the barn to see Gabilan. In the gray quiet mornings when the land 
and the brush and the houses and the trees were silver-gray and black 
like a photograph negative, he stole toward the barn, past the sleeping 
stones and the sleeping cypress tree. The turkeys, roosting in the tree 
out of coyotes’ reach, clicked drowsily. The fields glowed with a gray 
frost-like light and in the dew the tracks of rabbits and of field mice 
stood out sharply. The good dogs came stiffly out of their little housesi 
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heckles up and deep growls in their throats. Then they caught Jody’s 
scent, and their stiff tails rose up and waved a greeting — ^Doubletree 
^futt with the big thick tail, and Smasher, the incipient shepherd — 
then went lazily back to their warm beds. 

It was a strange time and a mysterious journey, to Jody— an exten- 
sion of a dream. When he first had the pony he liked to torture himself 
during the trip by thinking Gabilan would not be in his stall, and 
worse, would never have been there. And he had other delicious litde 
self-induced pains. He thought how the rats had gnawed ragged holes 
in the red saddle, and how the mice had nibbled Gabilan s tail until it 
was stringy and thin. He usually ran the last little way to the barn. 
He unlatched the rusty hasp of the barn door and stepped in, and no 
matter how quietly he opened the door, Gabilan was always looking 
at him over the barrier of the box stall and Gabilan whinnied softly 
and stamped his front foot, and his eyes had big sparks of red fire in 
them like oak wood embers. 

Sometimes, if the work horses were to be used that day, Jody found 
Billy Buck in the barn harnessing and currying. Billy stood with him 
and looked long at Gabilan and he told Jody a great many things about 
horses. He explained that they were terribly afraid for their feet, so 
that one must make a practice of lifting the legs f*nd patting the 
hoofs and ankles to remove their terror. He told Jody how horses 
love conversation. He must talk to the pony all the time, and tell him 
the reasons for everything. Billy wasn’t sure a horse could understand 
everything that was said to him, but it was impossible to say how much 
was understood. A horse never kicked up a fuss if some one he liked 
explained things to him. Billy could give examples, too. He had known, 
for instance, a horse nearly dead beat with fatigue to perk up when 
told it was only a little farther to his destination. And he had known 
a horse paralyzed with fright to come out of it when his rider told 
him what it was that was frightening him. While he talked in the 
mornings, Billy Buck cut twenty or thirty straws into neat three-inch 
lengths and stuck them into his hatband. Then during the whole day, 
if he wanted to pick his teeth or merely to chew on something, he had 
only to reach up for one of them. 

Jody listened carefully, for he knew and the whole country knew 
that Billy Buck was a fine hand with horses. Billy’s own horse was a 
stringy cayuse with a hammer head, but he nearly always won the first 
prizes at the stock trials. Billy could rope a steer, take a double half- 
hitch about the horn with his riata, and dismount, and his horse would 
play the steer as an angler plays a fish, keeping a tight rope until the 
steer was down or bear^n. 
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Every morning, after Jody had curried and brushed the p6ny, he let 
down the barrier of the stall, and Gabilan thrust past him and raced 
down the barn and into the corral. Around and around he galloped 
and sometimes he jumped forward and landed on stiff legs. He stood 
quivering, stiff ears forward, eyes rolling so that the whites showed 
pretending to be frightened. At last he walked snorting to the water- 
trough and buried his nose in the water up to the nostrils. Jody was 
proud then, for he knew that was the way to judge a horse. Poor horses 
6nly touched their lips to the water, but a fine spirited beast put his 
whole nose and mouth under, and only left room to breathe. 

Then Jody stood and watched the pony, and he saw things he had 
hever noticed about any other horse, the sleek, sliding flank muscles 
and the cords of the buttocks, which flexed like a closing fist, and the 
shine the sun put on the red coat. Having seen horses all his life, Jody 
had never looked at them very closely before. But now he noticed the 
moving ears which gave expression and even inflection of expression 
to the face. The pony talked with his ears. You could tell exactly how 
he felt about everything by the way his cars pointed. Sometimes they 
were stiff and upright and sometimes lax and sagging. They went back 
when he was angry or fearful, and forward when he was anxious and 
curious and pleased; and their exact position indicated which emotion 
he had. 

Billy Buck kept his word. In the early fall the training began. First 
there was the halter-breaking, and that was the hardest because it was 
the first thing. Jody held a carrot and coaxed and promised and pulled 
on the rope. The pony set liis feet like a burro when he felt the strain. 
But before long he learned. Jody walked all over the ranch leading 
him. Gradually he took to dropping the rope until the pony followed 
him unled wherever he went. 

And then came the training on the long halter. That was slower 
work. Jody stood in the middle of a circle, holding the long halter. He 
clucked with his tongue and the pony started to walk in a big circle- 
held in by the long rope. He clucked again to make the pony trot, and 
again to make him gallop. Around and around Gabilan went thunder- 
ing and enjoying it immensely. Then he called, “Whoa,” and the pony 
stopped. It was not long until Gabilan was perfect at it. But in many 
ways he was a bad pony. He bit Jody in the pants and stomped on 
Jody’s feet. Now and then his ears went back and he aimed a tremen- 
dous kick at the boy. Every time he did one of these bad things, 
Gabilan settled back and seemed to laugh to himself. 

'Billy Buck worked at the hair ro^ in the evenings before the firc' 
place. Jody collected tail hair in a bag, and he sat and watched Billy 
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slowly constructing the rope, twisting a few hairs to make a string and 
rolling two strings together for a cord, and then braiding a number of 
cords to make the rope. Billy rolled the finished rope on the floor 
under his foot to make it round and hard. 

The long halter work rapidly approached perfection. Jody’s father, 
watching the pony stop and start and trot and gallop, was a little 
bothered by it. 

“He’s getting to be almost a trick pony,” he complained. “I don’t 
like trick horses. It takes all the — dignity out of a horse to make him 
do tricks. Why, a trick horse is kind of like an actor — no dignity, no 
character of his own.” And his father said, “1 guess you better be get' 
ting him used to the saddle pretty soon.” 

Jody rushed for the harness-room. For some time he had been riding 
the saddle on a sawhorse. He changed the stirrup length over and 
over, and could never get it just right. Sometimes, mounted on the 
sawhorse in the harness-room, with collars and hames and tugs hung 
all about him, Jody rode out beyond the room. He carried his rifle 
across the pommel. He saw the fields go flying by, and he heard the 
beat of the galloping hoofs. 

It was a ticklish job, saddling the pony the first time, Gabilan hunched 
and reared and threw the saddle off before the cinch could be tightened. 
It had to be replaced again and again until at last the pony let it stay. 
And the cinching was difficult, too. iJay by day Jody tightened the 
girth a little more until at last the pony didn’t mind the saddle at all. 

Then there was the bridle. Billy explained how to use a stick of 
licorice for a bit until Gabilan was used to having something in his 
mouth. Billy explained, “Of course wt could force-break him to every- 
thing, but he wouldn’t be as good a horse if we did. He’d always be 
a litde bit afraid, and he wouldn’t mind because he wanted to.” 

The first time the pony wore the bridle he whipped his head about 
and worked his tongue against the bit until the blood oozed from the 
corners of his mouth. He tried to rub the headstall off on the manger. 
His ears pivoted about and his eyes turned red with fear and with 
general rambunctiousness. Jody rejoiced, for he knew that only a mean- 
soulcd horse does not resent training. 

And Jody trembled when he thought of the time when he would 
first sit in the saddle. The pony would probably throw him off. There 
was no disgrace in that. The disgrace would come if he did not get 
right up and mount again. Sometimes he dreamed that he lay in the 
dirt and aied and couldn’t make himself mount again. The shame of 
Ac dream lasted until Ac middle of the day. 
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Gabilan was growing fast. Already he had lost the long-lcggedness 
of the colt; his mane was getting longer and blacker. Under the con- 
stant currying and brushing his coat lay as smooth and gleaming as 
orange-red lacquer. Jody oiled the hoofs and kept them carefully 
trimmed so they would not crack. 

The hair rope was nearly finished. Jody’s father gave him an old 
pair of spurs and bent in the side bars and cut down the strap and 
took up the chainlets until they fitted. And then one day Carl Tiflm 
said: 

“The pony’s growing faster than I thought. I guess you can ride him 
by Thanksgiving. Think you can stick on?” 

“I don’t know%” Jody said shyly. Thanksgiving was only three weeks 
off. He hoped it wouldn’t rain, for rain would spot the red saddle. 

Gabilan knew and liked Jody by now. He nickered when Jody came 
across the stubble-field, and in the pasture he came running when his 
master whistled for him. There was always a carrot for him every lime. 

Billy Buck gave him riding instructions over and over. “Now when 
you get up there, just grab tight with your knees and keep your hands 
away from the saddle, and if you get throwed, don’t let that stop you. 
No matter how good a man is, there’s always some horse can pitch 
him. You just climb up again before he gets to feeling smart about it. 
Pretty soon, he won’t throw you no more, and pretty soon he cant 
throw you no more. That’s the way to do it.” 

“I hope it don’t rain before,” Jody said. 

“Why not? Don’t want to get throwed in the mud?” 

That was partly it, and also he was afraid that in the flurry of buck- 
ing Gabilan might slip and fall on him and break his leg or his hip. 
He had seen that happen to men before, had seen how they writhed 
on the ground like squashed bugs, and he was afraid of it. 

He practiced on the sawhorse how he would hold the reins in his 
left hand and a hat in his right hand. If he kept his hands thus busy, 
he couldn’t grab the horn if he felt himself going off. He didn’t like 
to think of what would happen if he did grab the horn. Perhaps his 
father and Billy Buck would never speak to him again, they would be 
so ashamed. The news would get about and his mother would be 
ashamed too. And in the school yard — it was too awful to contemplate. 

He began putting his weight in a stirrup when Gabilan was saddled, 
but he didn’t throw his leg over the pony’s back. That was forbidden 
until Thanksgiving. 

Every afternoon he put the red saddle on the pony and cinched it 
tight. The pony was learning already to fill his stomach out unnaturally 
Istrgc while the cinching was going on. and then to let it down when 
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the straps were fixed. Sometimes Jody led him up to the brush line and 
let him drink from the round green tub, and sometimes he led him 
up through the stubble-field to the hilltop from which it was possible 
to see the white town of Salinas and the geometric fields of the great 
valley, and the oak trees clipped by the sheep. Now and then they 
broke through the brush and came to little cleared circles so hedged 
in that the world was gone and only the sky and the circle of brush 
were left from the old life. Gabilan liked these trips and showed it by 
keeping his head very high and by quivering his nostrils with interest. 
When the two came back from an expedition they smelled of the sweet 
sage they had forced through. 

Time dragged on toward Thanksgiving, but winter came fast. The 
clouds swept down and hung all day over the land and brushed the 
hilltops, and the winds blew shrilly at night. All day the dry oak leaves 
drifted down from the trees until they covered the ground, and yet 
the trees were unchanged. 

Jody had wished it might not rain before Thanksgiving, but it did. 
The brown earth turned dark and the trees glistened. The cut ends of 
the stubble turned black with mildew; the haystacks grayed from ex- 
posure to the damp, and on the roofs the moss, which had been all 
summer as gray as lizards, turned a brilliant yellow-green. During the 
week of rain, Jody kept the pony in the box stall out of the dampness, 
except for a little time after school when he took him out for exercise 
and to drink at the water-trough in the upper corral. Not once did 
Gabilan get wet. 

The wet weather continued until little new grass appeared. Jody 
walked to school dressed in a slicker and short rubber boots. At length 
one morning the sun came out brightly. Jody, at his work in the box 
stall, said tr Billy Buck, “Maybe I’ll leave Gabilan in the corral when 
1 go to school today.” 

“Be good for him to be out in the sun,” Billy assured him. “No ani- 
mal likes to be cooped up too long. Your father and me are going back 
on the hill to clean the leaves out of the spring.” Billy nodded and 
picked his teeth with one of his little straws. 

“If the rain comes, though — ” Jody suggested. 

“Not likely to rain today. She’s rained herself out.” Billy pulled up 
his sleeves and snapped his arm bands. “If it comes on to rain — why 
a litde rain don’t hurt a horse,” 

“Well, if it does come on to rain, you put him in, will you, Billy? 
I’m scared he might get cold so I couldn’t ride him when the time 
comes.” 
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'‘Oh surd ni watch out for him if we get back in time. But it won t 
rain today/’ 

And so Jody, when he went to school, left Gabilan standing out in 
the corral. 

Billy Buck wasn’t wrong about many things. He couldn’t be. But 
he was wrong about the weather that day, for a little after noon the 
clouds pushed over the hills and the rain began to pour down. Jody 
heard it start on the schoolhouse roof. He considered holding up one 
finger for permission to go to the outhouse and, once outside, running 
for home to put the pony in. Punishment would be prompt both at 
school and at home. He gave it up and took ease from Billy’s Assurance 
that rain couldn’t hurt a horse. When school was finally out, he hurried 
home through the dark rain. The banks at the sides of the road spouted 
little jets of muddy water. The rain slanted and swirled under a cold 
and gusty wind. Jody dog-trotted home, slopping through the gravelly 
mud of the road. 

From the top of the ridge he could see Gabilan standing miserably 
in the corral. The red coat was almost black, and streaked with water. 
He stood head down with his rump to the rain and wind. Jody arrived 
running and threw open the barn door and led the wet pony in by his 
forelock. Then he found a gunny sack and rubbed the soaked hair and 
rubbed the legs and ankles. Gabilan stood patiently, but he trembled 
in gusts like the wind. 

When he had dried the pony as well as he could, Jody went up to 
the horse and brought hot water down to the barn and soaked the grain 
in it. Gabilan was not very hungry. He nibbled at the hot mash, but 
he was not very much interested in it, and he still shivered now and 
then. A little steam rose from his damp back. 

It was almost dark when Billy Buck and Carl Tiflin came home. 
“When the rain started we put up at Ben Herche’s place, and the rain 
never let up all afternoon,” Carl Tiflin explained. Jody looked re- 
proachfully at Billy Buck and Billy felt guilty, 

“You said it wouldn’t rain,” Jody accused him. 

Billy looked away. “It’s hard to tell, this time of year,” he said, but 
his excuse was lame. He had no right to be fallible, and he knew it. 

“The pony got wet, got soaked through.” 

“Did you dry him off?” 

"‘I rubbed him with a sack and I gave him hot grain.” 

Billy nodded in agreement. 

“Do you think he*!! take cold, BiDy?” 

“A little rain never hurt anything,” 831y a^red bsm. 

Jody’s father joined the conversation then and lectured the boy a 
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little. A horse, he said, isn t any lap-dog kind of thing.” Carl Tiflin 
hated weakness and sickness, and he held a violent contempt for help* 
lessness. 

Jody’s mother put a platter of steaks on the table and boiled potatoes 
and boiled squash, which clouded the room with their steam. They 
sat down to eat. Carl Tiflin still grumbled about weakness put into 
animals and men by too much coddling. 

Billy Buck felt bad about his mistake. “Did you blanket him?” he 
asked. 

“No, I couldn’t find any blanket. I laid some sacks over his back.” 

“Wc’Il go down and cover him up after we cat, then.” Billy felt 
better about it then. When Jody’s father had gone in to the fire and his 
mother was washing dishes, Billy found and lighted a lantern. He and 
Jody walked through the mud to the barn. The barn was dark and 
warm and sweet. The horses still munched their evening hay. “You 
hold the lantern!” Billy ordered. And he felt the pony’s legs and tested 
the heat of the flanks. He put his cheek against the pony’s gray muzzle 
and then he rolled up the eyelids to look at the eyeballs and he lifted 
the lips to see the gums, and he put his fingers inside the ears. “He 
don’t seem so chipper,” Billy said. “I’ll give him a rub-down.” 

Then Billy found a sack and rubbed the pony’s legs violently and he 
rubbed the chest and the withers. Gabilan was strangely s[)iritless. Hi 
submitted patiently to the rubbing. At last Billy brought an old cottoi, 
comforter from the saddle-room, and threw it over the pony’s back 
and tied it at neck and chest with string. 

“Now he’ll be all right in the morning,” Billy said. 

Jody’s mother looked up when he got back to the house. “You’re 
late up from bed,” she said. She held his chin in her hard hand and 
brushed the tangled hair out of his eyes and she said, “Don’t worry 
about the pony. He’ll be all right. Billy’s as good as any horse doctor in 
the country.” 

Jody hadn’t known she could see his worry. He pulled gently away 
from her and knelt down in front of the fireplace until it burned his 
stomach. He scorched himself through and then went in to bed, but 
it was a hard thing to go to sleep. He awakened after what seemed a 
long time. The room was dark but there was a grayness in the window 
like that which precedes the dawn. He got up and found his overalls 
and searched for the legs, and then the clock in the other room struck 
two. He laid his clothes down and got back into bed. It was broad 
daylight when he awakened again. For the first time he had slept 
‘through the ringing of the triangle. He leaped up, flung on his dothei 
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and went out of the door still buttoning his shirt. His mother looked 
after him for a moment and then went quietly back to her work. Her 
eyes were brooding and kind. Now and then her mouth smiled a little 
but without changing her eyes at all. 

Jody ran on toward the barn. Halfway there he heard the sound 
he dreaded, the hollow rasping cough of a horse. He broke into a sprint 
then. Ir the barn he found Billy Buck with the pony. Billy was rubbing 
its legs with his strong thick hands. He looked up and smiled gaily. 
“He just took a little cold,” Billy said. “We’ll have him out of it in 
i couple of days.” 

Jody looked at the pony’s face. The eyes were half closed and the 
lids thick and dry. In the eye corners a crust of hard mucus stuck. 
Gabilan’s ears hung loosely sideways and his head was low. Jody put 
out his hand, but the pony did not move close to it. He coughed again 
and his whole body constricted with the effort. A little stream of thin 
fluid ran from his nostrils. 

Jody looked back at Billy Buck. “He’s awful sick, Billy.” 

“Just a little cold, like I said,” Billy insisted. “You go get some 
breakfast and then go back to school. I’ll take care of him.” 

“But you might have to do something else. You might leave him.” 

“No, I won’t. I won’t leave him at all. Tomorrow’s Saturday. Then 
you can stay with him all day.” Billy had failed again, and he felt 
bad about it. He had to cure the pony now. 

Jody walked up to the house and took his place listlessly at the table. 
The eggs and bacon were cold and greasy, but he didn’t notice it. He 
ate his usual amount. He didn’t even ask to stay home from school. 
His mother pushed his hair back when she took his plate. “Billy’ll take 
care of the pony,” she assured him. 

He moped through the whole day at school. He couldn’t answer any 
questions nor read any words. He couldn’t even tell anyone the pony 
was sick, for that might make him sicker. And when school was finally 
out he started home in dread. He walked slowly and let the other boys 
leave him. He wished he might continue walking and never arrive at 
the ranch. 

Billy was in the barn, as he had promised, and the pony was worse. 
His eyes were almost closed now, and his breath whistled shrilly past 
an obstruction in his nose. A film covered that part of the eyes that 
was visible at all. It was doubtful whether the pony could sec any more. 
Now and then he snorted, to clear his nose, and by the action seemed 
to plug it tighter. Jody looked dispiritedly at the pony’s coat. The hair 
lay rough and unkempt and seemed to have lost all of its old luster. 
Bill stood quietly beside the stall. Jody hated to ask, but he had to know. 
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“Billy, is he— is he going to get well?** 

Billy ^1^ fingers between the bars under the pony*s jaw and 
hit about. Feel here, he said and he guided Jody’s fingers to a large 
lump under the jaw. “When that gets bigger, I’ll open it up and then 
he’ll get better.” 

Jody looked quickly away, for he had heard about that lump. “Whai 
is the matter with him?” 

Billy didn t want to answer, but he had to. He couldn’t be wrong 
three times. Strangles, he said shortly, “but don’t you worry about 
that. 1 11 pull him out of it. I’ve seen them get well when they were 
worse than Gabilan is. I’m going to steam him now. You can help.” 

“Yes,” Jody said miserably. He followed Billy into the grain room 
and watched him make the steaming bag ready. It was a long canvas 
nose bag with straps to go over a horse’s ears. Billy filled it one-third 
full of bran and then he added a couple of handfuls of dried hops. On 
top of the dry substance he poured a little carbolic acid and a little 
turpentine. “I’ll be mixing it all up while you run to the house for a 
kettle of boiling water,” Billy said. 

When Jody came back with the steaming kettle, Billy buckled the 
straps over Gabilan’s head and fitted the bag tightly arouna his nOsSe. 
Then through a little hole in the side of the bag he poured the boiling 
water on the mixture. The pony started away as a cloud of strong steam 
rose up, but then the soothing fumes crept through his nose and into 
his lungs, and the sharp steam began to clear out the nasal passages. 
He breathed loudly. His legs trembled in an ague, and his eyes closed 
against the biting cloud. Billy poured in more water and kept the steam 
rising for fifteen minutes. At last he set down the kettle and took the 
bag from Gabilan ’s nose. The pony looked better. He breathed freely, 
and his eyes were open wider than they had been. 

“See how good it makes him feel,” Billy said. “Now we’ll wrap him 
up in the blanket again. Maybe he’ll be nearly well by morning.” 

“I’ll stay with him Lonight,” Jody suggested. 

“No. Don’t you do it. I’ll bring my blankets down here and put them 
in the hay. You can stay tomorrow and steam him if he needs it.” 

The evening was falling when they went to the house for their sup- 
per. Jody didn’t even realize that someone else had fed the chickens 
and filled the wood-box. He walked up past the house to the dark brush 
line and took a drink of water from the tub. The spring water was so 
cold that it stung his mouth and drove a shiver through him. The sky 
above the hills was still light. He saw a hawk flying so high that it 
caught the sun on its breast and shone like a spark. Two blackbirds 
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were driving him down the sky, g:littering as they attacked their enemy. 
In the west, the clouds were moving in to rain again. 

Jody’s father didn’t speak at all while the family ate supper, but 
after Billy Buck had taken his blankets and gone to sleep in the barn, 
Carl Tiflin built a high fire in the fireplace and told stories. He told 
about the wild man who ran naked through the country and had a tail 
and ears like a horse, and he told about the rabbit-cats of Moro Cojo 
that hopped into the trees for birds. He revived the famous Maxwell 
brothers who found a vein of gold and hid the traces of it so carefully 
that they could never find it again. 

Jody sat with his chin in his hands; his mouth worked nervously, 
and his father gradually became aware that he wasn’t listening very 
carefully. “Isn’t that funny?’' he asked. 

Jody laughed politely and said, “Yes, sir.’’ His father was angry and 
hurt, then. He didn’t tell any more stories. After a while, Jody took a 
lantern and went down to the barn. Billy Buck was asleep in the hay, 
and, except that his breath rasped a little in his lungs, the pony seemed 
to be much better. Jody stayed a little wnile, running his fingers over 
the red rough coat, and then he took up the lantern and went back tc 
the house. When he was in bed, his mother came into the room. 

“Have you enough covers on ? It’s getting winter.” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

“Well, get some rest tonight.” She hesitated to go out, stood uncer- 
tainly. “The pony will be all right,” she said. 

Jody was tired. He went to sleep quickly and didn’t awaken until 
dawn. The triangle sounded, and Billy Buck came up from the barn 
before Jody could get out of the house. 

“How is he?” Jody demanded. 

Billy always wolfed his breakfast. “Pretty good. I’m going to open 
that lump this morning. Then he’ll be better maybe.” 

After breakfast, Billy got out his best knife, one with a needle point. 
He whetted the shining olade a long time on a little carborundum 
stone. He tried the point and the blade again and again on his cal- 
loused thumb-ball, and at last he tried it on his upper lip. 

On the way to the barn, Jody noticed how the young grass was up 
and how the stubble was melting day by day into the new green crop 
of volunteer. It was a cold sunny morning. 

As soon as he saw the pony, Jody knew he was worse. His eyes were 
closed and sealed shut with dried mucus. His head hung so low that 
his nose almost touched the straw of his bed. There was a little groan 
in each breath, a deep seated, patient groan. 
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Billy lifted the weak head and made a quick slash with the knife. 
Jody saw the yellow pus run out. He held up the head while Billy 
swabbed out the wound with weak carbolic acid salve. 

‘^Now he’ll feel better,” Billy assured him. “That yellow poison is 
what makes him sick,” 

Jody looked unbelieving at Billy Buck. “He’s awful sick.” 

Billy thought a long time what to say. He nearly tossed off a careless 
assurance, but he saved himself in time. “Yes, he’s pretty sick,” he said 
at last. “I’ve seen worse ones get well. If he doesn’t get pneumonia, 
we’ll pull him through- You stay with him. If he gets worse, you can 
come and get me.” 

For a long time after Billy went away, Jody stood beside the pony, 
stroking him behind the ears. The pony didn’t flip his head the way he 
had done when he was well. The groaning in his breathing was be- 
coming more hollow. 

Doubletree Mutt looked into the barn, his big tail waving provoca- 
tively, and Jody was so incensed at his health that he found a hard black 
clod on the floor and deliberately threw it. Doubletree Mutt went yelp- 
ijig away to nurse a bruised paw. 

In the middle of the morning, Billy Buck came back and made an- 
other steam bag. Jody watched to see whether the pony improved this 
time as he had before. His breathing eased a little, but he did not 
raise his head. 

The Saturday dragged on. Late in the afternoon Jody went to the 
house and brought his bedding down and made up a place to sleep in 
the hay. He didn’t ask permission. He knew from the way his mother 
looked at him that she would let him do almost anything. That night 
he left a lantern burning on a wire over the box stall. Billy had told 
him to rub the pony’s legs every little while. 

At nine o’clock the wind sprang up and howled around the barn. 
And in spite of his worry, Jody grew sleepy. He got into his blankets 
and went to sleep, but the breathy groans of the pony sounded in his 
dreams. And in his sleep he heard a crashing noise which went on 
and on until it awakened him. The wind was rushing through the 
barn. He sprang up and looked down the lane of stalls. The barn 
door had blown open, and the pony was gone. 

He caught the lantern and ran outside into the gale, and he saw 
Gabilan weakly shambling away into the darkness, head down, legs 
working slowly and mechanically. When Jody ran up and caught him 
by the forelock, he allowed himself to be led back and put into his 
stall. His groans were louder, and a fierce whistling came from his 
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nose. Jody didn’t sleep any more then. The hissing of the pony’s breath 
grew louder and sharper. 

He was glad when Billy Buck came in at dawn. Billy looked for a 
time at the pony as though he had never seen him before. He felt the 
cars and flanks. “Jody,” he said, “I’ve got to do something you won’t 
want to see. You run up to the house for a while.” 

Jody grabbed him fiercely by the forearm. “You’re not going to shoot 
him?” 

Billy patted his hand. “No. I’m going to open a little hole in his 
windpipe so he can breathe. His nose is filled up. When he gets well, 
we’ll put a little brass button in the hole for him to breath through.” 

Jody couldn’t have gone away if he had wanted to. It was awful to 
see the red hide cut, but infinitely more terrible to know it was being 
cut and not to see it. “I’ll stay right here,” he said bitterly. “You sure 
you got to?” 

“Yes. I’m sure. If you stay, you can hold his head. If it doesn’t make 
you sick, that is.” 

The fine knife came out again and was whetted again just as care- 
fully as it had been the first time. Jody held the pony’s head up anc^ 
the throat taut, while Billy felt up and down for the right place. Jody 
sobbed once as the bright knife point disappeared into the throat. The 
pony plunged weakly away and then stood still, trembling violently. 
The blood ran thickly out and up the knife and across Billy’s hand and 
into his shirtsleeve. The sure square hand sawed out a round hole in 
the flesh, and the breath came bursting out of the hole, throwing a 
fine spray of blood. With the rush of oxygen, the pony took a sudden 
strength. He lashed out with his hind feet and tried to rear, but Jody 
held his head down while Billy mopped the new wound with carbolic 
salve. It was a good job. The blood stopped flowing and the air puffed 
out the hole and sucked it in regularly with a little bubbling noise. 

The rain brought in by the night wind began to fall on the barn 
roof. Then the triangle rang for breakfast. “You go up and eat while 
I wait,” Billy said. “We’ve got to keep this hole from plugging up.” 

Jody walked slowly out of the barn. He was too dispirited to tell 
Billy how the barn door had blown open and let the pony out. He 
emerged into the wet gray morning and sloshed up to the house, tak- 
ing a perverse pleasure in splashing through all the puddles. His mother 
fed him and put dry clothes on. She didn’t question him. She seemed 
to know he couldn’t answer questions. But when he was ready to go 
back to the barn she brought him a pan of steaming meal. “Give him 
this,” she said. 

But Jody did not take the pan. He said. “He won’t cat anything,” 
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and ran out of the house. At the barn, Billy showed him how to fix 
a ball of cotton on a stick, with which to swab out the breathing hole 
when it became clogged with mucus. 

Jody’s father walked into the barn and stood with them in front of 
the stall. At length he turned to the boy. “Hadn’t you better come with 
me? I’m going to drive over the hill.” Jody shook his head. “You better 
come on, out of this,” his father insisted. 

Billy turned on him angrily. “Let him alone. It’s his pony, isn’t it?’' 

Carl Tiflin walked away without saying another word. His feelings 
were badly hurt. 

All morning Jody kept the wound open and the air passing in and 
out freely. At noon the pony lay wearily down on his side and stretched 
his nose out. 

Billy came back. “If you’re going to stay with him tonight, you bet- 
ter take a little nap,” he said. Jody went absently out of the barn. The 
sky had cleared to a hard thin blue. Everywhere the birds were busy 
with worms that had come to the damp surface of the ground. 

Jody walked to the brush line and sat on the edge of the mossy tub. 
He looked down at the house and at the old bunkhouse and at the 
dark cypress tree. The place was familiar, but curiously changed, it 
wasn’t itself any more, but a frame for things that were happening. A 
cold wind blew out of the east now, signifying that the rain was over 
for a little while. At his feet Jody could „ee the little arms of new weeds 
spreading out over the ground. In the mud about the spring were thou- 
sands of quail tracks. 

Doubletree Mutt came sideways and embarrassed up through the 
vegetable patch, and Jody, remembering how he had thrown the clod, 
put his arm about the dog’s neck and kissed him on his wide black 
nose. Doubletree Mutt sat still, as though he knew some solemn thing 
was happening. His big tail slapped the ground gravely. Jody pulled 
a swollen tick out of Mutt’s neck and popped it dead between his 
thumb-nails. It was a nasty thing. He washed his hands in the cold 
spring water. 

Except for the steady swish of the wind, the farm was very quiet. 
Jody knew his mother wouldn’t mind if he didn’t go in to cat his lunch. 
After a little while he went slowly back to the barn. Mutt crept into 
his own little house and whined softly to himself for a long time. 

Billy Buck stood up from the box and surrendered the cotton swab. 
The pony still lay on his side and the wound in his throat bellowsed 
in and out. When Jody saw how dry and dead the hair looked, he 
knew at last that there was no hope for the pony. He had seen the dead 



1134 JOHN STEINBECK 

aair before on dogs and on cows, and it was a sure sign. He sat heavily 
on the box and let down the barrier of the box stall. For a long time 
he kept his eyes on the moving wound, and at last he dozed, and ihe 
afternoon passed quickly. Just before dark his mother brought a deep 
dish of stew and left it for him and went away. Jody ate a little of u 
and, when it was dark, he set the lantern on the floor by the pony’s head 
so he could watch the wound and keep it open. And he dozed again 
until the night chill awakened him. The wind was bbwing fiercely, 
bringing the north cold with it. Jody brought a blanket from his bul 
in the hay and wrapped himself in it. Gabilan’s breathing was quiet 
at last; the hole in his throat moved gently. The owls flew through the 
hayloft, shrieking and looking for mice. Jody put his hands down on 
his head and slept. In his sleep he was aware that the wind had in- 
creased. He heard it slamming about the barn. 

It was daylight when he awakened. The barn door had swung open. 
The pony was gone. He sprang up and ran out into the morning light. 

The pony’s tracks were plain enough, dragging through the frost- 
like dew on the young grass, tired tracks with little lines between them 
where the hoofs had dragged. They headed for the brush line halfway 
up the ridge. Jody broke into a run and followed them. The sun shone 
on the sharp white quartz that stuck through the ground here ami 
there. As he followed the plain trail, a shadow cut across in front ol 
him. He looked up and saw a high circle of black buzzards, and the 
slowly revolving circle dropped lower and lower. The solemn birds 
soon disappeared over the ridge. Jody ran faster then, forced on by 
panic and rage. The trail entered the brush at last and followed a wiiul- 
ing route among the tall sage bushes. 

At the top of the ridge Jody was winded. He paused, puffing noisily. 
The blood pounded in his ears. Then he saw what he was looking for, 
Below, in one of the little clearings in the brush, lay the red pony, in 
the distance, Jody could see the legs moving slowly and convulsively. 
And in a circle around him stood the buzzard.s, waiting for the mo- 
ment of death they know so well. 

Jody leaped forward and plunged down the hill. The wet ground 
muffled his steps and the brush hid him. When he arrived, it v/as all 
over. The first buzzard sat on the pony’s head and its beak had just 
risen dripping with dark eye fluid. Jody plunged into the circle like a 
cat. The black brotherhood arose in a cloud, but the big one on the 
pony’s head was too late. As it hopped along to take off, Jody caught 
its wing tip and pulled it down. It was nearly as big as he was. The 
free wing crashed into his face with the force of a club, but he hung 
The claws fastened on his leg and the wing elbows battered his 
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head on either side. Jody groped blindly with his free hand. His fingers 
found the neck of the struggling bird. The red eyes looked into his 
face, calm and fearless and fierce; the naked head turned from side 
to side. Then the beak o^ned and vomited a stream of putrefied 
fluid. Jody brought up his knee and fell on the great bird. He held tht 
neck to the ground with one hand while his other found a piece of 
sharp white quartz. The first blow broke the beak sideways and black 
blood spurted from the twisted, leathery mouth corners. He struck 
again and missed. The red fearless eyes still looked at him, impersonal 
and unafraid and detached. He struck again and again, until the buz- 
zard lay dead, until its head was a red pulp. He was still beating the 
dead bird when Billy Buck pulled him off and held him tightly to 
calm his shaking. 

Carl Tiflin wiped the blood from the boy's face with a red bandana. 
Jody was limp and quiet now. His father moved the buzzard with 
his toe. “Jody," he explained, “the buzzard didn't kill the pony. Don’t 
you know that.?” 

“I know it,” Jody said wearily. 

It was Billy Buck who was angry. He had lifted Jody in his arms, 
and had turned to carry him home. But he turned back on Carl Tiflin. 
“ ’Course he knows it,” Billy said furiously, “Jesus Christ! man, can» 
you see how he’d feel about it?” 


II. THE GREAT MOUNTAINS 

In the humming heat of a midsummer afternoon the little boy Jod> 
listlessly looked about the ranch for something to do. He had been to 
the barn, had thrown rocks at the swallows’ nests under the caves until 
every one of the little mud houses broke open and dropped its lining 
of straw and dirty feathers. Then at the ranch house he baited a rat 
trap with stale cheese and set it where Doubletree Mutt, that good big 
dog, would get his nose snapped. Jody was not moved by an impulse 
of cruelty; he war bored with the long hot afternoon. Doubletree Mu« 
put his stupid nose in the trap and got it smacked, and shrieked with 
agony and limped away with blood on his nostrils. No matter where 
he was hurt. Mutt limped. It was just a way he had. Once when he 
was young, Mutt got caught in a coyote trap, and always after that he 

limped, even when he was scolded. 

When Mutt yelped, Jody’s mother called from inside the house, 

“Jody! Stop torturing that dog and find something o. 

Jody felt mean then, so he threw a rock at Mutt. Then he took his 
slingshot from the porch and walked up toward ^ brush hne to try 
to kill a bird. It was a good slingshot, with store-bought rubbers, but 
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while Jody had often shot at birds, he had never hit one. He walked 
up through the vegetable patch, kicking his bare toes into the dust. 
And on the way he found the perfect slingshot stone, round and 
slightly flattened and heavy enough to carry through the air. He fitted 
it into the leather pouch of his weapon and proceeded to the brush 
line. His eyes narrowed, his mouth worked strenuously; for the first 
time that afternoon he was intent. In the shade of the sagebrush the 
little birds were working, scratching in the leaves, flying restlessly a 
few feet and scratching again. Jody pulled back the rubbers of the 
sling and advanced cautiously. One little thrush paused and looked at 
him and crouched, ready to fly. Jody sidled nearer, moving one foot 
slowly after the other. When he was twenty feet away, he carefully 
raised the sling and aimed. The stone whizzed; the thrush started up 
and flew right into it. And down the little bird went with a broken 
head. Jody ran to it and picked it up. 

“Well, i got you," he said. 

The bird looked much smaller dead than it had alive. Jody felt a 
little mean pain in his stomach, so he took out his pocket-knife and cut 
off the bird’s head. Then he disemboweled it, and took off its wings, 
and finally he threw all the pieces into the brush. He didn’t care about 
the bird, or its life, but he knew what older people would say if they 
had seen him kill it; he was ashamed because of their potential opin- 
ion. He decided to forget the whole thing as quickly as he could, and 
never to mention it. 

The hills were dry at this season, and the wild grass was golden, 
but where the spring-pipe filled the round tub and the tub spilled over, 
there lay a stretch of fine green grass, deep and sweet and moist. Jody 
drank from the mossy tub and washed the bird’s blood from his hands 
in cold water. Then he lay on his back in the grass and looked up at 
the dumpling summer clouds. By closing one eye and destroying 
pqj«pective he brought them down within reach so that he could put 
up his fingers and stroke them. He helped the gentle wind push them 
down the sky; it seemed to him that they went faster for his help. 
One fat white cloud he helped clear to the mountain rims and pressed 
it firmly over, out of sight. Jody wondered what it was seeing, then. 
He sat up, the better to look at the great mountains where they went 
piling back, growing darker and more savage until they finished with 
one jagged ridge, high up against the west. Carious secret mountains; 
he thought of the little he knew about them. 

“What’s on the other side?” he asked his father once, 

“More mountains, I guess. Why?” 

“And on the other side of them 
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"More mountains. Why?” 

"More mountains on and on?” 

“Well, no. At last you come to the ocean.” 

"But what’s in the mountains?” 

“Just cliffs and brush and rocks and dr 3 ^ss. ’ 

"Were you ever there?” 

“No.” 

“Has anybody ever been there?” 

“A few people, 1 guess. It’s dangerous, with cliffs and things. Why, 
I’ve read there’s more unexplored country in the mountains of Mon- 
terey County than any place in the United States.” His father seemed 
proud that this should be so. 

“And at last the ocean?” 

“At last the ocean.” 

“But,” the boy insisted, “but in between? No one knows?” 

“Oh, a few people do, I guess. But there’s nothing there to get. And 
not much water. Just rocks and cliffs and greasewood. Why?” 

“It would be good to go.” 

“What for? There’s nothing there.” 

Jody knew something was there, something very wonderful because 
it wasn’t known, something secret and mysterious. He could feel 
within himself that this was so. He said to his mother, “Do you know 
what’s in the big mountains?*' 

She looked at him and then back at the ferocious range, and she 
said, “Only the bear, I guess.” 

“What bear?” 

“Why the one that went over the mountain to see what he could see.” 

Jody questioned Billy Buck, the ranch hand, about the possibility of 
ancient cities lost in the mountains, but Billy agieed with Jody’s father. 

“It ain’t likely,” Billy said. “There’d be nothing to eat unless a kind 
of people that can eat rocks live there.” 

That was all the information Jody ever got, and it made the moun- 
tains dear to him, and terrible. He thought often of the miles of ridge 
after ridge until at last there was the sea. When the peaks were pink in 
the morning they invited him among them: and when the sun had 
gone over the edge in the evening and the mountains were a purple- 
like despair, then Jody was afraid of them; then they were so imper- 
«onal and aloof that their very imperturbability was a threat. 

Now he turned his head toward the mountains of the east, the 
Gabilans, and they were jolly mountains, with hill ranches in their 
;rcases, and with pine trees growing on the crests. People lived there, 
and battles had been fought against the Mexicans on the slopes. He 
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looked back for an instant at the Great Ones and shivered a little at 
the contrast. The foothill cup of the home ranch below him was sunny 
and safe. The house gleamed with white light and the barn was brown 
and warm. The red cows on the farther hill ate their way slowly to- 
ward the north. Even the dark cypress tree by the bunkhouse was usual 
and safe. The chickens scratched about in the dust of the farmyard 
with quick waltzing steps. 

Then a moving figure caught Jody’s eye. A man walked slowly over 
the brow of the hill, on the road from Salinas, and he was headed to- 
ward the house. Jody stood up and moved down toward the house too, 
for if someone was coming, he wanted to be there to sec. By the time 
the boy had got to the house the walking man was only halfway down 
the road, a lean man, very straight in the shoulders. Jody could tell he 
was old only because his heels struck the ground with hard jerks. As 
he approached nearer, Jody saw that he was dressed in blue jeans and 
in a coat of the same material. He wore clodhopper shoes and an old 
flat-brimmed Stetson hat. Over his shoulder he carried a gunny sack, 
lumpy and full. In a few moments he had trudged close enough so 
that his face could be seen. And his face was as dark as dried beef. A 
mustache, blue-white against tre dark skin, hovered over his mouth, 
and his hair was white, too, where it showed at his neck. The skin oi 
his face had shrunk back against the skull until it defined bone, not 
flesh, and made the nose and chin seem sharp and fragile. The eyes 
were large and deep and dark, with eyelids stretched tightly over them. 
Irises and pupils were one, and very black, but the eyeballs were brown. 
There were no wrinkles in the face at all. This old man wore a blue 
denim coat buttoned to the throat with brass buttons, as all men do 
who wear no shirts. Out of the sleeves came strong bony wrists and 
hands gnarled and knotted and hard as peach branches. The nail' 
^ were flat and blunt and shiny. 

The old man drew close to the gate and swung down bis sack when 
he confronted Jody. His lips Buttered a little and a soft impersonal 
voice came from between them. 

“Do you live here?” 

Jody was embarrassed. He turned and looked at the house, and he 
turned back and looked toward the barn where his father and Billy 
Buck were. “Yes,” he said, when no help came from cither direction. 

“I have come back,” the old man said. “I am Gitano, and I have come 
back.” 

Jody could not take all this responsibility. He turned abruptly, and 
ran into the house for help, and the screen door banged after him. His 
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mother was in the kitchen poking out the clogged holes of a colander 
with a hairpin, and biting her lower lip with concentration. 

It s an old man, Jody cried excitedly. ‘*It’s an old puisano man. 
and he says he’s come back.” 

His mother put down the colander and stuck the hairpin behind 
the sink board. “What’s the matter now?” she asked patiently. 

“It’s an old man outside. Come on out.” 

“Well, what does he want?” She untied the strings of her apron and 
smoothed 'ler hair with her fingers. 

“I don’t know. He came walking.” 

His mother smoothed down her dress and went out, and Jody fol- 
lowed her. Gitano had not moved. 

“Yes?” Mrs. Tiflin asked. 

Gitano took off his old black hat and held it with both hands in 
front of him. He repeated, “I am Gitano, and I have come back.” 

“Come back? Back where?” 

Gitano *s whole straight body leaned forward a little. His right hand 
described the circle of the hills, the sloping fields and the mountains, 
and ended at his hat again. “Back to the rancho. I was born here^ and 
my father, too.” 

“Here?” she demanded. “This isn’t an old place.” 

“No, there,” he said, pointing to the western ridge. “On the other 
side there, in a house that is gone.” 

At last she understood. “The old ’dobe that’s washed almost away, 
you mean?” 

“Yes, senora. When the rancho broke up they put no more lime on 
the ’dobe, and the rains washed it down.” 

Jody’s mother was silent for a little, and curious homesick thoughts 
ran through her mind, but quickly she cleared them out. “And what 
do you want here now, Gitano?” 

“I will stay here,” he said quietly, “until I die.” 

“But we don’t need an extra man here.” 

“I cannot work hard any more, senora, I can milk a cow, feed 
chickens, cut a little wood; no more. I will stay here.” He indicated 
the sack on the ground beside him. “Here are my things.” 

She turned to Jody. “Run down to the barn and call your father.” 

Jody dashed away, and he returned with Carl Tiflin and Billy Buck 
behind him. The old man was standing as he had been, but he was 
resting now. His whole body had sagged into a timeless repose, 

“What is it?” Carl Tiflin asked. “What’s Jody so excited about?” 

Mrs. Tiflin motioned to the old man, “He wants to stay here. He 
wants to do a little work and stay here.” 
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“Well, we can’t have him. Wc don’t need any more men. He’s too 
old. Billy does everything we need.” 

They had been talking over him as though he did not exist, and 
now, suddenly, they both hesitated and looked at Gitano and were 
embarrassed. 

He cleared his throat. “I am too old to work. I come back where I 
was born.” 

“You weren’t born here,” Carl said sharply. 

“No. In the ’dobe house over the hill. It was all one rancho before 
you came.” 

“In the mud house that’s all melted down.?” 

“Yes. I and my father. I will stay here now on the rancho.” 

“I tell you you won’t stay,” Carl said angrily. “I don’t need an old 
tnan. This isn’t a big ranch. I can’t afford food and doctor bills for 
^n old man. You must have relatives and friends. Go to them. It is 
like begging to come to strangers.” 

“I was born here,” Gitano said patiently and inflexibly. 

Carl Tiflin didn’t like to be cruel, but he felt he must. “You can 
eat here tonight,” he said. “You can sleep in the little room of the old 
bunkhouse. We’ll give you your breakfast in the morning, and then 
you’ll have to go along. Go to your friends. Don’t come to die with 
strangers.” 

Gitano put on his black hat and stooped for the sack. “Here are my 
things,” he said. 

Carl turned away. “Come on, Billy, we’ll finish down at the barn. 
Jody, show him the little room in the bunkhouse.” 

He and Billy turned back toward the barn. Mrs. Tiflin went into the 
house, saying over her shoulder, “I’ll send some blankets down.” 

Gitano looked questioningly at Jody. “I’ll show you where it is,” 
Jody said. 

✓ There was a cot with a shuck mattress, an apple box holding a tin 
lantern, and a backless rocking-chair in the little roon^ of the bunk- 
house. Gitano laid his sack carefully on the floor and sat down on the 
bed. Jody stood shyly in the room, hesitating to go. At last he said, 

“Did you come out of the big mountains?” 

Gitano shook his head slowly. “No, I worked down the Salinas Val- 
ley.” 

The afternoon thought would not let Jody go. “Did you ever go 
into the big mountains back there?” 

The old dark eyes grew fixed, and their light turned inward on the 
years that were living in Gitano’s head. “Once — when I was a little 
boy. I went with my father.” 
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Way back, clear into the mountains?” 

"Yes” 

“What was there?” Jody cried. “Did you sec any people or any 
houses?” 

“No.” 

“Well, what was there?” 

Gitano’s eyes remained inward. A little wrinkled strain came be- 
tween his brows. 

“What did you set in there?” Jody repeated. 

“I don’t know,” Gitano said. “I don’t remember.” 

“Was it terrible and dry?” 

“I don’t remember.” 

In his excitement, Jody had lost his shyness. “Don’t you remember 
anything about it?” 

Gitano’s mouth opened for a word, and remained open while hit 
brain sought the word. “I think it was quiet — I think it was nice.” 

Gitano’s eyes seemed to have found something back in the years, for 
they grew soft and a little smile seemed to come and go in them. 

“Didn’t you ever go back in the mountains again?” Jody insisted, 

“No.” 

“Didn’t you ever want to?” 

But now Gitano’s face became impatient. “No,” he said in a tone 
that told Jody he didn’t want to talk about it any more. The boy was 
held by a curious fascination. He didn’t want to go away from Gitano. 
His shyness returned. 

“Would you like to come down to the barn and sec the stock?” he 
asked. 

Gitano stood up and put on his hat and prepared to follow. 

It was almost evening now. They stood near the watering trough 
while the horses sauntered in from the hillsides for an evening drink. 
Gitano rested his big twisted hands on the top rail of the fence. Five 
horses came down and drank, and then stood about, nibbling at the 
dirt or rubbing their sides against the polished wood of the fence. 
Long after they had finished drinking an old horse appeared over the 
brow of the hill and came painfully down. It had long yellow teeth; 
its hoofs were flat and sharp as spades, and its ribs and hip-bones 
jutted out under its skin. It hobbled up to the trough and drank water 
with a loud sucking noise. 

“That’s old Easter,” Jody explained. “That’s the first horse my father 
ever had. He’s thirty years old.” He looked up into Gitano’s old eyes 
for some response. 

“No good any more,” Gitano said. 



1142 JOHN STEINBECK 

Jody’s father and Billy Buck came out of the barn and walked over. 

“Too old to work/* Gitano repeated. “Just eats and pretty soon dies.'* 

Carl Tiflin caught the last words. He hated his brutality toward old 
Gitano, and so he became brutal again. 

“It’s a shame not to shoot Easter,” he said. “It’d save him a lot of 
pains and rheumatism.” He looked secretly at Gitano, to see whether 
he noticed the parallel, but the big bony hands did not move, nor did 
the dark eyes turn from the horse. “Old things ought to be put out of 
their misery,” Jody’s father went on. “One shot, a big noise, one big 
pain in the head maybe, and that’s all. That’s better than stiffness and 
sore teeth.” 

Billy Buck broke in. “They got a right to rest after they worked all 
of their life. Maybe they like to just walk around.” 

Carl had been looking steadily at the skinny horse. “You can’t im- 
agine now what Easter used to look like,” he said softly. “High neck, 
deep chest, fine barrel. He could jump a five-bar gate in stride. I won 
a flat race on him when I was fifteen years old. i could of got two hun- 
dred dollars for him any time. You wouldn’t think how pretty he 
was.” He checked himself, for he hated softness. “But he ought to be 
shot now,” he said. 

“He’s got a right to rest,” Billy Buck insisted. 

Jody’s father had a humorous thought. He turned to Gitano. “If 
ham and eggs grew on a side-hill I’d turn you out to pasture too,” he 
said. “But I can’t afford to pasture you in my kitchen.” 

He laughed to Billy Buck about it as they went on toward the house. 
“Be a good thing for all of us if ham and eggs grew on the side-hills.*' 

Jody knew how his father was probing for a place to hurt in 
Gitano. He had been probed often. His father knew every place in the 
boy where a word would fester. 

“He’s only talking,” Jody said. “He didn’t mean it about shooting 
Easter. He likes Easter. That was the first horse he ever owned.” 

The sun sank behind the high mountains as they stood there, and 
the ranch was hushed. Gitano seemed to be more at home in the eve- 
ning. He made a curious sharp sound with his lips and stretched one 
of his hands over the fence. Old Easter moved stiffly to him, and 
Gitano rubbed the lean neck under the mane. 

“You like him?” Jody asked softly. 

“Yes— but he’s no damn good.” 

The triangle sounded at the ranch house. “That’s supper,” Jody 
cried, ‘^me on up to supper.” 

As they walked up toward the house Jody noticed again that Gitano’s 
body was as straight as that of a young mao. Only by p ierkiness in 
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his movements and by the scuffling of his heels could it be seen that 
he was old. 

The turkeys were flying heavily into the lower branches of the 
cypress tree by the bunkhouse. A fat sleek ranch cat walked across the 
road carrying a rat so large that its tail dragged on the ground. The 
quail on the side-hills were still sounding the clear water calL 

Jody and Gitano came to the back steps and Mrs. Tiflin looked out 
through the screen door at them. 

“Come running, Jody. Come in to supper, Gitano.” 

Carl and Billy Buck had started to eat at the long oilcloth-covered 
table. Jody slipped into his chair without moving it, but Gitano stood 
holding his hat until Carl looked up and said, “Sit down, sit down. You 
might as well get your belly full before you go on.” Carl was afraid 
he might relent and let the old man stay, and so he continued to re- 
mind himself that this couldn’t be. 

Gitano laid his hat on the floor and diffidently sat down. He wouldn’t 
reach for food. Carl had to pass it to him. “Here, fill yourself up.” 
Gitano ate very slowly, cutting tiny pieces of meat and arranging link 
pats of mashed potato on his plate. 

The situation would not stop worrying Carl Tiflin. “Haven’t you 
got any relatives in this part of the country?” he asked. 

Gitano answered with some pride, “My brother-in-law is in Mon- 
terey. I have cousins there, too.” 

“Well, you can go and live there, then.” 

“I was born here,” Gitano said in gentle rebuke. 

Jody’s mother came in from the kitchen, carrying a large bowl of 
tapioca pudding. 

Carl chuckled to her, “Did I tell you what I said to him? I said if 
ham and eggs grew on the side-hills I’d put him out to pasture, like 
old Easter.” 

Gitano stared unmoved at his plate. 

“It’s too bad he can’t stay,” said Mrs. Tiflin. 

“Now don’t you start anything,” Carl said crossly. 

When they had finished eating, Carl and Billy Buck and Jody went 
into the living room to sit for a while, but Gitano, without a word of 
farewell or thanks, walked through the kitchen and out the back 
door, Jody sat and secretly watched his father. He knew how mean 
1 his father felt. 

“This country’s full of these old paisanos/' Carl said to Billy Buck. 

“They’re damn good men,” Billy defended them. “They can 
[ work older than white men. I saw one of them a hundred and five v^rs 
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old, and he could still ride a horse. You don’t see any white men 
as old as Gitano walking twenty or thirty miles.” 

“Oh, they’re tough, all right.” Carl agreed. “Say, are you standing 
up for him too? Listen, Billy,” he explained, “I’m having a hard enough 
time keeping this ranch out of the Bank of Italy without taking on 
^ anybody else to feed. You know that, Billy.” 

“Sure, I know,” said Billy. “If you was rich, it’d be different.” 

“That’s right, and it isn’t like he didn’t have relatives to go to. A 
brother-in-law and cousins right in Monterey. Why should I worry 
about him?” 

Jody sat quietly listening, and he seemed to hear Gitano’s gentle voice 
and its unanswerable, “But I was born here.” Gitano was mysterious 
like the mountains. There were ranges back as far as you could see, 
but behind the last range piled up against the sky there was a great 
unknown country. And Gitano was an old man, until you got to the 
dull dark eyes. And in behind them was some unknown thing. He 
didn’t ever say enough to let you guess what was inside, under the eyes. 
Jody felt himself irresistibly drawn toward the bunkhouse. He slipped 
from his chair while his father was talking and he went out the door 
without making a sound. 

The night was very dark and far-off noises carried in clearly. The 
hamebclls of a wood team sounded from way over the hill on the coun- 
try road. Jody picked his way across the dark yard. He could see a light 
through the window of the little room of the bunkhouse. Because the 
night was secret he walked quiedy up to the window and peered in. 
Gitano sat in the rocking-chair and his back was toward the window. 
His right arm moved slowly back and forth in front of him. Jody pushed 
the door open and walked in. Gitano jerked upright and, seizing a 
piece of deerskin, he tried to throw it over the thing in his lap, but the 
skin slipped away. Jody stood overwhelmed by the thing in Gitano’s 
Jjand, a lean and lovely rapier with a golden basket hilt. The blade 
was like a thin ray of dark light. The hilt was pierced and intricately 
carved. 

“What is it?” Jody demanded. 

Gitano only looked at him with resentful eyes, and he picked up the 
fallen deerskin and firmly wrapped the beautiful blade in it. 

Jody put out his hand. “Can’t I see it?” 

Gitano’s eyes smoldered angrily and he shook his head. 

“Wherc’d you get it? Where’d it come from?” 

Now Gitana regarded him profoundly, as though he pondered. “I go* 
it from my father.” 

“Wcllj whcrc’d he get it?” 
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Gitano looked down at the long deerskin parcel in his hand. “I don’ 
know.” 

“Didn’t he ever tell you?” 

“No.” 

“What do you do with it?” 

Gitano looked slightly surprised. “Nothing. I just keep it.” 

“Can’t I see it again?” 

The old man slowly unwrapped the shining blade and let the lamp 
light slip along it for a moment. Then he wrapped it up again. “You 
go now. I want to go to bed.” He blew out the lamp almost before 
Jody had closed the door. 

As he went back toward the house, Jody knew one thing more 
sharply than he had ever known anything. He must never tell anyone 
about the rapier. It would be a dreadful thing to tell anyone about it, 
for it would destroy some fragile structure of truth. It was a truth that 
might be shattered by division. 

On the way across the dark yard Jody passed Billy Buck. “They’re 
wondering where you are,” Billy said. 

Jody slipped into the living room, and his father turned to him, 
“Where have you been?” 

“I just went out to see if I caught any rats in my new trap.” 

“It’s time you went to bed,” his father said. 

Jody was first at the breakfast table in the morning. Then his father 
came in, and last, Billy Buck. Mrs. Tiflin looked in from the kitchen. 

“Where’s the old man, Billy?” she asked. 

“I guess he’s out walking,” Billy said. “I looked in his room and 
he wasn’t there.” 

“Maybe he started early to Monterey,” said Carl. “It’s a long walk.” 

“No,” Billy explained. “His sack is in the little room.” 

After breakfast Jody walked down to the bunkhouse. Flies were 
flashing about in the sunshine. The ranch seemed especially quiet this 
morning. When he was sure no one was watching him, Jody went 
into the little room, and looked into Gitano ’s sack. An extra pair of long 
cotton underwear was there, an extra pair of jeans and three pairs of 
worn socks. Nothing else was in the sack. A sharp loneliness fell on 
Jody. He walked slowly back toward the house. His father stood on 
the porch talking to Mrs. Tiflin. 

“I guess old Easter’s dead at last,” he said. “I didn’t sec him come 
down to water with the other horses.” 

In the middle of the morning Jess Taylor from the ridge ranch rode 
down- 
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“You didn’t sell that old gray crowbait of yours, did you, Carl?” 

“No, of course not. Why?” 

“Well,” Jess said. “I was out this morning early, and I saw a funny 
thing. I saw an old man on an old horse, no saddle, only a piece of rope 
for a bridle. He wasn’t on the road at all. He was cutting right up 
straight through the brush. I think he had a gun. At least I saw some- 
thing shine in his hand.” 

“That’s old Gitano,” Carl Tiflin said. “I’ll see if any of my guns 
are missing.” He stepped into the house for a second. “Nope, all here. 
Which way was he heading, Jess?” 

“Well, that’s the funny thing. He was heading straight back into ilie 
mountains.” 

Carl laughed. “They never get too old to steal,” he said. “I guess he 
just stole old Easter.” 

“Want to go after him, Carl?” 

“Hell, no, just save me burying that horse. I wonder where he got 
the gun. I wonder what he wants back there.” 

Jody walked up through the vegetable patch, toward the brush line. 
He looked scarchingly at the towering mountains — ridge after ridge 
after ridge until at last there was the ocean. For a moment he thought 
he could see a black speck crawling up the farthest ridge. Jody thought 
of the rapier and of Gitano. And he thought of the great mountains, A 
longing caressed him, and it was so sharp that he wanted to cry to get 
it out of his breast. He lay down in the green grass near the round tub 
at the brush line. He covered his eyes with his crossed arms and lay 
there a long time, and he was full of a nameless sorrow. 

III. THE PROMISE 

In a mid-afternoon of spring, the little boy Jody walked martially 
along the brush-lined road toward his home ranch. Banging his knee 
against the golden lard bucket he used for school lunch, he contrived 
a good bass drum, while his tongue fluttered sharply against his teeth 
to fill in snare drums and occasional trumpets. Some time back the 
other members of the squad that walked so smartly from the school had 
turned into the various little canyons and taken the wagon roads to 
their own home ranches. Now Jody marched seemingly alone, with 
high-lifted knees and pounding feet; but behind him there was a 
phantom army with great flags and swords, silent but deadly. 

The afternoon was green and gold with spring. Underneath the 
spread branches of the oaks the plants grew pale and tall* and on the 
hills the feed was smooth and thick. The sagebrushes shone with new 
silver leaves and the oaks wore hoods of golden green. Over the hills 
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there huog such a green odor that the horses on the flats galloped 
madly, and then stopped, wondering; lambs, and even old sheep 
jumped in the air unexpectedly and landed on stiff legs, and went 
on eating; young clumsy calves butted their heads together and drew 
bark and butted again. 

As the gray and silent army marched past, led by Jody, the animals 
stopped their feeding and their play and watched it go by. 

Suddenly Jody stopped. The gray army halted, bewildered and 
nervous. Jody went down on his knees. The army stood in long uneasy 
ranks for a moment, and then, with a soft sigh of sorrow, rose up in a 
faint gray mist and disappeared. Jody had seen the thorny crown of a 
horny-toad moving under the dust of the road. His grimy hand went 
out and grasped the spiked halo and held firmly while the little beast 
struggled. Then Jody turned the horny-toad over, exposing its pale gold 
stomach. With a gentle forefinger he stroked the throat and chest until 
the horny-toad relaxed, until its eyes closed and it lay languorous and 

asleep. . 

Jody opened his lunch pail and deposited the first game inside. He 
moved on now, his knees bent slightly, his shoulders crouched; his bare 
feet were wise and silent. In his right hand there was a long gray rifle. 
The brush along the road stirred restively under a new and unexpected 
population of gray tigers and gray bears. The hunting was very good, 
for by the time Jody reached the fork of the road where the naail box 
stood on a post, he had captured two more horny-toads, four little grass 
lizards, a blue snake, sixteen yellow-winged grasshoppers and a brown 
damp newt from under a rock. This assortment scrabbled unhappily 

against the tin of the lunch bucket. 

At the road fork the rifle evaporated and the tigers and bears melt^ 
from the hillsides. Even the moist and uncomfortable creatures in the 
lunch pail ceased to exist, for the little red metal flag was up m the mail 
box, signifying that some postal matter was inside. Jody set his pail on 
the ground and opened the letter box. There was a Montgomery Ward 
catalogue and a copy of the Salinas Weekly Journal. He slammed the box, 
picked up his lunch pail and trotted over the ridge and down into the 
cup of the ranch. Past the barn he ran, and past the used-up haystack and 
the bunkhousc and the cypress tree. He banged through the front 
screen door of the ranch house calling, “Maam, maam, there $ a 

^Mrfridin was in the kitchen spooning clabbered milk into a 
bag. She put down her work and rinsed her hands under the tap. 
‘‘Here in the kitchen, Jody. Here I am. 
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He ran in and clattered his lunch pail on the sink. “Here it is. Can 
1 open the catalogue, ma’am?” 

Mrs. Tiflin took up the spoon again and went back to her cottage 
cheese. “Don’t lose it, Jody. Your father will want to see it.” She scraped 
the last of the milk into the bag. “Oh, Jody, your father wants to sec 
you before you go to your chores.” She waved a cruising fly from the 
cheese bag. 

Jody closed the new catalogue in alarm. “Ma’am?” 

“Why don’t you ever listen? I say your father wants to see you.” 

The boy laid the catalogue gently on the sink board. “Do you— is it 
something I did?” 

Mrs. Tiflin laughed. “Always a bad conscience. What did you do?” 

“Nothing, ma’am,” he said lamely. But he couldn’t remember, and 
besides it was impossible to know what action might later be con- 
strued as a crime. 

His mother hung the full bag on a nail where it could drip into the 
sink. “He just said he wanted to see you when you got home. He’s 
somewhere down by the barn.” 

Jody turned and went out the back door. Hearing his mother open 
the lunch pail and then gasp with rage, a memory stabbed him and he 
trotted away toward the barn, conscientiously not hearing the angry 
voice that called him from the house. 

Carl Tiflin and Billy Buck, the ranch hand, stood against the lower 
pasture fence. Each man rested one foot on the lowest bar and both 
elbows on the top bar. They were talking slowly and aimlessly. In the 
pasture half a dozen horses nibbled contentedly at the sweet grass. The 
mare, Nellie, stood backed up against the gate, rubbing her buttocks 
on the heavy post. 

Jody sidled uneasily near. He dragged one foot to give an impression 
of great innocence and nonchalance. When he arrived beside the men 
he put one foot on the lowest fence rail, rested his elbows on the second 
bar and looked into the pasture too. The two men glanced sideways 
at him. 

“I wanted to see you,” Carl said in the stern tone he reserved for 
children and animals. 

“Yes, sir,” said Jody guiltily. 

“Billy, here, says you took good care of the pony before it died.” 

No punishment was in the air. Jody grew bolder. “Yes, sir, I did.’ 

“Billy says you have a good patient hand with horses.” 

Jody felt a sudden warm friendliness for the ranch hand. 

Billy put in, “He trained that pony as good as anybody I ever seen. 
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Then Carl Tiflin came gradually to the point. “If you could have 
another horse would you work for it?” 

Jody shivered. “Yes, sir.” 

Well, look here, then. Billy says the best way for you to be a good 
hand with horses is to raise a colt.” 

“It’s the only good way,” Billy interrupted. 

“Now, look here, Jody,” continued Carl. “Jess Taylor, up to the ridge 
ranch, has a fair stallion, but it 11 cost five dollars. I’ll put up the money, 
but you’ll have to work it out all summer. Will you do that?” 

Jody felt that his insides were shriveling. “Yes, sir,” he said softly. 

“And no complaining? And no forgetting when you’re told to do 
something?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Well, all right, then. Tomorrow morning you take Nellie up to 
the ridge ranch and get her bred. You’ll have to take care of her, tooi 
till she throws the colt.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“You better get to the chickens and the wood now.” 

Jody slid away. In passing behind Billy Buck he very nearly put out 
his hand to touch the blue-jeaned legs. His shoulders swayed a little 
with maturity and importance. 

He went to his work with unprecedented seriousness. This night he 
did not dump the can of grain to the ciiickens so that they had to leap 
over each other and struggle to get it. No, he spread the wheat so far 
and so carefully that the hens couldn’t find some of it at all. And in the 
house, after listening to his mother’s despair over boys who filled 
their lunch pails with slimy, sulTocated reptiles, and bugs, he promised 
never to do it again. Indeed, Jody felt that all such foolishness was lost 
in the past. He was far too grown up ever to put horny-toads in his 
lunch pail any more. He carried in so much wood and built such a high 
structure with it that his mother walked in fear of an avalanche of oak. 
When he was done, when he had gathered eggs that had remained 
hidden for weeks, Jody walked down again past the cypress tree, and 
past the bunkhouse toward the pasture. A fat warty toad that looked out 
at him from under the watering trough had no emotional effect on him 
at all. 

Carl Tiflin and Billy Buck were not in sight, but from a metallic 
ringing on the other side of the barn Jody knew that Billy Buck was just 
starting to milk a cow. 

The other horses were eating toward the upper end of the pasture, 
but Nellie continued to rub herself nervously against the post. Jody 
walked slowly near, saying, **So, girl, so-o, Nellie.” The mare’s cars 
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«tent back naughtily and her lips drew away from her yellow teeth. 
She turned her head around; her eyes were glazed and mad. Jody 
climbed to the top of the fence and hung his feet over and looked 
paternally down on the mare. 

The evening hovered while he sat there. Bats and nighthawks flicked 
about. Billy l$uck, walking toward the house carrying a full milk 
bucket, saw Jody and stopped. “It’s a long time to wait,” he said gently. 
■‘You’ll get awful tired waiting.” 

“No, I won't, Billy. How long will it be.?” 

“Nearly a year.” 

“Well, I won’t get tired.” 

The triangle at the house rang stridently. Jody climbed down from 
the fence and walked to supper beside Billy BucL He even put out his 
hand and took hold of the milk bucket to help carry it. 

The next morning after breakfast Carl Tiflin folded a five-dollar 
bill in a piece of newspaper and pinned the package in the bib pocket 
of Jody’s overalls. Billy Buck haltered the mare Nellie and led her out 
of the pasture. 

“Be careful now,” he warned. “Hold her up short here so she can't 
bite you. She’s crazy as a coot.” 

Jody took hold of the halter leather itself and started up the hill 
toward the ridge ranch with Nellie skittering and jerking behind him. 
In the pasturage along the road the wild oat heads were just clearing 
Acir scabbards. The warm morning sun shone on Jody’s hack so 
sweetly that he was forced to take a serious stiff-legged hop now and 
dicn in spite of his maturity. On the fences the shiny blackbirds with 
red epaulets clicked their dry call. The meadowlarks sang like water, 
and the wild doves, concealed among the bursting leaves of the oaks, 
made a sound of restrained grieving. In the fields the rabbits sat sun- 
ning themselves, with only their forked cars showing above the grass 
heads. 

After an hour of steady uphill walking, Jody turned into a narrow 
road that led up a steeper hill to the ridge ranch. He could sec the red 
noof of the barn sticking up above the oak trees, and he could hear a 
dog barking unemotionally near the house. 

Suddenly Nellie jerked back and nearly freed herself. From the 
direction of the barn Jody heard a shrill whistling scream and a 
apliniering of wood, and then a man’s voice shouting. Nellie reared and 
whinnied. When Jody held to the halter rope she ran at him with bared 
Iceth. He dropped his hold and scuttled out of the way, into the brush. 
The high scream came from the oaks again, and Nellie answered it- 
With hoofs battering the ground the stallion appeared and cli 
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down the bill trailing a broken halter rope. His eyes glittered feverishly. 
His stiff, erected nostrils were as red as flame. His black, sleek hide 
shone in the sunlight. The stallion came on so fast that he couldn't stop 
when he reached the mare. Nellie’s ears went back; she whirled and 
kicked at him as he went by. The stallion spun around and reared. He 
struck the mare with his front hoof, and while she staggered under 
the blow, his teeth raked her neck and drew an ooze of blood. 

Instantly Nellie s mood changed. She became coquettishly feminine. 
She nibbled his arched neck with her lips. She edged around and rubbed 
her shoulder against his shoulder. Jody stood half-hidden in the brush 
and watched. He heard the step of a horse behind him, but before he 
could turn, a hand caught him by tlic overall straps and lifted him 
off the ground. Jess Taylor sat the boy behind him on the horse. 

“You might have got killed,” he said. “Sundog’s a mean devil some- 
times. He busted his rope and went right through a gate.” 

Jody sat quietly, but in a moment he cried, “He’ll hurt her, he’ll 
kill her. Get him away!” 

Jess chuckled. “She’ll be all right. Maybe you’d better climb off and 
go up to the houje for a little. You could get maybe a piece of pie up 
there.” 

But Jody shook his head. “She’s mine, and the colt’s going to be 
mine. I’m going to raise it up.” 

Jess nodded. “Yes, that’s a good thing. Carl has good seilse some- 
times.” 

In a little while the danger was over. Jess lifted Jody down and then 
caught the stallion by its broken halter rope. And he rode ahead, 
while Jody followed, leading Nellie. 

It was only after he had unpinned and handed over the five dollars, 
and after he had eaten two pieces of pie, that Jody started for home 
again. And Nellie followed docilely after him. She was so quiet that 
Jody climbed on a stump and rode her most of the way home. 

The five dollars his father had advanced reduced Jody to peonage 
for the whole late spring and summer. When the hay was cut he drove 
a rake. He led the horse that pulled on the Jackson-fork tackle, and 
when the baler came he drove the circling horse that put pressure on 
the bales. In addition, Carl Tiflin taught him to milk and put a cow 
under his care, so that a new chore was added night and morning. 

The bay mare Nellie quickly grew complacent. As she walked about 
the yellowing hillsides or worked at easy tasks, her lips were curled in a 
perpetual fatuous smile. She moved slowly, with the calm importance 
of an empress. When she was put to a team, she pulled steadily and 
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unemotionally. Jody went to see her every day. He studied her with 
critical eyes and saw no change whatever. 

One afternoon Billy Buck leaned the many-tined manure fork against 
the barn wall. He loosened his belt and tucked in his shirt-tail and 
tightened the belt again. He picked one of the little straws from his hat- 
band and put it in the corner of his mouth. Jody, who was helping 
Doubletree Mutt, the big serious dog, to dig out a gopher, straightened 
up as the ranch hand sauntered out of the barn. 

“Let’s go up and have a look at Nellie,” Billy suggested. 

Instantly Jody fell into step with him. Doubletree Mutt watched 
them over his shoulder; then he dug furiously, growled, sounded little 
sharp yelps to indicate that the gopher was practically caught. When 
he looked over his shoulder again, and saw that neither Jody nor 
Billy was interested, he climbed reluctantly out of the hole and fol- 
lowed them up the hill. 

The wild oats were ripening. Every head bent sharply under its load 
of grain, and the grass was dry enough so that it made a swishing sound 
as Jody and Billy stepped through it. Halfway up the hill they could 
see Nellie and the iron-gray gelding, Pete, nibbling the heads from 
the wild oats. When they approached, Nellie looked at them and 
backed her ears and bobbed her head up and down rebelliously. Billy 
walked to her and put his hand under her mane and patted her neck, 
until her ears came forward again and she nibbled delicately at his 
shirt. 

Jody asked, “Do you think she’s really going to have a coJt?” 

Billy rolled the lids back from the mare’s eyes with his thumb and 
forefinger. He felt the lower lip and fingered the black, leathery teats. 
“I wouldn’t be surprised,” he said. 

“Well, she isn’t changed at all. It’s three months gone.” 

Billy rubbed the mare’s flat forehead with his knuckle while she 
grunted with pleasure. “I told you you’d get tired waiting. It’ll be five 
months more before you can even see a sign, and it’ll be at least eight 
months more before she throws the colt, about next January.*’ 

Jody sighed deeply. “It’s a long time, isn’t it?” 

“And then it’ll be about two years more before you can ride.” 

Jody cried out in despair, “I’ll be grown up.” 

“Yep, you’ll be an old man,” said Billy. 

“What color do you think the colt’ll be?” 

“Why, you can’t ever tell. The stud is black and the dam is bay. Colt 
might be black or bay or gray or dappled. You can’t tell. Sometimes a 
black dam might have a white colt.” 

“Well. I hope it’s black, and a stallion.” 
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“If it‘s a stallion, well have to geld it. Your father wouldn’t let you 
have a stallion.” 

“Maybe he would,” Jody said. “I could train him not to be mean.” 

Billy pursed his lips, and the little straw that had been in the corner 
of his mouth rolled down to the center. “You can’t ever trust a stallion,” 
he said critically. “They’re mostly fighting and making trouble. Some- 
times when they’re feeling funny they won’t work. They make the 
mares uneasy and kick hell out of the geldings. Your father wouldn’t 
let you keep a stallion.” 

Nellie sauntered away, nibbling the drying grass. Jody skinned the 
grain from a grass stem and threw the handful into the air, so that each 
pointed, feathered seed sailed out like a dart. “Tell me how it’ll be. 
Billy. Is it like when the cows have calves?” 

“Just about. Mares are a little more sensitive. Sometimes you have 
to be there to help the mare. And sometimes if it’s wrong you have 
to ” he paused. 

“Have to what, Billy?” 

“Have to tear the colt to pieces to get it out, or the mare’ll die.” 

“But it won’t be that way this time, will it, Billy?” 

“Oh, no. Nellie’s thrown good colts.” 

“Can I be there, Billy? Will you be certain to call me? It’s my coir.* 

“Sure, I’ll call you. Of course I will.” 

“Tell me how it’ll be.” 

“Why, you’ve seen the cows calving. It’s almost the same. The mare 
starts groaning and stretching, and then, if it’s a good right birth, the 
head and forefeet come out, and the front hoofs kick a hole just the way 
the calves do. And the colt starts to breathe. It’s good to be there, ’cause 
if its feet aren’t right maybe he can’t break the sac, and then he might 
smother.” 

Jody whipped his leg with a bunch of grass, “We’ll have to be there, 
then, won’t we?” 

“Oh, we’ll be there, all right.” 

They turned and walked slowly down the hill toward the barn. Jody 
was tortured with a thing he had to say, although he didn t want to. 
“Billy,” he began miserably, “Billy, you won’t let anything happen to 
the colt, will you?” 

And Billy knew he was thinking of the red pony, Gabilan, and of 
how it died of strangles. Billy knew he had been infallible before that, 
and now he was capable of failure. This knowledge made Billy much 
less sure of himself than he had been. “I can t tell, he said roughly. 
“All sorts of things might happen, and they wouldnt be my fault. I 
can’t do everything.” He felt bad about his lost prestige, and so he 
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playing with the water in the trough, pushing waves and tossing her 
head so that the water slopped out on the ground. 

Jody climbed the fence and set the bucket of steaming mash beside 
her. Then he stepped back to look at her. And she was changed. Her 
stomach was swollen. When she moved, her feet touched the ground 
gently. She buried her nose in the bucket and gobbled the hot break- 
fast. And when she had finished and had pushed the bucket around 
the ground with her nose a little, she stepped quietly over to Jody and 
rubbed her cheek against him. 

Billy Buck came out of the saddle-room and walked over. “Starts 
fast when it starts, doesn’t it?” 

“Did it come all at once?” 

“Oh, no, you just stopped looking for a while.” He pulled her head 
around toward Jody. “She’s goin’ to be nice, too. See how nice her eyes 
are! Some mares get mean, but when they turn nice, they just love 
everything.” Nellie slipped her head under Billy’s arm and rubbed her 
neck up and down between his arm and his side. “You better treat her 
awful nice now,” Billy said. 

“How long will it be?” Jody demanded breathlessly. 

The man counted in whispers on his fingers. “About three months /* 
he said aloud. “You can’t tell exactly. Sometimes it’s eleven months to 
the day, but it might be two weeks early, or a month late, without 
hurting anything,” 

Jody looked hard at the ground. “Billy,” he began nervously, “Billy, 
you’ll call me when it’s getting born, won’t you? You’ll let me be 
there, won’t you?” 

Billy bit the tip of Nellie’s ear with his front teeth. “Carl says he 
wants you to start right at the start. That’s the only way to learn. No- 
body can tell you anything. Like my old man did with me about the 
saddle blanket. He was a government packer when I was your size, and 
I helped him some. One day I left a wrinkle in my saddle blanket 
and made a saddle-sore. My old man didn’t give me hell at all. But the 
next morning he saddled me up with a forty-pound stock saddle. I had 
to lead my horse and carry that saddle over a whole damn mountain 
in the sun. It darn near killed me, but I never left no wrinkles in a 
blanket again. I couldn’t. I never in my life since then put on a blanket 
but I felt that saddle on my back.” 

Jody reached up a hand and took hold of Nellie’s mane. “You’ll tell 
me what to do about everything, won’t you? I guess you know every- 
thing about horses, don’t you?” 

Billy laughed. “Why, I’m half horse myself, you see,” he said. “My 
ma died when I was born, and being my old man was a government 
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packer in the mountains^ and no cows around most of the time, why 
he just gave me mostly mare s milk.” He continued seriously, “And 
horses know that. Don’t you know it, Nellie.?” 

The mare turned her head and looked full into his eyes for a mo- 
ment, and this is a thing horses practically never do. Billy was proud 
and sure of himself now. He boasted a little. “I’ll see you get a good 
colt. I’ll start you right. And if you do like I say, you’ll have the best 
horse in the county.” 

That made Jody feel warm and proud, too; so proud that when he 
went back to the house he bowed his legs and swayed his shoulders as 
horsemen do. And he whispered, “Whoa, you Black Demon, you! 
Steady down there and keep your feet on the ground.” 

The winter fell sharply. A few preliminary gusty showers, and then 
a strong steady rain. The hills lost their straw color and blackened 
under the water, and the winter streams scrambled noisily down the 
canyons. The mushrooms and puffballs popped up and the new grass 
started before Christmas. 

But this year Christmas was not the central day to Jody. Some unde- 
termined time in January had become the axis day around which the 
months swung. When the rains fell, he put Nellie in a box stall and 
fed her warm food every morning and curried her and brushed her. 

The mare was swelling so greatly chat Jody became alarmed. “She’ll 
pop wide open,” he said to Billy. 

Billy laid his strong square hand against Nellie’s swollen abdomen. 
“Feel here,” he said quietly. “You can feel it move. I guess it would 
surprise you if there were twin colts.” 

“You don’t think so?” Jody cried. “You don’t think it will be twin:, 
do you, Billy?” 

“No, I don’t, but it does happen, sometimes.” 

During the first two weeks of January it rained steadily. Jody spent 
most of his time, when he wasn’t in school, in the box stall with Nellie. 
Twenty times a day he put his hand on her stomach to feel the coh 
move. Nellie became more and more gentle and friendly to him. She 
rubbed her nose on him. She whinnied softly when he walked into 
the barn. 

Carl Tiflin came to the barn with Jody one day. He looked admir- 
ingly at the groomed bay coat, and he felt the firm flesh over ribs and 
shoulders. “You’ve done a good job,” he said to Jody. And this was 
the greatest praise he knew how to give. Jody was tight with pride for 
hours afterward. 

The fifteenth of January came, and the colt was not born. And the 
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twentieth came; a lump of fear began to form in Jody’s stomach. “I4 
it all right?” he demanded of Billy. 

“Oh, sure.” 

And again, “Are you sure it’s going to be all right?” 

Billy stroked the mare’s neck. She swayed her head uneasily. “I told 
you it wasn’t always the same time, Jody. You just have to wait.” 

When the end of the month arrived with no birth, Jody grew 
frantic. Nellie was so big that her breath came heavily, and her ears 
were close together and straight up, as though her head ached. Jody’s 
sleep grew restless, and his dreams confused. 

On the night of the second of February be awakened crying. His 
mother called to him, “Jody, you’re dreaming. Wake up and start 
over again.” 

But Jody was filled with terror and desolation. He lay quietly a few 
moments, waiting for his mother to go back to sleep, and then he 
slipped his clothes on, and crept out in his bare feet. 

The night war black and thick. A little misting rain fell. The cypress 
tree and the bunkhouse loomed and then dropped back into the mist. 
The barn door screeched as he opened it, a thing it never did in the 
daytime. Jody went to the rack and found a lantern and a tin box of 
matches. He lighted the wick and walked down the long straw-covered 
aisle to Nellie’s stall. She was standing up. Her whole body weaved 
from side to side. Jody called to her, “So, Nellie, so-o, Nellie,” but she 
did not stop her swaying nor look around. When he stepped into the 
stall and txmehed her on the shoulder she shivered under his hand. 
Then Billy Buck’s voice came from the hayloft right above the stall. 

“Jody, what are you doing.?” 

Jody started back and turned miserable eyes up toward the nest 
where Billy was lying in the hay. “Is she all right, do you think?” 

“Why, sure, I think so.” 

“You won’t let anything happen, Billy, you’re sure you won’t?” 

Billy growled down at him, “I told you I’d call you, and I will. Now 
you get back to bed and stop worrying that marc. She’s got enough 
to do without you worrying her.” 

Jody cringed, for he had never heard Billy speak in such a tone. “I 
only thought I’d come and see,” he said. “I woke up.” 

Billy softened a litdc then. “Well, you get to bed. I don’t want you 
bothering her. I told you I’d get you a good colt. Get along now.” 

Jody walked slowly out of the barn. He blew out the lantern and 
set it in the rack. The blackness of the night, and the chilled mist 
struck him and enfolded him. He wished he believed everything Billy 
said as he bad before the pony died. It was a moment before his eyes, 
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blinded by the Ceeblc lantern-flame, could make any form of the 
darkness. The damp ground chilled his bare feet. At the cypress tree 
the roosdng turkeys chattered a Jittle in alarm, and the two good dogi 
responded to their duty and came charging out, barking to frighten 
away the coyotes they thought were prowling under the tree. 

As he crept through the kitchen, Jody stumbled over a chair. Carl 
called from his bedroom, “Who’s there? What’s the matter there?” 

And Mrs. Tiflin said sleepily, “What’s the matter, Carl?” 

The next second Carl came out of the bedroom carrying a candle, 
and found Jody before he could get into bed. “What are you doing 
out?” 

Jody turned shyly away. “I was down to sec the marc.” 

For a moment anger at being awakened fought with approval in 
Jody’s father. “Listen,” he said, finally, “there’s not a man in this 
country that knows more about colts than Billy. You leave it to him.” 

Words burst out of Jody’s mouth. “But the pony died ” 

“Don’t you go blaming that on him,” Carl said sternly. “If Billy 
can’t save a horse, it can’t be saved.” 

Mrs. Tiflin called, “Make him clean his feet and go to bed, CarL 
He’ll be sleepy all day tomorrow.” 

It seemed to Jody that he had just closed his eyes to try to go 
sleep when he was shaken violently by the shoulder. Billy Buck stood 
beside him, holding a lantern in his hand. “Get up,” he said, “Hurry 
up.” He turned and walked quickly out of the room. 

Mrs. Tiflin called, “What’s the matter? Is that you, Billy?” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

“Is Nellie ready?” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

“All right. I’ll get up and heat some water in case you need it.” 

Jody jumped into his clothes so quickly that he was out the back 
door before Billy’s swinging lantern was halfway to the barn. There 
was a rim of dawn on the mountain-tops, but no light had penetrated 
into the cup of the ranch yet. Jody ran frantically after the lantern and 
caught up to Billy just as he reached the barn. Billy hung the lantern 
to a nail on the stall-side and took off his blue denim coat. Jody saw 
that he wore only a sleeveless shirt under it. 

Nellie was standing rigid and stiff. While they watch^, she 
crouched. Her whole b^y was wrung with a spasm. The spasm passed. 
But in a few moments it started over again, and passed. 

BiUy muttered nervously, “There’s something wrong.” His bare 
^^nd disappeared. “Oh, Jesus,” he said. “It’s wrong.” 
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The spasm came again, and this time Billy strained, and the muscles 
stood out on his arm and shoulder. He heaved strongly, his forehead 
beaded with perspiration. Nellie cried with pain. Billy was muttering, 
“It’s wrong. I can’t turn it. It’s way wrong. It’s turned all around 
wrong.” 

He glared wildly toward Jody. And then his fingers made a careful, 
careful diagnosis. His cheeks were growing tight and gray. He looked 
for a long questioning minute at Jody standing back of the stall. Then 
Billy stepped to the rack under the manure window and picked up a 
horseshoe hammer with his wet right hand. 

“Go outside, Jody,” he said. 

The boy stood still and stared dully at him. 

“Go outside, I tell you. It’ll be too late.” 

Jody didn’t move. 

Then Billy walked quickly to Nellie’s head. He cried, “Turn your 
face away, damn you, turn your face.” 

This time Jody obeyed. His head turned sideways. He heard Billy 
whispering hoarsely in the stall. And then he heard a hollow crunch 
of bone. Nellie chuckled shrilly. Jody looked back in time to sec the 
hammer rise and fall again on the flat forehead. Then Nellie fell 
heavily to her side and quivered for a moment. 

Billy jumped to the swollen stomach; his big pocket-knife was in his 
hand. He lifted the skin and drove the knife in. He sawed and ripped 
at the tough belly. The air filled with the sick odor of warm living 
entrails. The other horses reared back against their halter chains and 
squealed and kicked. 

Billy dropped the knife. Both of his arms plunged into the terrible 
ragged hole and dragged out a big, white, dripping bundle. His teeth 
tore a hole in the covering. A little black head appeared through the 
tear, and litde slick, wet ears. A gurgling breath was drawn, and then 
another. Bill shucked off the sac and found his knife and cut the 
string. For a moment he held the little black colt in his arms and 
looked at it. And then he walked slowly over and laid it in the straw 
at Jody’s feet. 

Billy’s face and arms and chest were dripping red. His body shivered 
ind his teeth chattered. His voice was gone; he spoke in a throaty 
whisper. “There’s your colt. I promised. And there it is. I had to do 
it — had to.” He stopped and looked over his shoulder into the box 
stall. “Go get hot water and a sponge,” he whispered. “Wash him and 
dry him the way his mother would. You’ll have to feed him by hand. 
But there’s your colt, the way I promised.” 
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lody stared stupidly at the wet, panting foal. It stretched out its chin 
and tried to raise its head. Its blank eyes were navy blue. 

“God damn you,” Billy shouted, “will you go now for the water? 
Will you go?" 

Then Jody turned and trotted out of the barn into the dawn. He 
ached from his throat to his stomach. His legs were stiff and heavy. 
He tried to be glad because of the colt, but the bloody face, and the 
haunted, tired eyes of Billy Buck hung in the air ahead of him. 
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A Portrait of Bascom Hawke 

BY THOMAS WOLFE 


D 

JL— ^ URING the first twenty-five 
years of this century, business people who had their offices in or near 
State Street, Boston, no doubt grew very familiar with the cadaverous 
and extraordinary figure of my uncle, Bascom Hawke. Shortly before 
nine o’clock of every working day he would emerge from a subway 
exit near the head of the street and pause vaguely for a moment, mak- 
ing a craggy eddy in the tide of issuing workers that foamed swiftly 
about him while he stood with his enormous bony hands clutched 
comically before him at the waist, as if holding himself in, at the same 
time making the most horrible grimaces with his lean and amazingly 
flexible features. These grimaces were made by squinting his small 
sharp eyes together, widening his mouth in a ghastly travesty of a 
grin, and convolving his chin and cheek in a rapid series of pursed lips 
and horrible squints as he swiftly pressed his rubbery underlip against 
a few enormous horse teeth that decorated his upper jaw. Having com- 
pleted these facial evolutions, he glanced quickly and, it must be sup- 
posed, blindly, in every direction; for he then plunged heedlessly across 
the street, sometimes choosing the moment when traffic had been 
halted, and pedestrians were hurrying across, sometimes diving into 
the midst of a roaring chaos of motor cars, trucks, and wagons, through 
which he sometimes made his way in safety, accompanied only by 3 
scream of brake bands, a startled barking of horns, and the hearty 
curses of frightened drivers, or from which, howling with terror in 
the center of a web of traffic which he had snarled hopelessly and 
brought to a complete standstill, he was sometimes rescued by a red- 
faced and cursing young Irishman who was on point duty at that 
corner. 

1162 
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But Bascom was a fated man and he escaped. Once, it is true, a bri/i^ht 
mindless beetle of machinery, which had no thought for fated men, 
had knocked him down and skinned and bruised him; again, an unin- 
structed wheel had passed across the soft toe-end of his shoe and held 
him prisoner, as if he were merely some average son of destiny— but 
he escaped. He escaped because he was a fated man and because the 
providence which guides the steps of children and the blind was kind 
to him; and because this same policeman whose simian upper lip had 
once been thick and twisted with its curses had long since run the scale 
from anger to wild fury, and thence to madness and despair and resig- 
nation, and had now come to have a motherly affection for this stray 
sheep, kept his eye peeled for its appearance every morning or, failing 
this, at once shrilled hard upon his whistle when he heard the well- 
known howl of terror and surprise, plunged to the center of the stalled 
traffic snarl, plucked Bascom out to safety under curse and shout and 
scream of brake, and marched him tenderly to the curb, gripping h« 
brawny hand around my uncle’s arm, feeling his joints, testing his 
bones, massaging anxiously his sinewy carcass, and calling him “bud’’ 
—although my uncle was old enough to be his grandfather. “Are you 
all right, bud? You’re not hurt, are you, bud? Are you O. K.?” — ^to 
which Bascom if his shock and terror had been great, could make no 
answer for a moment save to pant hoarsely and to howl loudly and 
huskily from time to time “Ow! Owl Ow! Ow!” 

At length, becoming more coherent, if not more calm, he would 
launch into an ecclesiastical indictment of motor cars and their drivers 
delivered in a high, howling, and husky voice that suggested the pro- 
nouncements of a prophet from a mountain. This voice had a quality 
of strange remoteness and, once heard, would never be forgotten. It 
actually had a howling note in it, and carried to great distances, and 
yet it was not loud : it was very much as if Mr. Bascom Hawke were 
standing on a mountain and shouting to some one in a quiet valley be- 
low — the sounds came to one plainly but as if from a great distance, 
and it was full of husky, unearthly passion. It was really an ecclesiastics 
voice, the voice of a great preacher; one felt that it should be heard in 
churches, which was exactly where it once was heard, for my uncle 
Bascom had at various times and with great conviction, in the course of 
his long and remarkable life, professed and preached the faith of the 
Episcopalians, the Presbyterians, the Methodists, the Baptists, and the 
Unitarians. 

Quite often, in fact, as now, when he had narrowly escaped disaster 
in the streets, Bascom Hawke still preached from the corner: as soon 
^ he recovered somewhat from his shock, he would launch forth into 
^ sermon of cioquent invective against any driver of motor cars withhi 
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healing, and if any of them entered the fray, as sometimes happened, 
a very interesting performance occurred. 

“What happened to you?'' the motorist might bitterly remark. “Do 
the keepers know you’re out?” 

Mr. Hawke would thereupon retort with an eloquent harangue, be- 
ginning with a few well-chosen quotations from the more violent 
prophets of the Old Testament, a few predictions of death, destruction 
and damnation for the owners of motor cars, and a few apt references 
to Days of Judgment and Reckoning, Chariots of Moloch, and Beasts 
of the Apocalypse. 

“Oh, for God’s sakel” the exasperated motorist might reply. “Are you 
blind? Where do you think you are? In a cow-pasture? Can’t you read 
the signals? Didn’t you see the cop put his hand up? Don’t you know 
v/hen it says to ‘Stop’ or ‘Go’? Did you ever hear of the traffic law?” 

“The traffic law!” my uncle Bascom sneeringly exclaimed, as if the 
mere use of the word by the motorist evoked his profoundest contempt. 
His voice now had a precise and meticulous way of speech, there was 
something sneering and pedantical in the way he pronounced each 
word, biting it off with a prim, nasal and heavily accented enunciation 
in the manner of certain pedants and purists who suggest by their 
pronunciation that language in the mouths of most people is vilely 
and carelessly treated, that each word has a precise, subtle, and careful 
meaning of its own, and that they — they alone — understand these mat- 
ters. “The traffic law!” he repeated again: then he squinted his eyes 
together, pursed his rubbery lip against the big horsy upper teeth, and 
laughed down his nose in a forced, sneering manner, “The traffic law!” 
he said. ‘Why, you pit-i-ful ig-no-ram-us! You il-te-er-ate ruffian! 
You dare to speak to me — to meV he howled suddenly with an eccle- 
siastical lift of his voice, striking himself on his bony breast and glaring 
with a majestical fury as if the word of a mighty prophet had been 
contradicted by an upstart — “of the traffic law, when it is doubtful if 
you could read the law if you saw it,” — he sneered — ^“and it is obvious 
to any one with the perception of a schoolboy that you would not have 
intelligence enough to understand it, and” — here his voice rose to a 
howling emphasis and he held one huge bony finger up to command 
attention — '"and to interpret it, if you could read.” 

“Is that so!” the motorist heavily remarked. “A wise guy, eh? One 
of these guys who knows it all, eh? You’re a pretty wise guy, aren’t 
you?” the motorist continued bitterly, as if caught up in the circle of 
his refrain and unable to change it. “Well, let me tell you something. 
You think you’re pretty smaht, don’t you? Well, you’re not. See? It’s 
wise guys like you who go around looking for a good bust on the nose. 
See? That’s how smaht you arc. If you wasn’t an old guy I’d give you 
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one, too,” he said, getting a moody satisfaction from the thought, 
“Ow'w! Ow-w! Ow-wl” Bascom howled in sudden terror. 

you know so much, if you’re so smaht as you think you arc, wiiat 
is the traffic law?” 

Then, assuredly, if there was a traffic law, the unfortunate motorist 
was lost, for my uncle Bascom would deliver it to him verbatim, licking 
his lips with joy over all the technicalities of legal phrasing and pro- 
nouncing each phrase with a meticulous and pedantical enunciation. 

“And furthermore!” he howled, holding up his big bony finger, “the 
Commonwealth of Massachusetts has decreed, by a statute that has 
been on the books since 1856, by a statute that is irrevocably, inexorably, 
ineluctably plain that any driver, director, governor, commander, man- 
ager, agent or conductor, or any other person who shall conduct or 
cause to be conducted any vehicular instrument, whether it be of two, 
four, six, eight or any number of wheels whatsoever, whether it be in 
the public service, or in the possession of a private individual, whether 
it be—” but by this time, the motorist, if he was wise, had had enough, 
and had escaped. 

If, however, it had been one of his more fortunate mornings, if he 
had blindly but successfully threaded the peril of roaring traffic, my 
uncle Bascom proceeded rapidly down State Street, still clutching his 
raw bony hands across his meagre waist, still contorting his remarkable 
face in its endless series of pursed grima^'es, and presently turned in to 
the entrance of a large somewhat dingy-looking building of blackened 
stone, one of those solid, unpretending, but very valuable properties 
which smells and looks like the early 1900’s, and which belongs to that 
ancient and enormously wealthy corporation which lies across the river 


and is known as Harvard University. ,r i l 

Here, my uncle Bascom, still clutching himself together across the 
waist, mounted a flight of indented marble entry steps, lunged throug 
revolving doors into a large marble corridor that was redolent with 
vibrating waves of hot steamy air, wet rubbers and galoshes, sanita^ 
disinfectant, and serviceable but somewhat old-fashioned elevators an , 
entering one of the cars which had just plunged down abruptly, banged 
open its door, belched out two or three people and swallowed a dozen 
more, he was finally deposited with the same abruptness on the seventh 
floor, where he stepped out into a wide dark corridor, squinted and 
grimaced uncertainly to right and left as he had done or twenty- ve 
years, and then went left along the corridor, past rows of lighted offices 
in which one could hear the preliminary clicking o typewriters, c 
rattling of crisp papers, and the sounds of people beginning their day s 
work. At the end of the corridor Bascom Hawke turned rig^ along 
another corridor and at length paused before a door which bore this 
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•ascription across the familiar glazed glass of American business offices: 
The John T. Brill Realty Co.— Houses For Rent or Sale. Below this 
bold legend rn much smaller letters was primed: Bascotn Hawke-* 
Att*y at Lfiw — Conveyancer and Title Expert. 

And noW; before we enter this interesting office, let us give a closer srii 
more particular scrutiny to the appearance of this singular man. 

The appearance of this strange figure in State Street, or anywhere 
dse, had always been sufficiently curious to attract attention and tc 
draw comment. Bascom Hawke, if he had straightened to his fuli 
height, would have been six feet and three or four inches tali, but he 
had always walked with a stoop and as he grew older, the stoop had 
become confirmed : he presented a tall, gnarled, bony figure, cadaverous 
and stringy, but tough as hickory. He was of that race of men who 
seem never to wear out, or to grow old, or to die: they live with almost 
undiminished vitality to great ages, and when they die they die sud- 
denly. There is no slow wastage and decay because there is so little to 
waste or decay: their mummied and stringy flesh has the durability of 
granite. 

Bascom Hawke clothed his angular figure with an assortment of odd 
garments which seemed to have the same durability: they were im- 
mensely old and worn, but they also gave no signs of ever wearing out, 
for by their cut and general appearance of age, it seemed that his frugal 
soul had selected in the Nineties materials which it hoped would last 
forever. His coat, which was originally of a dark dull pepper-and-salt 
gray, had gone green at the seams and pockets, and moreover it was a 
ridiculously short skimpy coat for a gaunt big-boned man like this: 
it was hardly more than a jacket, his great wristy hands burst out of it 
like lengths of cordwood, and the mark of his high humped narrow 
shoulders cut into it with a knife-like sharpness. His trousers were 
also tight and skimpy, of a lighter gray and of a rough woolly texture 
from which all fuzz and fluff had long ago been rubbed, he wore 
rough country brogans with raw-hide laces, and a funny little flat hat 
of ancient black felt, which had also gone green along the band. One 
imdersunds now why the policeman called him “Bud”: this great bony 
figure seemed ruthlessly to have been crammed into garments in which a 
country fledgling of the Eighties might have gone to see his girl, clutch- 
ing a l^g of gum drops in his large red hand. A stringy little necktie, 
a dean but dilapidated collar which by its bluish and softly mottled look 
Bascom Hawke must have laundered himself (a presumption which is 
quite correct since my uncle did all his own laundry work, as well as 
mending, repairing, and cobbling) — this was his costume, winter 
and sinnmcr, and it never changed, save that in winter he supplemeated 
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it witU an ancient blue sweater which he wore buttoned to the chin 
and whose frayed ends and cuffs projected inches below the scanty little 
jacket. He had never been known to wear an overcoat, not even on the 
coldest days of those long, raw, and formidable winters which Boston 
suffers. 

The mark of my uncle’s madness was plain upon him: intuitively 
men knew he was not a poor man, and the people who had seen him so 
many times in State Street would nudge one another, saying: *‘You 
see that old guy? You’d think he was waitin’ for a handout from the 
Salvation Army, wouldn’t you? Well, he’s not. He’s got it, brother. 
Believe me, he’s got it good and plenty: he’s got it salted away where 
no one ain’t goin’ to touch it. That guy’s got a sock full of dough!” 

“Jesus!” another remarks. “What goods it goin’ to do an old guy 
like that? He can’t take any of it with him, can he?” 

“You said it, brother,” and the conversation would become philosoph- 
‘cal. 

Bascom Hawke was himself conscious of his parsimony, and al- 
though he sometimes asserted that he was “only a poor man” he real- 
ized that his exaggerated economies could not be justified to his busi- 
ness associates on account of poverty: they taunted him slyly, saying, 
“Come on, Hawke, let’s go to lunch. You can get a good meal at the 
Pahkeh House for a couple of bucks.” Or “Say, Hawke, I know a place 
where they’re havin’ a sale of winter overcoats: 1 saw one there that 
would just suit you — you can get it for sixty dollars.’ Or “Do you 
need a good laundry. Reverend? I know a couple of Chinks who do 
good work.” 

To which Bascom, with the characteristic evasiveness of parsimony, 
would reply, snuffling derisively down his nose: “No, sir! You won’t 
catch me in any of their stinking restaurants. You never know what 
you’re getting: if you could see the dirty, nasty, filthy kitchens where 
your food is prepared you’d lose your appetite quick enough.” His 
parsimony had resulted in a compensating food mania: he declared 
that “in his young days” he “ruined his digestion by eating in restau- 
rants,” he painted the most revolting pictures of the filth of these 
establishments, laughing scornfully down his nose as he declared: “I 
suppose you think it tastes better ^ter some dirty, nasty, stinking nig- 
ger has wiped his old hands all over it” (phuh-phuh-phuh-phuh-phuh!) 
^here he would contort his face and snuffle scornfully down his nose; 
^nd he was bitter in his denunciation of “rich foods, * declaring they 
had “destroyed more lives than all the wars and all the armies since the 
beginning of time.” 

As he had grown older he had become more and more convinced 
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of the healthy purity of “raw foods,” and he prepared for himself at 
home raw revolting messes of chopped-up carrots, onions, turnips, even 
raw potatoes, which he devoured at table, smacking his lips with an 
air of keen relish, and declaring to his wife: “You may poison yourself 
on your old roasts and oysters and turkeys if you please: you wouldn’t 
catch me eating that stuff. No, sir! Not on your life! I think too much 
of my stomach!” But his use of the pronoun “you” was here universal 
rather than particular because if the lady’s longevity had depended on 
her abstinence from “roasts and oysters and turkeys” there was no 
reason why she should not have lived forever. 

Or again, if it were a matter of clothing, a matter of fencing in his 
bunes and tallows against the frozen nail of Boston winter, he would 
howl derisively: “An overcoat! Not on your life! I wouldn’t give two 
cents for all the old overcoats in the world! The only thing they’re good 
for is to gather up germs and give you colds and pneumonia. I haven’t 
worn an overcoat in thirty years, and I’ve never had the vestige — no! not 
the semblance — of a cold during all that time!” — an assertion that was 
not strictly accurate since he always complained bitterly of at least two 
or three during the course of a single winter, declaring at those times 
that no more hateful, treacherous, damnable climate than that of 
Boston had ever been known. 

Similarly, if it were a question of laundries he would scornfully de- 
clare that he would not send ''his shirts and collars to let some dirty old 
Chinaman spit and hoef^ upon xhtm—yesr he would gleefully howl, 
as some new abomination of nastiness suggested itself to his teeming 
brain — "Yesl and iron it in, too, so you can walk around done up 
in old Chinaman’s spit!”-— (Phuh-phuh-phuh-phuh-phuh!) — here he 
would grimace, contort his rubbery lip, and laugh down his nose in 
forced snarls of gratification and triumph. 

This was the old man who now stood clutching his raw bony hands 
across his waist, before entering his office. 

This was his history: 

Bascom Hawke had been the scholar of his amazing family: he was 
a man of powerful intelligence and disordered emotions. Even in his 
youth, his eccentricities of dress, speech, walk, manner had made him 
an object of ridicule to his Southern kinsmen, but their ridicule was 
streaked with pride, since they accepted the impact of his personality 
as another proof that theirs was an extraordinary family. “He’s one of 
’em, all right,” they said exultantly, “queerer than any of us!” 

Bascom’s youth, following the war between the States, had been 
seared by a bitter poverty: at once enriched and warped by a life that 
clung to the earth with a root-like tenacity, that was manual, painful, 
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spare and stricken, and that rebuilt itself — fiercely, cruelly, and richly— 
from the earth. And, because there burned and blazed in him from the 
first a hatred of human indignity, a passionate avowal of man’s highness 
and repose, he felt more bitterly than the others the delinquencies of his 
father, and the multiplication of his father’s offspring, who came regu- 
larly into a world of empty cupboards. 

‘'As each of them made its unhappy entrance into the world,” he 
would say later, his voice tremulous with passion, “I went out into the 
woods, striking my head against the trees, and blaspheming God in 
my anger. Yes, sir,” he continued, pursing his long lip rapidly against 
his few loose upper teeth, and speaking with an exaggerated pedantry 
of enunciation, “I am not ashamed to confess that I did. For we were 
living in conditions un-worthy — unworthy ’' — his voice rising to an 
evangelical yell- “I had almost said — of the condition of animals. And 
— say — what do you think?” — he said, with a sudden shift in manner 
and tone, becoming, after his episcopal declaration, matter of fact and 
whispering confidential. “Why, do you know, my boy, at one time I 
had to take my own father aside, and point out him we were living 
in no way becoming decent people.” — Here his voice sank to a whisper, 
and he tapped me on the knee with his big stiff finger, grimacing 
horribly and pursing his lips against his dry upper teeth. 

Poverty had been the mistress of his youth and Bascom Hawke had 
not forgotten: poverty had burned its way into his heart. He took what 
education he could find in a backwoods school, read everything he 
could, taught, for two or three years, in a country school and, at the 
age of twenty-one, borrowing enough muney for railway fare, went to 
Boston to enroll himself at Harvard. Ano, somehow, because of the 
fire that burned in him, the fierce determination of his soul, he had 
been admitted, secured employment waiting on tables, tutoring, and 
pressing every one’s trousers but his own, and lived in a room with 
two other starved wretches on $3.50 ^ week, cooking, eating, sleeping, 
washing, and studying in the one place. 

At the end of seven years he had gone through the college and the 
school of theology, performing brilliantly in Greek, Hebrew, and meta* 
physics. 

Poverty, fanatical study, the sexual meagerness of his surroundings^ 
had made of him a gaunt zealot: at thirty he was a lean fanatic, a true 
Yankee madman, high-boned, with gray thirsty eyes and a thick flaring 
sheaf of oaken hair— six feet three inches of gangling and ludicrous 
height, gesticulating madly and obviously before a grinning world. But 
he had a grand lean head: he looked somewhat like the great Ralph 
Waldo Emerson — with the brakes off. 

About this time, he married a young Southern v^oman of a good 
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family; she was from Tennessee, her parents were both dead, in the 
Seventies she had come north and had lived for several years with an 
uncle in Providence, who had been constituted guardian of her estate, 
anK)unting probably to about seventy-five thousand dollars, although 
her romantic memory later multiplied the sum to two hundred thou- 
sand dollars. The man squandered part of her money and stole the 
rest: she came, therefore, to Bascom without much dowry, but she was 
pretty, bright, intelligent, and had a good figure. Bascom smote the 
walls of his room with bloody knuckles, and fell dovs^n before God. 

When Bascom met her she was a music student in Boston: she had a 
deep full-toned contralto voice which was wrung from her somewhat 
tremulously when she sang. She was a small woman, birdlike and 
earnest, delicately fleshed and boned, quick and active in her move- 
ments and with a crisp tart speech which still bore, curiously, traces of 
a Southern accent. She was a brisk, serious, lady-like little person, 
without much humor, and she was very much in love with her gaunt 
suitor. They saw each other for two years: they went to concerts, lec- 
tures, sermons; they talked of music, poetry, philosophy and of God, 
but they never spoke of love. But one night Bascom met her in the 
parlor of her boarding house on Huntington Avenue, and with a voice 
vibrant and portentous with the importance of the words he had to 
utter, began as follows: “Miss Louise I “ he said carefully, gazing 
thoughtfully over the apex of his hands. “There comes a time when 
a man, having reached an age of discretion and mature judgment must 
begin to consider one of the gravest — ^yes! by all means one of the most 
important events in human life. The event I refer to is — matrimony.” 
He paused, a clock was beating out its punctual measured tock upon 
the mantel, and a horse went by with ringing hoofs upon the street. As 
for Louise, she sat quietly erect, with dignified and lady-like com- 
posure, but it seemed to her that the clock was beating in her own 
breast, and that it might cease to beat at any moment. 

“For a minister of the gospel,” Bascom continued, “the decision is 
particularly grave because, for him— once made it is irrevocable, once 
determined upon, it must be followed inexorably, relentlessly — aye! to 
the edge of the grave, to the uttermost gates of death, so that the possi- 
bility of an error in judgment is fraught,” his voice sinking to a boding 
whisper— “is fraught with the most terrible consequences. Accordingly,” 
Uncle Bascom said in a deliberate tone, “having decided to take this 
step, realizing to the /«//— to the full, mind you — ^its gravity, I have 
search^ my soul, I have questioned my heart. I have gone up into the 
mountings and out into the desert and communed with my Maker 
until,” his voice rose like a demon’s howl, “there no longer remains an 
ettom of doubt, a particle of uncertainty, a vestige of disbelief! Miss 
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Louise, I have decided that the young lady best fitted in every way tc 
be my helpmate, the partner of my joys and griefs, the confidante of 
my dearest hopes, the in-rp/r-a-tion of my noblest endeavors, the com- 
panion of my declining years, and the spirit that shall accompany me 
along each step of life’s vexed and troubled way, sharing with me 
whatever God in his inscrutable Providence shall will, whether of 
wealth or poverty, grief or happiness — I have decided. Miss Louise, that 
that lady must be — yourself! — and, therefore, I request,” he said slowly 
and impressively, “the honor of your hand in mar-ri-age.” 

She loved him, she had hoped, prayed, and agonized for just such a mo- 
ment, but now that it had come she rose immediately with lady-like 
dignity, and said: “Mistah Hawke: I am honuhed by this mahk of 
yoah esteem and affection, and I pwomise to give it my most »; 7 ncst 
considahwation without delay. I wealize fully, Mistah Hawke, the 
gwavity of the wuhds you have just uttuhed. Foh my paht, I must tell 
you, Mistah Hawke, that if I accept youah pwoposal, 1 shall come to 
you without the fawchun which was wightiuMy mine, but of which I 
have been dep wived and defwauded by the wascality — yes! the was- 
cality of my gahdian. I shall come to you, theahfoh, without the dow’y 
I had hoped to be able to contwibutc to my husband’s fawchuns.” 

“Oh, my dear Miss Louise! My dear young lady!” Uncle Bascom 
cried, waving his great hand through the air with a dismissing gesture. 
“Do not suppose-^o not for one instant suppose, I beg of you! — that 
consideration of a monetary nature could influence my decision. Oh, 
not in the slightest!” he cried. “Not at all, not at all!” 

“Fawchnatly,” Louise continued, “my inhewitance was not wholly 
dissipated by this scoundwel. A pohtion, a vewy small pohtion, re- 
mains.” 

“My dear girl! My dear young lady!” Uncle Bascom cried. “It is not 
of the slightest consequence. . . . How much did he leave?” he added. 

Thus they were married. 

Bascom immediately got a church in the Middle West: good pay and 
a house. But during the course of the next twenty years he was shifted 
from church to church, from sect to sect— to Brooklyn, then back to 
the Middle West, to the Dakotas, to Jersey City, to Western Massachu- 
setts, and finally back to the small towi^ surrounding Boston. 

When Bascom talked, you may be sure God listened: he preached 
magnificently, his gaunt face glowing from the pulpit, his rather high, 
enormously vibrant voice husky with emotion. His prayers were fierce 
solicitations of God, so mad with fervor that his audiences felt uncom- 
fortably they came close to blasphemy. But, unhappily, on occasions my 
uncle’s mad eloquence grew too much for him; his voice, always too 
near the heart of passion, would burst in splinters, and he would fall 
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violently forward across his lectern, his face covered by bis great gaunt 
fingers, sobbing horribly. 

This, in the Middle West, where his first church had been, docs not 
^ down so well — ^yet it may be successful if one weeps mellowly, joy- 
fully — smiling bravely through the tears — ^at a lovely aisle processional of 
repentant sinners; but Bascom, who chose uncomfortable titles for his 
sermons, would be overcome by his powerful feelings on these occasions 
when his topic was “Potiphar’s Wife,” ‘‘Ruth, the Girl in the Corn,” 
“The Whores of Babylon,” “The Woman on the Roof,” and so on. 

His head was too deeply engaged with his conscience — he was in turn 
Episcopal, Presbyterian, Unitarian, searching through the whole roar- 
ing confusion of Protestantism for a body of doctrine with which he 
could agree. And he was forever finding it, and later forever renouncing 
what he had found. At forty, the most liberal of Unitarians, the strains 
of agnosticism were piping madly through his sermons: he began to 
hint at his new faith in prose which he modelled on the mighty utter- 
ance of Carlyle, and in poetry, in what he deemed the manner of Mat- 
thew Arnold. His professional connection with the Unitarians, and in- 
deed with the Baptists, Methodists, Holy Rollers, and Seventh Day 
Adventists, came to an abrupt ending after he read from his pulpit 
one morning a composition in verse entitled The Agnostic, which made 
up in concision what it lacked in melody, and which ended each stanza 
sadly, but very plainly, on this recurrence: 

“I do not know: 

It may be so.” 

Thus, when he was almost fifty Bascom Hawke stopped preaching 
in public. There was no question where he was going. He had his 
family’s raging lust for property. He became a “conveyancer”; he ac- 
quired enough of the law of property to convey titles; but he began to 
buy pieces of land in the suburbs of Boston, and to build small cheap 
houses, using his own somewhat extraordinary designs to save the 
architect’s fees and, wherever possible, doing such odd jobs as laying 
the foundations, installing the plumbing, and painting the structure. 

He regarded the price of everything as exorbitant — his furious 
anguish over the wages of labor was marvellous to behold: it drove him 
raging home, where he stamped insanely upon the floors in his fury, 
declaring that the Italians, Irish, Belgians, Poles, Swiss, and Yankees 
—or whatever unfortunate race had been represented in the last bill of 
charges— were infamous scoundrels, foul and dishonest cutthroats, en- 
gaged in a conspiracy to empty both his purse and his cupboard. He 
called upon them the entire and plenteous artillery of his abuse, his 
hig^ husky voice ascending to a scream, until his own powers failing 
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him, there flashed in him for a moment remembrance of one mightier 
than he, the most terribly eloquent of all earth’s thunderers — his obscene 
and gargantuan partner, John T. Brill; and lifting his shaking hands 
toward Heaven, he would invoke God and Brill at the same time. 

Like others in his family seared with a terrible and minute memory 
of war and hunger, he fled before the skeleton specter of poverty: he 
was of that race which expects to avert starvation by eating sparingly. 

Therefore, he mended his own shoes and wore historic clothing; he 
fiercely sowed and reaped the produce of his stony garden, and con- 
trived in countless other ways to thwart the forces of organized ex- 
tortion. 

The small houses that he — no, he did not build them! — ^he went 
through i he agonies of monstrous childbirth to produce them, he licked, 
nursed, and fondled them into stunted growth, and he sold them on 
long, but profitable terms to small Irish, Jewish, Negro, Belgian, Ital- 
ian and Greek laborers and tradesmen. And at the conclusion of a 
sale, or after receiving from one of these men the current payment, 
Uncle Bascom went homeward in a delirium of joy, shouting in a 
loud voice, to all who might be compelled to listen, the merits of the 
jews, Belgians, Irish, Swiss or Greeks. 

“Finest people in the world! No question about it!” — this last being 
his favorite exclamation in all moments of payment or conviction. 

For when they paid, he loved them. Often on Sundays they would 
come to pay him tramping over the frozen ground or the packed snow 
through street after street of smutty gray-looking houses in the flat 
weary-looking suburb where he lived. To this dismal heath, therefore, 
they came, the swarthy children of a dozen races, clad in the hard and 
decent blacks in which the poor pay debts and go to funerals. They 
would advance across the barren lands, the harsh sere earth scarred with 
its wastes of rust and rubbish, passing stolidly by below the blank board 
fences of a brick yard, crunching doggedly through the lanes of dirty 
rutted ice, passing before the gray besmutted fronts of wooden houses 
which in their stark, desolate, and unspeakable ugliness seemed to 
give a complete and final utterance to an architecture of weariness, 
sterility and horror, so overwhelming in its absolute desolation that 
it seemed as if the painful and indignant soul of man must sicken and 
die at length before it, stricken, stupefied, and strangled without a 
tongue to articulate the curse that once had blazed in him. 

And at length they would pause before my uncle’s little house— one 
of a street of little houses which he had built there on the barren flat- 
lands of the suburb, and to which he had given magnificently his own 
name— Hawke Heights— although the only rainence in all that flat 
®nd weary waste was a stunted and almost imperceptible rise a half 
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mile off. And here along this street which he had built, these litdc 
houses, warped, yet strong and hardy, seemed to burrow down solidly 
like moles for warmth into the ugly stony earth on which they were 
built and to cower and huddle doggedly below the immense and ter- 
rible desolation of the northern sky, with its rimy sun-hazed lights, its 
fierce and cruel rags and stripes of wintry red, its raw and savage harsh- 
ness. And then, gripping their greasy little wads of money, as if the 
knowledge that all rewards below these fierce and cruel skies must be 
wrenched painfully and minutely from a stony earth, they went in to 
pay my uncle. He would come up to meet them from some lower cellar- 
depth, swearing, muttering, and banging doors; and he would c(jme 
toward them howling greetings, buttoned to his chin in the frayed and 
faded sweater, gnarled, stooped and frosty-looking, clutching his great 
hands together at his waist. Then they would wait, stiffly, clumsily, 
fingering their hats, while with countless squints and grimaces and 
pursings of the lip, he scrawled out painfully their receipt — their frac- 
tional release from debt and labor, one more hard-won step toward 
the freedom of possession. 

At length, having pocketed their money and finished the transaction, 
he would not permit them to depart at once, he would bowl urgently 
<cc them an invitation to stay, he would offer long weedy-looking cigars 
to them, and they would sit uncomfortably, crouching on their buttock 
bones like stalled oxen, at the edges of chairs, shyly and dumbly staring 
at him, while he howled question, comment, and enthusiastic tribute at 
them. 

“Why, my dear sirl” he would yell at Makropolos, the Greek. “You 
have a glorious past, a history of which any nation might well be 
proud!” 

“Sure, sure!” said Makropolos, nodding vigorously. “Beeg heestory!” 

“ The isles of Greece, the isles of Greece!* ’* my uncle howled, “ ‘where 
burning Sappho loved and sung — ’ ” (Phuh! phuh! phuhl phuh! phuh!) 

“Sure, sure!” said Makropolos again, nodding good-naturedly but 
wrinkling his lowering finger-breadth of brow in a somewhat puzzled 
fashion. “Tha’s right! You got it!” 

“Why, my dear sir!” Uncle Bascom cried. “It has been the ambition 
of my lifetime to visit those hallowed scenes, to stand at sunrise on the 
Acropolis, to explore the glory that was Greece, to see the magnificent 
ruins of the noblest of ancient civ-i-fe-a-tions!’* 

For the first time a dark flush, a flush of outraged patriotism, began 
to burn upon the swarthy yellow of Mr. Makropolos* cheek: his man- 
ner became heavy and animated, and in a moment he said with pas- 
$bnate conviction: 

**No, no, no! No ruinl Wat you t’ink, eh! Athens fine town! Wc 
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got a million pipples dcrc!” He struggled for a word, then cupped hit 
hairy paws indefinitely: **You know? Beeg! O, ni-ez!” he added greas 
ily, with a smile* “Every t’ing good I We got everything good derc as you 
got here! You know?” he said with a confiding and painful effort 
“Every t’ing ni-ez! Not old! No, no, no!” he cried with a rising and 
indignant vigor. “New! de same as here? Ni-ez! You get good and 
cheap— everything! Beeg place, new house, dumbwaiter, elevator — ^wat 
chew like! — oh, ni-ez!” he said earnestly. “Wat chew t’ink it cost, eh? 
Feefateen dollar a month! Sure, sure!” he nodded with a swarthy earnest- 
ness. “I wouldn’t keed you!” 

“Finest people on earth!” my uncle Bascom cried with an air of 
great conviction and satisfaction. “No question about it!” — ^and he 
would usher his visitor to the door howling farewells into the terrible 
desolation of those savage skies. 

Meanwhile, my Aunt Louise, although she had not heard a word of 
what was said, although she had listened to nothing except the periods 
of Uncle Bascom’s heavily accented and particular speech, kept up a 
constant snuffling laughter punctuated momently by faint whoops as 
she bent over her pots and pans in the kitchen, pausing from time to 
time as if to listen, and then snuffling to herself as she shook her head 
in pitying mirth which rose again up to the crisis of a faint crazy cackle 
as she scoured the pan; because, of course, during the forty-five years of 
her life with him thoroughly, imperceptibly, and completely, she had 
gone mad, and no longer knew or cared to know whether these words 
had just been spoken or were the echoes of lost voices long ago. 

And again, she would pause to listen, with her small birdlike features 
uplifted gleefully in a kind of mad attentiveness as the door slammed 
and he stumped muttering back into the house, intent upon the secret 
designs of his own life, as remote and isolate from her as if they had 
each dwelt on separate planets, although the house they lived in was 
a small one. 

The union of Bascom and Louise had been blessed by four childrc.., 
all of whom had left their father’s bed and board when they discovered 
how simple it is to secure an abundance of food, warmth, clothing, 
shelter and freedom in the generous world, whether by marriage, mur- 
der, or simply by hard labor. Of them, however, remarkable as their 
lives have been, it is not necessary to speak here, for he had forgotten 
them, they no longer touched his life: he had the power to forget, he 
belonged to a more ancient, a more lonely earth. 

Such, briefly, had been the history of the old man who now stood 
brfore his dusty office. His life had come up from the wilderness, the 
buwd the lost America. The potent mystery of old events and 
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moments had passed around him, and the magic light of dark time 
fell across him. 

Like all men in this land, he had been a wanderer, an exile on the 
immortal earth. Like all of us he had no home. Wherever great wheels 
carried him was home. 

In the office which Bascom Hawke now entered there were two 
rooms, one in front and one behind, L shaped, and set in the elbow 
of the building, so that one might look out at the two projecting wings 
of the building, and see lighted layers of offices, in which the actors of 
a dozen enterprises “took” dictation, clattered at typewriters, walked 
back and forth importantly, talked into telephones or, what they did 
with amazing frequency, folded their palms behind their skulls, placed 
their feet restfully on the nearest solid object, and gazed for long periods 
dreamily and tenderly at the ceilings. 

Through the broad and usually very dirty panes of the window in 
the front office one could catch a glimpse of Faneuil Hall and the mag- 
nificent and exultant activity of the markets. 

These dingy offices, however, from which a corner of this rich move- 
ment might be seen and felt, were merely the unlovely counterpart of 
millions of others throughout the country and, in the telling phrase of 
Baedeker, offered “little that need detain the tourist”: a few chairs, two 
scarred roll-top desks, a typist’s table, a battered safe with a pile of 
thumb-worn ledgers on top of it, a set of green filing cases, an enormous 
green, greasy water-jar always half filled with a rusty liquid that no one 
drank, and two spittoons, put there because Brill was a man who 
chewed and spat widely in all directions — ^this, save for placards, each 
bearing several photographs of houses with their prices written below 
them-^ rooms, Dorchester, $6,500; 5 rooms and garage, Melrose, $4,500, 
etc. — completed the furniture of the room, and the second room, save 
for the disposition of objects, was similarly adorned. 

To reach his own “office,” as Bascom Hawke called the tiny cubicle 
in which he worked and received his clients, the old man had to traverse 
the inner room and open a door in a flimsy partition of varnished wood 
and glazed glass at the other end. This was his office: it was really a 
very narrow slice cut off from the larger room, and in it there was 
barely space for one large dirty window, an ancient dilapidated desk 
and swivel chair, a very small battered safe, buried under stacks of 
yellowed newspapers, and a small bookcase with glass doors and two 
small shelves on which there were a few worn volumes. An inspection 
of these books would have revealed four or five tattered and musty 
iav/ books in their ponderous calf-skin bindings— one on Contracts, 
one on Real Property, one on Titles — z two-volume edition of the poems 
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of Matthew Arnold, very dog-eared and thumbed over, a copy of Sartet 
Res^rtus, also much used, a volume of the essays of Ralph Walda 
Emerson, the Iliad in Greek with minute yellow notations in the mai- 
gins, a volume of the World Almanac several years old, and a very 
worn volume of the Holy Bible, greatly used and annotated in Bas- 
com’s small, stiffly laborious, and meticulous hand. 

If the old man was a little late, as sometimes happened, he might 
find his colleagues there before him. Miss Muriel Brill, the typist, and 
the eldest daughter of Mr. John T. Brill, would be seated in her typist’s 
chair, her heavy legs crossed as she bent over to undo the metal latches 
of the thick golashes she wore during the winter season. It is true 
there were also other seasons when Miss Brill did not wear galoshes, but 
so sharply and strongly do our memories connect people with certain 
gestures which, often for an inscrutable reason, seem characteristic of 
them, that any frequent visitor to these offices at this time of day would 
doubtless have remembered Miss Brill as always unfastening her 
galoshes. But the probable reason is that some people inevitably belong 
to seasons, and this girl’s season was winter — not blizzards or howling 
winds, or the blind skirl and sweep of snow, but gray, grim, raw, thick, 
implacable winter: the endless successions of gray days and gray mo- 
notony. There was no spark of color in her, her body was somewhat 
thick and heavy, her face was white, dull, and thick-featured and instead 
of tapering downwards, it tapered up: it was small above, and thick 
and heavy below, and even in her speech, the words she uttered seemed 
to have been chosen by an automaton, and could only be remembered 
later by their desolate banality. One always remembered her as saying 
as one entered: . ; Hello! . . . You’re becoming quite a strangeh! 

. . . It’s been some time since you was around, hasn’t it? ... I was 
thinkin’ the otheh day it had been some time since you was around. 
... I’d begun to think you had forgotten us. . . . Well, how’ve you 
been? Lookin’ the same as usual, I see. . . . Me? . . . Oh, can’t com- 
plain. . . . Keepin’ busy? Vll say! I manage to keep goin’. . . . Who 
you lookin’ for? Father? He’s in there, . . . Why, yeah! Go right on 
in.” 

This was Miss Brill, and at the moment that she bent tc unfasten her 
galoshes, it is likely that Mr. Samuel Friedman would also be there in 
the act of rubbing his small dry hands briskly together, or of rubbing 
the back of one hand with the palm of the other in order to induce 
circulation. He was a small youngish man, a pale somewhat meager- 
looking little Jew with a sharp ferret face: he, too, was a person who 
goes to “fill in” those vast swarming masses of people along the pave- 
ments and in the subway — the mind cannot remember them or absorb 
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the (Jctails of their individual appearance but they people the earth, 
they make up life. Mr. Friedman had none of the richness, color, and 
humor that some members of his race so abundantly possess, the succes- 
sion of gray days, the grim weather seemed to have entered his soul as 
it enters the souls of many different races there— the Irish, the older 
New England stock, even the Jews— and it gives them a common touch 
that is prim, drab, careful, tight and sour. Mr. Friedman also wore 
galoshes, his clothes were neat, drab, a little worn and shiny, there was 
an odor of steamy thawing dampness and warm rubber about him as 
he rubbed his dry little hands saying: “Chee! How I hated to leave that 
good wahm bed this morningl When I got up I said, 'Holy Chee!’ My 
wife says, ‘Whatsa mattah?* I says, ‘Holy Cheel You step out heah a 
moment where I am an* you’ll see whatsa mattah.* ‘Is it cold?* she 
says. ‘Is it cold! I’ll tell the cock-eyed wuhldl’ I says. Chec! You could 
have cut the frost with an ax: the wateh in the pitchehs was frozen 
hahd; an’ slie has the nuhve to ask me if it’s cold! ‘Is it cold!’ I says, 
‘Do you know any more funny stories?’ I says. Oh, how I do love my 
bed! Chee! I kept thinkin’ of that guy in Braintree I got to go see today 
an’ the more I thought about him, the less I liked him! I thought my 
feet would tu’n into two blocks of ice before I got the funniss stahted! 
‘Chee! I hope the ole bus is still workin’, I says. ‘If I’ve got to go thaw 
that damned thing out,* I says, ‘I’m ready to quit.’ Chee! Well, suh, I 
neveh had a bit of trouble: she stahted right up an’ the way that ole 
moteh was workin’ is nobody’s business.” 

During the course of this monologue Miss Brill would give ear and 
assent from time to time by the simple interjection: “Uh!” It was a 
sound she uttered frequently, it had somewhat the same meaning as 
“Yes,” but it was more noncommittal than “Yes,” It seemed to render 
assent to the speaker, to let him know that he was being heard and 
understood, but it did not commit the auditor to any opinion, or to 
any real agreement. 

The third member of this office staff, who was likely to be present at 
this time, was a gentleman named Stanley P. Ward. Mr. Stanley P. 
Ward was a neat middling figure of a man, aged fifty or thereabouts; 
he was plump and had a pink tender skin, a trim Vandyke, and a nice 
comfortable little pot of a belly which slipped snugly into the well- 
pressed and well-brushed garments that always fitted him so tidily. He 
was a bit of a fop, and it was at once evident that he was quietly but 
enormously pleased with himself. He carried himself very sprucely, he 
took short rapid steps and his neat little paunch gave his figure a move- 
ment not unlike that of ? pouter pigeon. He was usually in quiet but 
excellent spirits, he laughed frequently and a smile— rather a subtly 
<iniil%d loQk--was gener?lHy paying about the edges pf his mouth. 
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That smile and his laugh made some people vaguely uncomfortable: 
there was a kind of deliberate falseness in them, as if what he really 
thought and felt wac not to be shared with other men. He seemed, in 
fact, to have discovered some vital and secret power, some superior 
knowledge and wisdom, from which the rest of mankind was excluded^ 
a sense that he was “chosen” above other men, and this impression of 
Mr. Stanley Ward would have been correct, for he was a Christian 
Scientist, he was a pillar of the church, and a very big church at that 
— for Mr. Ward, dressed in fashionable striped trousers, rubber soles, 
and a cut-away coat might be found somewhere under the mighty 
dome of the Mother Church on Huntington Avenue every Sunday 
suavely, noiselessly, and expertly ushering the faithful to their pews. 

This completes the personnel of the first office of the John T. Brill 
Realty Company, and if my uncle, Bascom Hawke, arrived late, if 
these three people were already present, if Mr. Bascom Hawke had not 
been defrauded of any part of his worldly goods by some contriving 
rascal, of whom the world has many, if his life had not been imperiled 
by some ‘?peed maniac, if the damnable New England weather was not 
too damnable, if, in short, Bascom Hawke was in fairly good spirits 
he would on entering immediately howl in a high, rapid, remote and 
perfectly monotonous tone: “Hello, Hello, Hello! Good-morning, Good- 
morning, Good-morning!” — after which he would close his eyes, 
grimace horribly, press his rubbery lip against his big horse teeth, and 
snuffle with laughter through his nose, as if pleased by a tremendous 
stroke of wit. At this demonstration the other members of the group 
would glance at one another with those knowing subtly supercilious 
nods and winks, that look of common self-congratulation and humor 
with which the more “normal” members of society greet the conduct 
of an eccentric, and Mr. Samuel Friedman would say: “What’s the 
naatteh with you, Pop? You look happy. Some one musta give you a 
shot in the ahm.” 

At which, a coarse powerful voice, deliberate and rich with its inti- 
mation of immense and earthly vulgarity, might roar out of the depth 
of the inner office: “No, I’ll tell you what it is.” Here the great figure 
of Mr. John T. Brill, the head of the business, would darken the door- 
way. “Don’t you know what’s wrong with the Reverend? It’s that wid- 
dcr he’s been takin’ around.” Here, the phlegmy burble that prefaced 
all of Mr. Brill’s obscenities would appear in his voice, the shadow of 
a lewd smile would play around the corner of his mouth: “It’s the 
widder. She’s let him ” 

At this delicate stroke of humor, the burble would burst open id 
Mr. Brill’s grtat rtd throat, ind he would roar with that high, choking, 
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phlegmy laughter that is frequent among big red-faced men. Mr. 
Friedman would laugh dryly (“Heh, heh, heh, heh, heh!”), Mr. Stanley 
Ward would laugh more heartily, but complacently, and Miss Brill 
would snicker in a coy and subdued manner as became a modest young 
girl. As for Bascom Hawke, if he was really in a good humor, he might 
snuffle with nosey laughter, bend double at his meager waist, clutch- 
ing his big hands together, and stamp at the floor violently several times 
with one stringy leg; he might even go so far as to take a random 
ecstatic kick at objects, still stamping and snuffling with laughter, and 
prod Miss Brill stiffly with two enormous bony fingers, as if he did not 
wish the full point and flavor of the jest to be lost on her. 

My Uncle Bascom Hawke, however, was a very complicated person 
with many moods, and if Mr. Brill’s fooling did not catch him in a 
receptive one, he might contort his face in a pucker of refined disgust, 
and mutter his disapproval, as he shook his head rapidly from side to 
side. Or he might rise to great heights of moral denunciation, begin- 
ning at first in a grave low voice that showed the seriousness of the 
words he had to utter: “The lady to whom you refer,” he would begin, 
“the very charming and cultivated lady whose name, sir,” here his voice 
would rise on its howling note and he would wag his great bony fore- 
finger, “whose name, sir, you have so foully traduced and black- 
ened ” 

“No, I wasn’t, Reverend. I was only tryin^ to whiten it,” said Mr. 
Brill, beginning to burble with laughter. 

“ — whose name, sir, you have so foully traduced and blackened with 
your smutty suggestions,” Bascom continued implacably, “ — that lady 
is known to me, as you very well know, sir,” he howled, wagging bis 
great finger again, “solely and simply in a professional capacity.” 

“Why, hell. Reverend,” said Mr. Brill innocently, “I never knew she 
was a professional. I thought she was an amatoor.” 

At this conclusive stroke, Mr. Brill would make the whole place 
tremble with his laughter, Mr. Friedman would laugh almost noise- 
lessly, holding himself weakly at the stoma ':h and bending across a 
desk, Mr. Ward would have short bursts and fits of laughter, as he 
gazed out of the window, shaking his head deprecatingly from time 
to time, as if his more serious nature disapproved, and Miss Brill would 
snicker, and turn to her machine, remarking: “This conversation is 
getting too rough for me I” 

And my uncle, if this jesting touched his complex soul at one of those 
moments when such profanity shocked him, would walk away, con- 
fiding into vacancy, it seemed, with his powerful and mobile features 
contorted in the most eloquent expression of disgust and loathing ever 
seen on any face, the while he muttered, in a resonant whisper that 
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shuddered with passionate revulsion: "Oh, bad! Oh, bad! Oh, bad, bad, 
bud !'* — shaking his head slightly from side to side with each word. 

Yet mere were other times, when Brill’s swingeing vulgarity, the 
vast coarse sweep of his profanity not only found Uncle Bascom in a 
compJetely receptive mood, but they evoked from him gleeful responses, 
counter essays in swearing which he made slyly, craftily, snickering 
with pleasure and squinting around at his listeners at the sound of the 
words, and getting such stimulus from them as might a renegade clergy- 
man, exulting in a feeling of depravity and abandonment for the first 
time. 

To the other people in this office — that is, to Friedman, Ward and Mu- 
riel, the stenographer — my uncle was always an enigma; at first they had 
observed his peculiarities of speech and dress, his eccentricity of manner, 
and the sudden, violent, and complicated fluctuation of his tempera- 
ment, with astonishment and wonder, then with laughter and ridicule, 
and now, with dull, uncomprehending acceptance. Nothing he did or 
said surprised them any more, they had no understanding and little 
curiosity, they accepted him as a fact in the gray schedule of their 
lives. Their relation to him was habitually touched by a kind of patron- 
izing banter — "kidding the old boy along” they would have called it 
—by the communication of smug superior winks and the conspiracy 
of feeble jests, and in this there was something base and ignoble, for 
my uncle was a better man than any of them. 

He did not notice any of this, it is not likely he would have cared if 
he had, for, like most eccentrics, his thoughts were usually buried in a 
world of his own creating to whose every fact and feeling and motion 
he was the central actor. Again, as much as any of his extraordinary 
family, he had carried with him throughout his life the sense that he 
was "fated” — a sense that was strong in all of them—that his life was 
pivotal to all the actions of providence, that, in short, the time might 
be out of joint, but not himself. Nothing but death could shake his 
powerful egotism, and his occasional storms of fury, his railing at the 
world, his tirades of invective at some motorist, pedestrian, or laborer 
occurred only when he discovered that these people were moving in 
a world at cross-purposes to his own and that some action of theirs had 
disturbed or shaken the logic of his universe. 

It was curious that, of all the people in the office, the person who 
had the deepest understanding and respect for my uncle was John T. 
Brill. Mr. Brill was a huge creature of elemental desires and passions: 
a river of profanity rushed from his mouth with the relentless sweep 
and surge of the Mississippi, he could no more have spoken without 
swearing than a whale could swim in a frog-pond— -he swore at every- 
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thing, at every one, and with every breath, casually and unconsciously, 
and yet when he addressed my uncle Bascom his oath was always 
impersonal, and tinged subtly by a feeling of respect 

Thus, he would speak to Uncle Bascom somewhat in this fashion: 
“Goddamn it, Hawke, did you ever look up the title for that stuff in 
Malden? That feller’s been callin’ up every day to find out about it.” 

“Which fellow?” my uncle Bascom asked precisely. “The man from 
Cambridge?” 

“No,” said Mr. Brill, “not him, the other , the Dorchester 

feller. How the hell am I goin’ to tell him anything if there’s no god- 
damn title for the stuff?” 

Profane and typical as this speech was, it was always shaded nicely 
with impersonality toward my uncle Bascom — conscious to the full of 
the distinction between “danm fr” and “damn you"' Toward his other 
colleagues, however, Mr. Brill was neither nice nor delicate. 

Brill was an enormous man physically: he was six feet two or three 
inches tall, and his weight was close to three hundred pounds. He was 
totally bald, his skull was a gleaming satiny pink; above his great red 
moon ot face, with its ponderous and pendulous jowls, it looked almost 
egg-shaped. And in the heavy, deliberate, and powerful timbre of his 
voice there was always lurking this burble of exultant, gargantuan 
obscenity: it was so obviously part of the structure of his life, so ob- 
viously his only and natural means of expression, that it was impossible 
to condemn him. His epithet was limited and repetitive — but so, too, 
was Homer’s, and, like Homer, he saw no reason for changing what 
had already been used and found good. 

He was a lewd and innocent man. Like my uncle, by comparison 
with these other people, he seemed to belong to some earlier, richer and 
grander period of the earth, and perhaps this was why there was more 
actual kinship and understanding between them than between any of 
the other members of the office. These other people — Friedman, Brill’s 
daughter, Muriel, and Ward — belonged to the myriads of the earth, 
to those numberless swarms that with ceaseless pullulation fill the 
streets of life with their gray immemorable tides. But Brill and my 
uncle Bascom were men in a thousand, a million: if one had seen them 
in a crowd he would have looked after them, if one had talked with 
them, he could never have forgotten them. 

It is rare in modern life that one sees a man who can express himself 
with such complete and abundant certainty as Brill did— completely, 
and without doubt or confusion. It is true that his life expressed itself 
chiefly by two gestures— by profanity and by his great roar of full- 
throated, earth-shaking laughter, an explosive comment on existeo:- 
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which usually concluded and summarized his other means of expres* 
sion. 

Although the other people in the office laughed heartily at this soar- 
ing rhetoric of obscenity, it sometimes proved too much for Uncle 
Bascom. When this happened he would either leave the office imme- 
diately, or stump furiously into his own little cupboard that seemed 
silted over with the dust of twenty years, slamming the door behind 
him so violently that the thin partition rattled, and then stand for a 
moment pursing his lips, and convolving his features with incredible 
speed, and shaking his gaunt head slightly from side to side, until 
at length he whispered in a tone of passionate disgust and revulsion: 
“Oh, badi Bad! Bad! By every gesture, by every act, he betrays the 
boor, the vulgarian! Can you imagine” — here his voice sunk even 
lower in its scale of passionate whispering repugnance — ^“can you for 
one moment imagine a man of breeding and the social graces talking 
in such a way publicly? — ^And before his own daughter. Oh, badl 
Bad!Bad!Badr 

And in the silence, while my uncle stood shaking his head in its 
movement of downcast and convulsive distaste, we could hear, sud- 
denly, Brill’s pungent answer to all the world — and his great bellow 
of throaty laughter. Later on, if my uncle had to consult him on any 
business, he would open his door abruptly, walk out into Brill’s office 
clutching his hands together at the waist, and with disgust still carved 
upon his face, say: “Well, sir, ... If you have concluded your morn- 
ing devotions,” here his voice sank to a bitter snarl, “we might get 
down to the transaction of some of the day’s business.” 

“Why, Reverend!” Brill roared. “You ain’t heard nothin’ yet!” 

And the great choking bellow of laughter would burst from him 
again, rattling the windows with its power as he hurled his great weight 
backward, with complete abandon, in his creaking swivel-chair. 

It was obvious that he liked to tease my uncle, and never lost an 
opportunity of doing so: for example, if any one gave Uncle Bascom 
a cigar. Brill would exclaim with an air of innocent surprise: Why, 
Reverend, you’re not going to smoke that, are you?* 

“Why, certainly,” my Uncle Bascom said tartly. “That is the purpose 
for which it was intended, isn’t it?” 

“Why, yes,” said Brill, “but you know how they make ’em, don’t 
you? I didn’t think you’d touch it after some dirty old Spaniard has 
wiped his old hands all over it — yes! an’ spit upon it, too, because that s 
what they do!” 

“Ah!” my unde snarled contemptuously. “You don t know what 
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you’re talking about! There is nothing cleaner than good tobacco! 
Finest and healthiest plant on earth! No question about it!” 

“Well,” said Brill, “I’ve learned something. We live and learn 
Reverend. You’ve taught me somethin’ worth knowing: when it’s free 
it’s clean; when you have to pay for it it stinks like hell!” He pondered 
heavily for a moment, and the burble began to play about in his 
great throat: “And by God!” he concluded, “tobacco’s not the only 
thing that applies to, either. Not by a damned sight!” 

Again, one morning, my uncle cleared his throat portentously, 
coughed, and suddenly said to me: “Now, David, my boy, you are 
going to have lunch with me today. There’s no question about it what- 
ever!” This was astonishing news, for he had never before invited me 
to eat with him when I came to his office, although I had been to 
his house for dinner many times. “Yes, sir!” he said, with an air of 
decision and satisfaction. “I have thought it all over. There is a splendid 
establishment in the basement of this building — small, of course, but 
everything clean and of the highest order! It is conducted by an Irish 
gentleman whom I have known for many years. Finest people on 
«arth: no question about it!” 

It was an astonishing and momentous occasion; I knew how infre- 
quently he went to a restaurant. Having made his decision. Uncle 
Bascom immediately stepped into the outer offices, and began to discuss 
and publish his intentions with the greatest satisfaction. 

“Yes, sir!” he said in a precise tone, smacking his lips in a ruminant 
fashion, and addressing himself to every one rather than to a particular 
person. “We shall go in and take our seats in the regular way, and I 
shall then give appropriate instructions, to one of the attendants—” 
again he smacked his lips as he pronounced this word with such an 
indescribable air of relish, that immediately my mouth began to water, 
and the delicious pangs of appetite and hunger began to gnaw my 
vitals — “I shall say: This is my nephew, a young man now enrolled at 
Harvard Un-i-ver-sit-teei’ ” — here Bascom smacked his lips together 
again with that same maddening air of relish — ‘Yes, sir’ (I shall say!) 
^‘You are to fulfil his order without stint, without delay, and without 
question, and to the utmost of your ability’ ” — ^he howled, wagging his 
great bony forefinger through the air — “As for myself,” he declared 
abruptly, “I shall take nothing. Good Lord, no!” he said with a scornful 
laugh. “I wouldn’t touch a thing they had to offer. You couldn’t pay me 
to: I shouldn’t sleep for a month if I did. But you, my boy!” he howled, 
turning suddenly upon me, “ — are to have everything your heart de- 
sires! Everything, everything, everything!” He made an inclusive gc^ 
ture with his long arms; then closed his eyes, stamped at the floor, and 
bega^ to snqffle with laughter. 
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Mr. Brill had listened to all this with his great-jo wlcd face slack-jawed 
and agape with astonishment. Now, he said, heavily: “He’s goin* to 
have everything, is he? Where are you goin’ to take him to git it?” 

“Why, sir!” my uncle said in an annoyed tone, “J have told you all 
along — we are going to the modest but excellent establishment in the 
basement o£ this very building.” 

“Why, Reverend,” Brill said in a protesting tone. “You ain’t goin’ to 
take your nephew there, are you? I thought you said you was goin* to 
git somethin’ to eatr 

“I had supposed,” my uncle said with bitter sarcasm, “that one went 
there for that purpose. I had not supposed that one went there to get 
shaved.” 

“Well,” said Brill, “if you go there you’ll git shaved, all right. You’ll 
not only git shaved, you’ll git shinned alive. But you won’t git anything 
to eat.” And he hurled himself back again, roaring with laughter. 

“Pay no attention to him!” my uncle said to me in a tone of bittci 
repugnance. “I have long known that his low and vulgar mind attempts 
to make a joke of everything, even the most sacred matters. I assure you, 
my boy, the place is excellent in every way:— do you suppose,” he said 
now addressing Brill and all the others, with a howl of fury— “do you 
suppose, if it were not, that I should for a single moment dream of tak- 
ing him there? Do you suppose that I would for an instant contemplate 
taking my own nephew, my sister’s son, to any place in which 1 did 
not repose the fullest confidence? Not on your life!” he howled. “Not 
on your life!” 

And we departed, followed by Brill’s great bellow, and a farewell 
invitation which he shouted after me, “Don’t worry, son! When you git 
through with that cockroach stew, come back an’ I’ll take you out to 
lunch with we/” 

Although Brill delighted in teasing and baiting my uncle in this 
fashion, there was, at the bottom of his heart, a feeling of deep humility, 
of genuine respect and admiration for him: he respected Uncle Bascom s 
intelligence, he was secretly and profoundly impressed by the fact that 
my uncle had been a minister of the gospel and had preached in many 
churches. 

Moreover, in the respect and awe with which Brill greeted these evi- 
dences of my uncle’s superior education, in the eagerness he showed 
when he boasted to visitors, as he often did, of my uncle’s learning, there 
was a quality of pride that was profoundly touching and paternal: it 
Was as if my uncle had been his son, and as if he wanted at every oppor- 
tunity to display his talents to the world. And this, in fact, was exactly 
what he did want to do. Much to my uncle’s annoyance, Brill was con- 
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you’re talking about! There is nothing cleaner than good tobacco! 
Finest and healthiest plant on earth! No question about it!” 

“Well,” said Brill, “I’ve learned something. We live £Uid learn. 
Reverend. You’ve taught me somethin’ worth knowing: when it’s free 
it’s clean; when you have to pay for it it stinks like hell!” He pondered 
heavily for a moment, and the burble began to play about in his 
great throat: “And by God!” he concluded, “tobacco’s not the only 
thing that applies to, either. Not by a damned sight!” 

Again, one morning, my uncle cleared his throat portentously, 
coughed, and suddenly said to me: “Now, David, my boy, you are 
going to have lunch with me today. There’s no question about it what- 
ever!” This was astonishing news, for he had never before invited me 
to eat with him when I came to his office, although I had been to 
his house for dinner many times. “Yes, sir!” he said, with an air of 
decision and satisfaction. “I have thought it all over. There is a splendid 
establishment in the basement of this building — small, of course, but 
everything clean and of the highest order! It is conducted by an Irish 
gentleman whom I have known for many years. Finest people on 
earth: no question about it!” 

It was an astonishing and momentous occasion; I knew how infre- 
quently he went to a restaurant. Having made his decision, Uncle 
Bascom immediately stepped into the outer offices, and began to discuss 
and publish his intentions with the greatest satisfaction. 

“Yes, sir!” he said in a precise tone, smacking his lips in a ruminant 
fashion, and addressing himself to every one rather than to a particular 
person. “We shall go in and take our seats in the regular way, and I 
shall then give appropriate instructions, to one of the attendants — ” 
again he smacked his lips as he pronounced this word with such an 
indescribable air of relish, that immediately my mouth began to water, 
and the delicious pangs of appetite and hunger began to gnaw my 
vitals — “I shall say: ‘This is my nephew, a young man now enrolled at 
Harvard Un-i-vcr-sit-teel’ ” — here Bascom smacked his lips together 
again with that same maddening air of relish— “ ‘Yes, sir’ (I shall say!) 
—‘You are to fulfil his order without stint, without delay, and without 
question, and to the utmost of your ability’ ” — ^he howled, wagging his 
great bony forefinger through the air — “As for myself,” he declared 
abruptly, “I shall take nothing. Good Lord, no!” he said with a scornful 
laugh. “I wouldn’t touch a thing they had to offer. You couldn’t pay me 
^o: I shouldn’t sleep for a month if I did. But you, my boy!” he howled, 
turning suddenly upon me, “ — are to have everything your heart de- 
sires! Everything, everything, everything!” He made an inclusive ges- 
ture with his long arms; then closed his eyes, stamped at the floor, and 
began to snuffle with laughter. 
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Brill had listened to all this with his great-jowl^ face slack-jawed 
and agape with ^tonishment. Now, he said, heavily: “He’s goin’ to 
Where are you goin’ to take him to git it?” 

Why, sir! my uncle said in an annoyed tone, “I have told you all 
along we are going to the modest but excellent establishment in the 
basement of this very building ” 

Why, Reverend,’ Brill said in a protesting tone. “You ain’t goin’ to 
take your nephew there, are you? I thought you said you was goin’ to 
git somethin’ to eat^ 

I had supposed, ’ my uncle said with bitter sarcasm, “that one went 
there for that purpose. I had not supposed that one went there to get 
shaved.” 

Well, said Brill, if you go there you’ll git shaved, all right. You’ll 
not onjy git shaved, you’ll git shinned alive. But you won’t git anything 
to eat.” And he hurled himself back again, roaring with laughter. 

Pay no attention to him!” my uncle said to me in a tone of bittei 
repugnance. I have long known that his low and vulgar mind attempts 
to make a joke of everything, even the most sacred matters. I assure you, 
my boy, the place is excellent in every way:— do you suppose,” he said 
now addressing Brill and all the others, with a howl of fury — “do you 
suppose, if it were not, that I should for a single moment dream of tak- 
ing him there? Do you suppose that I would for an instant contemplate 
taking my own nephew, my sister’s son, to any place in which I did 
not repose the fullest confidence? Not on your life!” he howled. “Not 
on your life!” 

And we departed, followed bv Brill’s great bellow, and a farewell 
invitation which he shouted after me, “Don’t worry, son! When you git 
through with that cockroach stew, come back an’ I’ll take you out to 
lunch with 

Although Brill delighted in teasing and baiting my uncle in this 
fashion, there was, at the bottom of his heart, a feeling of deep humility, 
of genuine respect and admiration for him: he respected Uncle Bascom’s 
intelligence, he was secretly and profoundly impressed by the fact that 
my uncle had been a minister of the gospel and had preached in many 
churches. 

Moreover, in the respect and awe with which Brill greeted these evi- 
dences of my uncle’s superior education, in the eagerness he showed 
when he boasted to visitors, as he often did, of my uncle’s learning, there 
was a quality of pride that was profoundly touching and paternal: it 
was as if my uncle had been his son, and as if he wanted at every oppor- 
tunity to display his talents to the world. And this, in fact, was exactly 
what he did want to do. Much to my uncle’s annoyance, Brill was con- 
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fltantly speaking of his erudition to strangers who had come into the 
office for the first time, and constantly urging my uncle to perform for 
them, to '^say some of them big words, Reverend/" And even when my 
uncle answered him, as he frequently did, in terms of scorn, anger, and 
contempt. Brill was completely satisfied, if Uncle Bascom would onij 
use a few of the “big words” in doing it. Thus, one day. when one of his 
boyhood friends, a New Hampshire man whom he had not seen ii» 
thirty-five years, had come in to renew their acquaintance Brill, in de^ 
scribing the accomplishments of my uncle, said with an air of solemn 
affirmation: “Why, hell yes, Jim I It’d take a college perfesscr to know 

what the Reverend is talkin’ about half the time! No ordinary 

is able to understand him! So help me God, it’s true!” he swore 

solemnly, as Jim looked incredulous. “The Reverend knows words the 
average man ain’t never heard. He knows words that ain’t even in the 
dictionary. Yes, sir! — an' uses 'em, too — all the time!” he concluded 
triumphantly. 

“Why, my dear sir!” my uncle answered in a tone of exacerbated con- 
tempt, “What on earth are you talking about? Such a man as you 
describe would be a monstrosity, a heinous perversion of natural law'i 
A man so wise that no one could understand him: — so literate that he 
could not communicate with his fellow creatures: — so erudite that he 
led the inarticulate and incoherent life of a beast or a savage!” — here 
Uncle Bascom squinted his eyes tightly shut, and laughed sneeringly 
down his nose: “Phuh! phuh! phuh! phuh! phuh! — ^Why, you con- 
sum-mate fool!” he sneered, “I have long known that your ignorance 
was bottomless — but I had never hoped to see it equalled— Nay! Sur- 
passed!” he howled, “by your asininity.” 

“There you are!” said Brill exultantly to his visitor, “What did I tell 
you? There’s one of them words, Jim: ‘asserninity,’ why, damn it, the 
Reverend’s the only one who knows what that word means — ^you won’t 
even find it in the dictionary!” 

“Not find it in the dictionary!” my uncle yelled. “Almighty God, come 
down and give this ass a tongue as Thou didst once before in Balaam’s 
time?” 

Again, Brill was seated at his desk one day engaged with a client in 
those intimate, cautious, and confidential preliminaries that mark the 
consummation of a “deal” in real estate. On this occasion the prospec- 
tive buyer was an Italian: the man sat awkwardly and nervously in a 
chair beside Brill’s desk while the great man bent his huge weight pon- 
derously and persuasively toward him. From time to time the Italian’s 
voice, sullen, cautious, disparaging, interrupted Brill’s ponderous and 
coaxu^ drone. The Italian sat stiffly, his thick, clumsy b^y awkwardh 
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vlad in his “good” clothes of heavy black, his thick, hairy, blunt-nailed 
hands cupped nervously upon his knees, his black eyes glittering with 
suspicion under his knitted inch of brow. At length, he shifted nen'- 
ously, rubbed his paws tentatively across his knees and then, with a 
smile mixed of ingratiation and mistrust, said: “How mucha you 
want, eh?” 

“How mucha we want?” Brill repeated vulgarly as the burble began 
to play about within his throat. “Why, how mucha you got ? . . . You 
know we’ll take every damn thing you got! It’s not how mucha we 
want, it’s how mucha you got!” And he hurled himself backward, bel- 
lowing with laughter. “By God, Reverend,” he yelled as Uncle Bascom 
entered, “ain’t that right? It’s not how mucha we want, it’s how mucha 
you got! *od damn! We ought to take that as our motter. I’ve got a good 
mind to git it printed on our letterheads. What do you think. Rev- 
erend?” 

“Hey?” howled Uncle Bascom absently, as he prepared to enter his 
own office. 

“I say we ought to use it for our motter.” 

“Your what?'" said Uncle Bascom scornfully, pausing as if he did not 
understand. 

“Our motter,” Brill said. 

“Not your motter^' my uncle howled derisively. “The word is not 
motter,” he said co^^temptuously. “Nobody of any refinement would say 
motter, Motter is , jKorrect!” he howled finally. “Only an ig-no-ram-us 
would say motter. No!” he yelled with final conclusiveness. “That is 
not the way to pronounce it! That is ab-so-lute-ly and cm-phat-ic-ally not 
the way to pronounce it!” 

“All right, then. Reverend,” said Brill, submissively. “You’re the 
doctor. What is the word?” 

“The word is motto^ Uncle Bascom snarled. “Of course! Any fool 
knows that!” 

“Why, hell,” Mr. Brill protested in a hurt tone. “That’s what I said, 
ain’t it?” 

“No-o!” Uncle Bascom howled derisively. “No-o! By no means, by 
no means, by no means! You said motter. The word is not motter. The 
word is motto: m-o-t-t-o! M-O-T-T-O does not spell motter, he re- 
marked with vicious decision. 

“What docs it spell?” said Mr. Brill. 

“It speiis motto;' Uncle Bascom howled. “It has always spelled motto! 
It will always spell motto! As it was in the beginning, is now, and ever 
shall be: A-a-men!” he howled huskily in his most evangelical fashion. 
Then, immensely pleased at his wit, he closed his eyes, stamped at the 
dcx>r and snarled and snuffled down his nose with lau^ter. 



ii88 THOMAS WOLFE 

“Well, anyway,” said Brill, “no matter how you spell it, it’s not how 
mucha we want, it’s how mucha you got! That’s the way we feel 
about it!” 

And this, in fact, without concealment, without pretense, without 
evasion, was just how Brill did feel about it. He wanted everything that 
was his and, in addition, he wanted as much as he could get. And this 
rapacity, this brutal and unadorned gluttony, so far from making men 
wary of him, attracted them to him, inspired them with unshakable 
confidence in his integrity, his business honesty. Perhaps the reason for 
this was that concealment did not abide in the man: he published his 
intentions to the world with an oath and a roar of laughter — and the 
world, having seen and judged, went away with the confidence of this 
Italian — that Brill was “one finc-a man!” Even my uncle, who had so 
often turned upon his colleague the weapons of scorn, contempt, and 
mockery, had a curious respect for him, an acrid sunken affection: often, 
when we were alone, he would recall something Brill had said and his 
powerful and fluent features would suddenly be contorted in that 
familiar grimace, as he laughed his curious laugh which was forced out, 
with a deliberate and painful effort, through his powerful nose and his 
lips, barred with a few large teeth. “Phuh! phuh! phuh! phuh! phuh! 
... Of course!” he said, with a nasal rumination, as he stared over the 
apex of his great bony hands, clasped in meditation — “of course, he is 
just a poor ignorant fellow! I don’t suppose — no, sir, I really do not 
suppose that Brill ever went (o school over six months in his life! — say!” 
my uncle Bascom paused suddenly, turned to me abruptly with his 
strange fixed grin, and fastened his sharp old eyes keenly on me: in 
this sudden and abrupt change, this transference of his vision from his 
own secret and personal world, in which his thought and feeling was 
sunken, and which seemed to be so far away from the actual world about 
him, there was something impressive and disconcerting. His eyes were 
gray, sharp, and old, and one eyelid had a heavy droop or ptosis which, 
although it did not obscure his vision, gave his expression at times a 
sinister glint, a malevolent humor. “ — Say!” here his voice sank to a 
deliberate and confiding whisper, “(Phuh! phuh! phuh! phuh! phuh!) 
Say — a man who would — he told me — Oh, vile! vile! vile! my boy!” my 
uncle whispered, shutting his eyes in a kind of shuddering ecstasy as if 
at ihe memory of things too gloriously obscene to be repeated. “Can you 
imagine, can you even dream of such a state of affairs if he had pos- 
sessed an atom, a scintilla of delicacy and good breeding! Yes, sir!” he 
said with decision. “I suppose there’s no doubt about it! His beginnings 
were very lowly, very poor and humble, indeed! . . . Not that that is 
in any sense to his discredit!” Uncle Bascom said hastily, as if it had 
occurred to him that his words might bear some taint of snobbishness. 
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Oh, by no means, by no means, by no means!” he sang out, widi a 
sweeping upward gesture of his long arm, as if he were clearing the air 
of wisps of smoke. Some of our finest men — some of the nation’s 
leaders, have come from just such surroundings as those. Beyond a 
doubt! Beyond a doubt! There’s no question about it whatever! Say!” — 
here he turned suddenly upon me again with the ptotic and sinister 
intelligence of his eye. “Was Lincoln an aristocrat? Was he the issue of 
wealthy parents? Was he brought up with a silver spoon in his mouth? 
Was our own former governor, the Vice-President of the United States 
today, reared in the lap of luxury! Not on your life!” howled Uncle 
Bascom. “He came from frugal and thrifty Vermont farming stock, he 
has never deviated a jot from his early training, he remains today what 
he has always been — one of the simplest of men! Finest people on earth, 
no question about it whatever!” 

Again, he meditated gravely with lost stare across the apex of his great 
joined hands, and I noticed again, as I had noticed so often, the great 
dignity of his head in thought — a head that was highbrowed, lean and 
lonely, a head that not only in its cast of thought but even in its physical 
contour, and in its profound and lonely earnestness, bore an astonishing 
resemblance to that of Emerson — it was, at times, like these, as grand 
a head as I had ever seen, and on it was legible the history of man’s 
loneliness, his dignity, his grandeur and despair. 

“Yes, sir!” he said, in a moment. “He is, of course, a vulgar fellow and 
some of the things he says at times are Oh! vile! vile! vile!” my uncle 
cried, closing his eyes and laughing. “Oh, vile! most vile! . . . but (phuhl 
phuh! phuh!) you can’t help laughing at the fellow at times because he 
is so . . . Oh, I could tell you things, my boy! . . . Oh, t/ile! vileP' he 
cried, shaking his head downwards. “What coarseness! , . . What in- 
vecMvtV^ he whispered, in a kind of ecstasy. 

And this invective, I know, he cherished in his secret heart so dearly 
that on at least one notable occasion he had invoked it, and lamented 
that he did not have it by him as an aid. What Uncle Bascom had said 
on that occasion, lifting his arms to heaven, and crying out a confession 
of his own inadequacy in a tone of passionate supplication, was: Oh* 
that J. T. were here at this moment! — or that I had his tongue! that he 
might aid me with his scathing invective!” 

The occasion was this: a few years before my uncle had taken his wife 
to Florida for the winter, and had rented there a cottage. The place he 
chose was small and modest, it was several miles away from one of the 
larger and more fashionable towns, it was not on the coast, but set a 
few miles inland, and it had the advantages of a river, or peninsular inlet 
which rose and fell with the recurrence of the tides. This modest winter 
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colony was so small that it could afford only one small church and one 
minister, himself a member of the colony. During the winter this man 
was taken ill: he was unable to continue his services at the diurch, and 
his little following, in looking around for a substitute, learned that 
Uncle Bascom had formerly been a minister. They came to him, there- 
fore, and asked if he would serve. 

*‘Oh, Lord, no!” Bascom howled derisively. “Good heavens, no! I 
shouldn’t dream of such a thing! I shouldn’t for a moment contemplate 
such a thing! I am a total— ioi twenty years I have been a complete — 
agnostic.” 

The flock looked at him with a dazed expression. “Wal,” said one of 
the leading parishioners, a lean Down-Easter, “most of us here are 
Presbyterians, but I don’t know that that would make any difference. 
The way I see it, we’re all met here to worship the Lord, and we need a 
preacher no matter what his denomination is. When all’s said and 
done,” he concluded comfortably, “I don’t guess there’s much difference 
between any of us in the long run.” 

“Why, my dear sir!” my uncle said, with a slight sneer. “If you think 
there is no difference between an agnostic and a Presbyterian you had 
better have your head examined by a doctor without further delay. 
No-o!” he howled faintly. “I cannot profess belief in what I do not 
know! I cannot simulate conviction when I have none! I cannot preach 
a faith I have not got! There, sir, you have my whole position in a 
nut-shell!” 

Here, people in the group began to stir rcsdcssly, to mutter uneasily, 
and to draw away: suddenly Uncle Bascom caught the muttered word 
“atheist.” 

“No-o!” he shouted, his ptotic eye beginning to glitter with the light 
of combat. “By no means! By no means! You only show your ignorance 
when you say a thing like that. They are not the same! They arc ab-so- 
lutc-ly and em-phat-i-cal-ly not the same! An atheist is not an agnostic 
and an agnostic is not an atheist! Why!” he yelled, “the mere sound of 
the words would teach you that if you had an atom of intelligence. An 
atheist is a man who docs not believe in God! — ^it is composed of the 
Greek prefix ‘a’ — meaning not, and the noun ‘thc-os,’ meaning God: an 
atheist therefore says there is no God! Now,” he continued, licking his 
lips for joy, “we come to the word agnostic. Is the sound the same? 
No-o! Is the meaning the same? By no means! Arc the parts the same? 
Not on your life! The word is agnostic: a-g-n-o-s-t-i-c! From what lan- 
guage is it derived? From Greek, of course— as any fool should know! 
From what words? From the vowd. of negation V again, and from 
‘gnostikos’— the word for \nowing. An agnostic therefore is what?” 
1^ demanded, glaring around at their mute faces. “Why!” he said im^ 
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patiently, as no one answered, “Any schoolboy knows that much! A 
not-knowing man! A man who docs not know! Not a man who denies! 
Oh, by no means!” — his great hand rose impatiently — ^“An atheist is a 
man who denies! An agnostic is simply a man who docs not know!” 

“I can't sec there’s any difference,” someone muttered. “They both 
sound like a couple of godless heathen to me!” 

“No difference!” Bascom howled. “My dear sir, hold your tongue 
before you bring down lasting shame upon your progeny! , . . They 
arc as different as night from day, as black from white, as the sneering 
irreverence of the cynic from the calm, temperate, and judicial spirit of 
the philosopher! Why!” he declared impressively, “Some of the finest 
spirits of our times have been agnostics. Yes, sir! Some of the grandest 
people that ever lived! . . . The great Matthew Arnold was an agnos- 
tic!” he yelled. “Does that, sound as if there was no difference.? Not on 
your life!” 

He paused, and as there was no response from his involuntary con- 
gregation, he began, after a moment, to fumble at the inside pocket of 
his coat with his big fingers. 

“I have here a poem,” he said, taking it out of his pocket, “of my own 
composition” — ^here he coughed modestly — ‘although it may show 
traces, I admit, of the influence of the great man whose name I have 
just mentioned, and whom I am proud to call my master: Matthew 
Arnold. It will, I believe, illustrate my position better than anything I 
could say to you.” He held up his great forefinger to command atten- 
tion, and then began to read. r r. j » » a £ 

“The title of the poem,” Uncle Bascom said, is— My Creed. Attcr 

a short silence, he began: 

“ ‘Is there a land beyond the stars 
Where we may find eternal day, 

Life after death, peace after wars? 

Is there? I can not say. 


Shall we find there a happier life, 

All joy that here we never know. 
Love in all things, ^ strife? 
Perhaps: it may be so.’ ” 


There were seventeen other stanzas which Uncle “ 

them deliberately and with 

the oaoer and looked about him with a sneer: I think, he said, that 
I ba?e made my meaning clear. Now you know what an agnostic is. 


They did. His meaning was so clear that they had no language t<^ 
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oppose to it: they turned, they went away like men wno had been 
stunned. Among them, however, was one who did not yield so easily, d 
daughter of the Lord who had often won by persuasion and the soft 
violence of her beaming eye what others failed to win by harsher means. 
This lady was a widow, a Southern woman in her middle years: her 
charms were ripe, she had a gentle, loving touch, a soft and fruity unc- 
tion in her voice. This lady had been able to resist few ministers and 
few ministers had been able to resist this lady. Now, as the others re- 
treated, the lady advanced: she came forward with a practised sidling 
movement of her hips and Uncle Bascom, who was standing trium- 
phantly in the midst of a receding host, suddenly found himself con- 
fronted by her gentle and importunate face. 

“Oh, Mr. Hawke!” she crooned sweetly, with a kind of abdominal 
rapture in her voice (thus, the way she pronounced his name was — 
Mis-tah Haw-M^/). “I jus* know that you must’ve been a f^o«-da-ful 
preach-ah! I can tell by yo’ face that you’ah such a g-o-o-d man — * 
Again she grunted sweetly with this ecstatic abdominal expiration. 

“Why, madame! Why — ” Uncle Bascom began, decidedly in a con- 
fused tone, but taking her abundance in with a sharp appraising eye. 

“I was )us* thrilled to death all the time that you was tawkin’, Mistah 
Haw-r/^,” the widow said, “I was a-sittin’ theah an’ sittin’ theah, just 
a-drinkin’ it all in, just 2rbas\in' in the rays of yo’ wisdom, Mistah 
Haw-ukl All the time you was rcadin’ that wondaful poem, I was just 
a-sayin’ to myse’f : What a wondaful thing it is that a man like this has 
been chosen fo’ the Suvvicc of the Lawd, what a wondaful thing it is tc 
know that this man is one o’ Gawd’s Suvvants!” 

“Why, madame!” Bascom cried, his gaunt face flushed with pleasure. 
“Why, madame, I assure you I am deeply grateful . . . deeply honored 
to think that a lady of your obvious . . . your undoubted intelligence 
. . . should feel that way about me! But, madame! ” 

“Oh, Mistah Haw-w^/” the widow groaned. “I jus’ love to heah you 
tawhj I jus’ love the way you handle langwidge! You heah so much 
po’ shoddy, good-fo’-nothin’ tawk nowadays — all full o’ slang an* bad 
grammah an’ I don’t know whatall: I don’t know what folks ah comin* 
to — it’s a real pleasuah — yes, suh! a real sho’ nufi treat — -xq heah a man 
who can express himse’f the way you can. The minute I saw you I said 
to myse’f: I jus’ \now that that man can taw}{\ I \now it! I know it! I 
\now it!” the widow cried, shaking her head from side to side vigor- 
ously. “Theah’s a man, I said,” the widow continued, “theah’s a man 
who kin do anything he likes with me — ^yes, suh! just anything! — said 
that just as soon as you opened yo’ mouf to speak!” 

“Oh, madame, madame!” cried Bascom fervently, bowing with real 
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dignity. I thank you. I thank you sincerely and gratefully from the 
bottom of my heart!” 

“Yes, suh! I could just enjoy myse’f— (I said)— just a-lookin’ at his 
haid.” 

“At my what?” yelled Bascom, jumping as if he had received an 
electric shock. 

“At yo’ haid"' the widow answered. 

Oh! howled Bascom. “At my head! My head !" — and he began to 
laugh foolishly. 

“Yes, suh, Mistah Haw-uk,” the widow continued. “I jus’ thought 
you had the grandest haid I evah saw. The moment you began to read 
that poem I said, ‘Only a man with a haid like that could a-written that 
poem. Oh, thank Gawd! (I said) that he has dedicated his wondaful 
haid to the Lawd’s wuk!” 

“Why, madame,” Bascom cried again. “You have paid me the greatest 
honor! I cannot sufficiently thank you! But I am afraid—in justice, in 
fairness, I must admit,” he said with some difficulty, “that you may not 
have entirely understood— that you are not quite clear — that, perhaps I 
did not make the meaning, the general purpose of that poem — Oh! it’s 
my own fault, I know! Beyond a doubt! Beyond a doubt! — but perhaps 
I did not make its meaning wholly plain!” 

“Yes, you did!” the widow protested. “Every word of it was jus* as 
plain as day to me! I kep’ sayin’ to myse’f: That’s jus" the way I’ve 
always felt, but I nevah could express myse’f befo’: I nevah met anyone 
befo’ that I could tawk to about it. An’ now (I said), this wondaful 
man comes along an’ puts the whole thing straight in my haid! Oh! (1 
said) if I could just sit at his teet, an’ listen all day long, if I could jus' 
sit an’ drink in all he had to say, if I could just listen to him tawk— I’d 
nevah ask fo’ anything bettah!” 

“Why, madame!” Bascom cried, deeply, genuinely moved. “I assure 
you I’d like nothing better! Yes, indeed! I assure you I’d be delighted! 
Oh, at any time! At any time!” he howled. “It is rare that one meets 
today— Oh, most rare!— a woman of your intelligence and perspicacity! 
We must have another talk!” he said. “Oh, by all means, by all means!” 

“Uh-huh!” the widow grunted sweetly. 

Bascom looked around craftily to see if my Aunt Louise was any- 
where within sight or hearing. “Perhaps, he said, smacking his lipf 
together, “we might meet and have a quiet walk together. Nothing if 
more conducive to contemplation than the tranquil peace of nature 
There’s no question about it.” 

“Uh-huh,” the widow said. 

“Tomorrow,” Bascom whispered. 

“Uh-huh,” the widow crooned viscerally. 
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Thus, there began between Uncle Bascom and the widow a series of 
promenades, in which he expounded his views liberally, and in which 
she was able, by the harmonious adjustment of her nature, to find her- 
self in complete agreement. Again and again, my Aunt Louise watched 
them depart, she peered after them through her bright mad eyes, 
snuffling with angry laughter, and muttering, as she had muttered 
many times before: “The old fooll . . . The misable old skinflint! . . . 
Too poor to buy his own wife a dwess . . . while he spends /fl«/-chuns, 
faw<huns on them! • . It’s in the blood ... the blood!” she whis- 
pered hoarsely. “They’re mad . . . mad! His family’s ovah-sexed, all 
of them!” 

One evening, as Bascom and the widow were returning from one of 
these walks, they found themselves toward sunset a mile or so from 
town. It was a desolate spot: their road wound on through fringes of 
scrub pine and stunted palm along the edges of the inlet: the tide was 
out, the water lay in shallow puddles across the bed of viscous mud, a 
few birds wheeled with creaking eery cries above this loneliness of earth 
and water, and there was the smell of shelled waste, sea-scum — the 
potent, magical, and exultant smell of the sea in harbors. The air and 
the sky were sweet with incomparable clarity, with an immense delicacy 
of light, and the sun, which now burned like a vast orange-colored ball, 
without violence or heat, was resting against the lonely and desolate 
space of the western horizon. The widow and Bascom paused for a 
moment to watch this scene, and then she said triumphantly: “Now, 
Mistah Haw-uk, you know that Somebody must’ve done all that. You 
know it jus’ didn’t go an’ happen by itse’f. You know, when you sec a 
beautiful sunset like that that nobody but Gawd himse’f could’ve made it. 
Now, you know you do, Mistah Haw-uk!” 

“The question of its beauty,” said my uncle precisely, “is debatable. 
The philosopher Hegel, for example, so far from seeing beauty in a 
sunset, remarked that it looked to him as if the sky had small-pox!’' 
Here Bascom closed his eyes, and snuffled with laughter. 

“Oh, Mistah Haw-uk!” the widow said reproachfully. “I know you 
don’t feel that way about it. A man with a haid like yoah’s could nevah 
believe a thing like that!” 

“Oh!” Bascom shouted, immensely tickled for some reason. “By no 
means! By no means!” And he stamped violently at the earth, blind 
with his strange forced snarl of laughter. 

For a moment they were silent: a vast and exuberant elation, an 
exultant vitality, was alive in Uncle Bascom. He looked at the shallow 
waters, he looked at the setting sun, he looked at the widow, and when 
he tried to speak, exultant mirth possessed him, and he could not. 
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“Shall we?—” he began at length inquiringly, but here a whimsy of 
humor seized him, he stopped short, contorted his face, stamped at the 
earth ^statically, and snuffled down his nose — “shall we go in wcia 
ding? There was a deliberate, a luscious nasality in his precise enuncia* 
tion of the last word. 

Oh, Mistah Haw-uk! Why-yP* the widow exclaimed fruitily« 
“Wading! For what.?” ^ 

*For . . . oysters!” said Uncle Bascom lusciously and gendy. 

For • . . oystersl the widow cried. “But I didn’t know there were 
any oysters!” 

Bascom pondered this statement for a moment, and the more he con- 
sidered it, the funnier it became to him. He bit his rubbery lip, closed 
his eyes, and began to snuffle down his nose with laughter. “Oh, yes!” he 
howled, “Oh, my yes! There are always . . . oysters! There are plenty of 
. . . oysters!” 

So the widow, without much more than a half-hearted and decorous 
protest, and a cautious glance around to make sure that pine and palm 
gave shelter to no watchers, sat down beside my uncle and took off her 
shoes and stockings. Then, hand in hand, they advanced across the 
shallows and through water that rarely came above their knees, the 
widow tentatively, with a balancing movement and little abdominal 
cries of alarm. Uncle Bascom more boldly, and with confident assur- 
ances: “My dear girl!” he said, grasping her hand more tightly. “You 
are in no danger whatsoever! Oh, not the slightest r he yelled. “You 
arc as safe as you would be in your mother’s arms. Yes, sir! You may 
rest assured on that score! There’s no question of it!” 

The widow held her skirts kilted up and knotted in one hand, mid- 
way along her milky thighs, while Uncle Bascom had rolled his trousers 
high above his bony knees and stringy calves, which now advanced 
through the shallow water with a storky and tentative step. At length, 
about the middle of the stream, they reached a bar of hard-packed sand, 
and here they stood for a while looking at the setting sun, pacing along 
their little beach, so absorbed in their contemplation of coming dark, 
of solitude, and of themselves that neither noticed that the tide was 
coming in. 

And yet the tide came in. It came steadily, urgently, imperceptibly, 
feathering against the fringes of the inlet, advancing, retreating, advanc- 
ing, retreating, but advancing always past its last retreat until suddenly 
Bascom felt the shock of water at his toes: he looked down and saw 
that their ledge of earth and safety was shrinking almost visibly below 
his glance: he yelled, first from alarm, and then for help: he shouted, 
but no one came: he seized the buxom widow and, by staggering effort 
lifted her, he tottered with her into the water. At the first step the 
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water reached his knees, at the second, halfway up his shanks, at the 
third, he yelled, and dropped his cargo. She screamed, as a swirl of 
water caught her at the waist: she clutched him, she clung to him, she 
screamed, and suddenly Bascom began to curse. He shook a knotted fist 
at the imperturbable evening skies, he blasphemed against a deity in 
which he had no faith, and when a false step plunged him to his chin 
in water, he howled retraction of his blasphemy and begged for provi- 
dential help. Neither could swim; perhaps neither was in the greatest 
danger, but both were terrified and shocked, the water wet their ears 
before they reached the shore, and when at length they tottered up on 
dry land again, the widow had reached the end and limit of her effort : 
for several moments she lay panting hoarsely, half out of water and 
half in, a battered half-emergent Phryne. As for Bascom, he stood on 
palsied limbs and with a chattering jaw for several moments: his long 
arms, his bony hands, his stooped shoulders, his stringy legs all bent in 
a common, constant drip — he was absolutely speechless, and stood there 
for some time chattering with fright, and dripping water. At length, the 
widow raised a portion of her charms, bedraggled but made undeniable 
by water, and moaned hoarsely, “Oh, Mistah Haw-uk! Mistah Haw-uk! 
Come an’ git me, Mistah Haw-uk!” 

At this moment Uncle Bascom’s features were seized by a horrible 
convulsion, he opened his mouth to speak, but no words came, he raised 
two trembling fists toward heaven, but no words came. He tried to 
curse, but no words came. At length he mastered himself sufficiently to 
speak and, as if finding his own artdlcry too feeble for the occasion, he 
uttered slowly, with passionate conviction, the supplication already 
mentioned: “O that J. T. were here — that he might aid me with his 
scathing invective! 

So ended romance between Uncle Bascom and the widow. 

That year I was twenty, it had been my first year in New England, 
and the winter had seemed very long. In the man-swarm I felt alone 
and lost, a desolate atom in the streets of life. That year I went to see m> 
uncle many times. 

Some times I would find him in his dusty little cubicle, bent over the 
intricacy of a legal form, painfully and carefully, with compressed lips, 
filling in the blank spaces with his stiff angular and laborious hand. He 
would speak quietly, without looking up, as I came in : “Hello, my boy. 
Sit down, won’t you? I’ll be with you in a moment.” And for a time 
the silence would be broken only by the heavy rumble of Brill’s voice 
outside, by the minute scratching of my uncle’s pen, and by the im- 
mense and murmurous sound of time, which rose above the city, which 
caught up in the upper air all of the city’s million noises, and yet which 
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seemed remote, essential, imperturbable and everlasting— fixed and un- 
changing, no matter what men lived or died. 

Again, I would find him staring straight before him, with his great 
hands folded in a bony arch, his powerful gaunt face composed in rapt 
tranquillity of thought. At these times he seemed to have escaped from 
every particular and degrading thing in life — from the excess of absurd 
and eccentric speech and gesture, from all demeaning parsimonies, from 
niggling irascibilities, from everything that contorted his face and spirit 
away from its calmness and unity of thought. His face at such a time 
might well have been the mask of Thought, the visage of contempla- 
tion. Sometimes he would not speak for several minutes, his mind 
seemed to brood upon the lip and edge of time, to be remote from every 
dusty moment of the earth. 

One day I went there and found him thus; after a few moments he 
lowered his great hands and, without turning toward me, sat for some 
time in an attitude of quiet relaxation. At length he said: 

“What is man that thou art mindful of him?” 

It was one of the first days of spring: the spring had come late, with 
a magical northern suddenness. It seemed to have burst out of the earth 
overnight, the air was lyrical and sang with it. 

Spring came that year like a triumph and like a prophecy— it sang 
and shifted like a moth of light before me, but I was sure that it would 
bring me a glory and fulfilment I had never known. 

My hunger and thirst had been immense: I was caught up for the 
first time in the midst of the Faustian web— there was no food that 
could feed me, no drink that ^'ould quench my thirst— like an insatiate 
and maddened animal I roamed the streets, trying to draw up mercy 
from the cobblestones, solace and wisdom from a milhon sights and 
faces, or prowled through endless shelves of high^piled books tortured 
bv everything I could not see and could not know, and growing blind, 
weary, and desperate from what I read and saw I wanted to know 
have all, be all— to be one and many, to have the whole riddle of this 
vast and swarming earth as legible, as tangible m my hand as a com 

"^sllddcnirspring came, and I felt at once exultant certainty and joy. 
Outside my uncle’s dirty window I could see the edge 
and hear the swarming and abundant activity of the markets. The deep 
roar of the markets came to us across the singing and lyrical air, and I 
drLk into my lungs a thousand proud, potent and mystcrioiw odors 
^ ^ t me like the breath of certainty, like the proof of magu^ 

Tnd Ukc the revelation that all confusion had been banished— the world 
that I longed for won, the word that I sought for spoken, the kimg 
£ doomed me fed and ended. And the markets, swarmmg with 
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TichnesS) }oy, and abundance, thronged beiow me lik<e a living evidence 
of fulfilment. For it seemed to me that no^vhere more than here was 
the passionate enigma of New England felt: New England, with its 
harsh and stony soil, and its tragic and lonely beauty; its desolate rocky 
coasts and its swarming fisheries, the white, piled, frozen harshness of 
its winters with the magnificent jewelry of stars, the dark firwoods, and 
the warm little white houses at which it is impossible to look without 
thinking of groaning bins, hung bacon, hard cider, succulent bastings 
and love’s warm, white, and opulent flesh. 

There was the rustle of gingham by day and sober glances; then, 
under low eaves and starlight, the stir of the satiny thighs in feather 
beds, the white small bite and tigerish clasp of secret women — ^always 
the buried heart, the sunken passion, the frozen heat. And then, after 
the long, unendurably hard-locked harshness of the frozen winter, the 
coming of spring as now, like a lyrical cry, like a flicker of rain across 
a window glass, like the sudden and delicate noises of a spinet — the 
coming of spring and ecstasy, and overnight the thrum of wings, the 
burst of the tender buds, the ripple and dance of the roughened water, 
the light of flowers, the sudden, fleeting, almost captured, and exultant 
spring. 

And here, within eighty yards of the dusty little room where my 
uncle Bascom had his desk, there was living evidence that this intuition 
was not false: the secret people, it was evident, did not subsist alone on 
codfish and a jug full of baked beans — they ate meat, and large chunks 
of it, for all day long, within the market district, the drivers of big 
wagons were standing to their chins in meat, boys dragged great baskets 
of raw meat along the pavements, red-faced butchers, aproned with 
gouts of blood, and wearing the battered straw hats that butchers wear, 
toiled through the streets below great loads of loin or haunch or rib and 
in chill shops with sawdust floors the beeves were hung in frozen regi- 
mental rows. 

Right and left, around the central market, the old buildings stretched 
•down to the harbor and the smell of ships: this was built-on land, in old 
days ships were anchored where these cobbles were, but the warehouses 
were also old — they had the musty, mellow, blackened air and smell of 
the Seventies, they looked like the Victorian prints, they reeked of an- 
cient ledgers, of “counting houses,” of proud monied merchants, and 
the soft-spoked rumble of victorias. 

By day, this district was one snarled web of chaos: a gewirr of deep- 
bodied trucks, powerful dappled horses, cursing drivers, of loading, 
unloading, and shipping, of dispatch and order, of the million compli- 
cated weavings of life and business. 

But if one came here at evening, after die work of the dzf was done^ 
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if one came here at evening on one of those delicate and sudden days 
of spring that New England knows, if one came here as many a lonely 
youth had come here in the past, some boy from the inland immensity 
of America, some homesick lad from the South, from the marvelous 
hills of Old Catawba, he might be pierced again by the bitter ecstasy of 
youth, the ecstasy that tears him apart with a cry that has no tongue, the 
ecstasy that is proud, lonely, and exultant, that is fierce with joy and 
blind with glory, but that yet carries in it a knowledge that is born in 
such a moment that the intangible cannot be touched, the ungraspable 
cannot be grasped — the imperial and magnificent minute is gone for- 
ever which, with all its promises, its million intuitions, he wishes to 
clothe with the living substance of beauty. He wishes to flesh the mo- 
ment with the thighs and breast and belly of a wonderful mistress, he 
wishes to be great and glorious and triumphant, to distill the ether of 
this ecstasy in a liquor, and to drink strong joy forever; and at the heart 
of all this is the bitter knowledge of death— ^eath of the moment, death 
of the day, death of one more infrequent spring. 

Perhaps the thing that really makes New England wonderful is this 
sense of joy, this intuition of brooding and magic tulfilment that hovers 
like a delicate presence in the air of one of these days. Perhaps the an- 
swer is simple: perhaps it is only that this soft and sudden spring, with 
its darts and flicks of evanescent joy, its sprite-like presence that is only 
half-believed, its sound that is the sound of something lost and elfin, 
and half-dreamed, half-heard, seems wonderful after the grim frozen 
tenacity of the winter, the beautiful and terrible desolation, the assault 
of the frost and ice on living flesh which resists it finally as it would 
resist the cruel battering of a brute antagonist, so that the tart, stingy 
speech, the tight gestures, the withdrawn and suspicious air, the thin 
lips, red pointed noses and hard prying eyes of these people are really 
the actions of people who, having to defend themselves harshly against 
nature, harshly defend thcm.selves against all the world. 


At any rate, the thing the boy feels who comes here at the day s end 
is not completion, weariness, and sterility, but a sense of swelling ecstasy 
a note of brooding fulfilment. The air will have in it the wonderful 
odors of the market and the smell of the sea: as he wa ks over the bare 
cobbled pavement under the corrugated tin awnings of the warehouses 
and produce stores a hundred smells of the rich fecundity of the earth 
will assail him: the clean sharp pungency of crated wood and the 
citric nostalgia of oranges, lemons and grapefruit, the stench of a de- 
cayed cabbafe and the mashed pulp of a rotten orange. There will ^ 
also the warm coarse limey smell of chickens, the strong cc^dy sm^ 
of cold fish and oysters; and the aisp moist cleanliness of the garder 
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smell^of great lettuces, cabbages, new potatoes, with their delicate 
skins loamy with sweet earth, the wonderful sweet crispness of crated 
celery; and then the melons — the ripe golden melons bedded in fragrant 
straw — and all the warm infusions of the tropics: the bananas, the pine- 
apples and the alligator pears. 

The delicate and subtle air of spring touches all these odors with a 
new and delicious vitality; it draws the tar out of the pavements also, 
and it draws slowly, subtly, from ancient warehouses, the compacted 
perfumes of eighty years : the sweet thin piney scents of packing boxes, 
the glutinous composts of half a century, that have thickly stained old 
Warehouse plankings, the smells of twine, tar, turpentine and hemp, and 
of thick molasses, ginseng, pungent vines and roots and old piled sack- 
ing; the clean ground strength of fresh coffee, brown, sultry, pungent, 
and exultantly fresh and clean; the smell of oats, baled hay and bran, of 
crated eggs and cheese and butter; and particularly the smell of meat, 
of frozen beeves, slick porks and veals, of brains and livers and kidneys, 
of haunch, paunch and jowl; of meat that is raw and of meat that is 
cooked, for upstairs in that richly dingy block of buildings there is a 
room where the butchers, side by side with the bakers, the bankers, the 
brokers and the Harvard boys, devour thick steaks of the best and 
tenderest meat, smoking hot breads, and big jacketed potatoes. 

And then there is always the sea. In dingy blocks, memoried with 
time and money, the buildings stretch down to the docks, and there is 
always the feeling that the sea was here, that this is built-on earth. A 
single truck will rattle over the deserted stones, and then there is the 
street that runs along the harbor, the dingy little clothing shops and 
eating places, the powerful strings of freight cars, agape and empty, 
odorous with their warm fatigued planking, and the smells of flanges 
and axles that have rolled great distances. 

And finally, by the edges of the water, there are great piers and store- 
houses, calm and potent with their finished work: they lie there, im- 
mense, starkly ugly, yet touched with the powerful beauty of enormous 
works and movements; they are what they are, they have been built 
without a flourish for the work they do, their great sides rise in level 
cliffs of brick, they are pierced with tracks and can engulf great trains; 
and now that the day is done they breathe with the vitality of a tired 
but living creature. A single footfall will make remote and lonely 
echoes in their brooding depths, there will be the expiring clatter of a 
single truck, the sound of a worker’s voice as he says “Good-night,” and 
then the potent and magical silence. 

And then there is the sea — the sea, beautiful and mysterious as it is 
only when it meets the earth in harbors, the sea that bears in swell and 
glut of tides the odorous savor of the earth, the sea that swings and slaps 



A PORTRAIT OF BASCOM HAWKE 1201 

against encrusted piles, the sea that is braided v^ith long ropes of 
scummy weed, the sea that brings the mast and marly scent of shelled 
decay. There is the sea, and there arc the great ships — the freighters, 
the fishing schooners, the clean white one-night boats that make the 
New York run, now also potent and silent, a glitter of bright lights, of 
gleaming brasses, of opulent saloons — a token of joy and splendor in 
dark waters, a hint of love and the velvet belly upon dark tides — and 
the sight of all these things, the fusion of all these odors by the sprite of 
May is freighted with unspeakable memories, with unutterable intui- 
tions for the youth: he does not know what he could utter, but glory, 
love, power, wealth, flight and movement and the sight of new earth in 
the morning, and the living corporeal fulfilment of all his ecstasy is in 
his wish and his conviction. 

Certainly, these things can be found in New England, but perhaps 
the person who finds this buried joy the most is this lonely visitor — and 
particularly the boy from the South, for in the heart of the Southerner 
alone, perhaps, is this true and secret knowledge of the North: it is 
there in his dreams and his childhood premonition, it is there like the 
dark Helen, and no matter what he sees to cheat it, he will always be- 
lieve in it, he will always return to it. Certainly, this was true of the 
gnarled and miserly old man who now sat not far from all this glory in 
his dingy State Street office, for my uncle Bascom Hawke, although the 
stranger on seeing him might have said, “There goes the very image 
of a hard-bitten old Down-Easter,” had come, as lonely and wretched a 
youth as ever lived, from the earth of Old Catawba, he had known and 
felt these things and, in spite of his frequent bitter attacks on the people, 
the climate, the life. New Engjand was the place to which he had re- 
turned to live, and for which he felt the most affection. 

-—“What is man that thou art mindful of him?’— he said again, this 
time with that tell-tale pedantry of emphasis which foretold a seizure 
of his mouthing eccentricity. “What is man that thou art mindful of 
him?” he repeated with yet more emphasis. The word is mindful, mind- 
ful, mindful!— he made the word whine like the rasp of a saw. 
“M-I-N-D-F-U-L! (Phuh! phuh! phuh! phuh, phuh!)” 

And again, his visage of calm and powerful thought was twisted by 
the disfiguring grimace, the inept and reasonless laughter. In a moment 
more, his face grew calm again, magnificently composed above his 
arched, gnarled hands; he spoke with eloquent deliberation. He became 
triumphant reasoning mind: he talked with superb and balanced judg- 
ment. And as the strange and lonely spirit of thought transformed h s 
face, all the tumult and madness of his life was forgotten: no question 
of money or of self was involved. 
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“Beyond a doubtl Beyond a doubt!’* he said deliberately. ^Thc qual- 
ity of the best writing in the books of the Old and New Testaments 
may take rank with the best writing that was ever done, but the 
amount of great writing is less than it is commonly supposed to be. 
There are passages — nay! boo/^sr — ^his voice rising strangely to a husky 
howl — “of the vilest rubbish.” 

He paused a moment; then, in a remote voice — in the remote and 
passionate voice that had had such power to thrill men when it uttered 
poetry — he continued : “I am Alpha and Omega, the beginning and the 
end, the first and the last — the triumphant music of one of the mightiest 
of earth’s poets, the sublime utterance of a man for whom God had 
opened the mysteries of heaven and hell, one of the mightiest lines, my 
dear boy, the most magnificent poetry that was ever written.” And 
suddenly Bascom threw his gaunt hands before his face, and wept in 
strong, hoarse sobs: “Oh, my God! My God! — The beauty, the pity of 
it all! ... You must excuse me,” he whispered huskily after a moment, 
drawing his frayed and faded sleeve across his eyes. “You must excuse 
me. ... It brought back . . . memories.” 

In spite of this ridiculous exhibition, and the absurd quality of ^ese 
final words, there was something terrible and revolting about it, too: 
I was only twenty, and I shrank back for a moment and felt ashamed. 
In a moment more, however. Uncle Bascom was completely at his ease 
again: he acted as if nothing unusual had happened, and as if he had 
completely forgotten his outburst of a moment before. 

After a pause, without looking at me, he said quietly, but with an 
unmistakable note of bitterness in his voice: “Have you seen any of 
my . . . children, recently.?” 

The question surprised me, because he rarely asked about them : most 
of the time he seemed to have forgotten their existence, to be wholly 
indifferent to them. I told him that I had seen one of his daughters the 
week before. 

“My children — basely and damnably, basely and damnably, have de- 
serted me!” he said with bitter passion. Then, quietly, indifferently, as 
if stating the fact more truthfully and temperately, he said: “I never 
see any of them any more. They never come to my house and I never 
go to theirs. I do not care. No, sir, I do not care. It makes no difference 
to me. Oh, not the slightest! None whatever!” and he dismissed it with 
his big-boned hand. In a moment he added: “Their mother visits them. 
I believe. . . . Their mother goes, of course, whenever she gets invited.” 
— ^Herc again, the note of bitterness and scorn was evident, as if he held 
his wife guilty of some treachery in visiting her own children; but in- 
difference and contempt were also in his voice— he spoke of his wife 
and children as if they were all strangers to him, as if their lives touched 
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only remotely the edges of the buried world — ^thc world in which he 
lived aiKl moved, in which his soul wrought out its fated destiny. 

And this was true: like all of his family he had passed through a 
dozen lives in living his own, he was done with his children and done 
with his wife, he had forgotten them, he was indifferent to them, he 
did not need them. But they, two daughters and two sons, the youngest 
of whom was over thirty, the oldest more than forty, were neither able 
to forget him nor forgive him. He lived in their bitter memory; like 
men who are searching the causes for some fatal catastrophic flaw which 
has broken the back of a mighty bridge they went back through the 
painful annals of their childhood, the years of frustration and bitterness 
they had lived beneath his roof, the years they could not forget, escape, 
or deny. His shadow fell across them: they never saw him, and they 
always talked of him, aping his speech, his gesture, and his inanner, 
mocking him with limber tongues, but living in his life again and 
secretly feeling the old fear, the old awe, because his life alone had done 
v;hat it had wished to do — warped and twisted though it may have 
been, it had held the rails, it had kept its way, it had seen new lands. 
For them, it sometimes seemed, the years were passing like a bitter water 
on the wheel of life: the wheel turned and they got older. 

And now, as if he, too, had seen them as he spoke of them, he said. 
“They can all look after themselves. Everyone must look after himself 
—say!’’ he paused suddenly, tapping his great finger on my knee, with 
the enquiring and combative glitter of his eye. Does anyone help you 
to die.? Does anyone go down into the grave with you.? Can you rfo 
anything for anyone.? No!” he said decisively, and in a moment he 
added, slowly and deliberately: “Is not my help m me?” 


Then, ruminant and lost, he stared across the archway of hjs han^. 
In a moment, with what was only an apparent irrelevance, with what 
was really a part of the coherent past, a light plucked from dark adyts 
of the brain, he said: “Who knoweth the spirit of man that goeth tip- 
ward, and the spirit of the beast that goeth downward . 

He was silent and thoughtful for a moment; then he added sadly. I 
am an old man. I have lived a long time. I have seen so many things. 

Sometimes everything seems so long ago. . u u • a 

Then his eye went back into the wilderness, the lost earth, the buried 

“pl'esently he said, “I hope you will come out on Sunday. Oh, by aU 
meansl By all means! I believe your aunt is expecting you. Yes, sir, 
rSSeX said something to that effect. Or perhaps she intends to pay 
I believe she -i,:i j-n t do not know, I have not the remotest— 
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he said impatiently and scornfully, “I never have any notion what she 
has in mind. No, sir, I really could not tell you. I no longer pay any 
attention to what she says — Oh I not the slightest!*’ he waved his great 
hand through the air — '"SayT stiffly and harshly he tapped my knee, 
grinning at me with the combative glitter of his ptotic eye — “Sayl did 
you ever find one of them with whom it was possible to carry on a 
coherent conversation? Did you ever find one of them who would re- 
spond to the processes of reason and ordered thought? My dear boy!** 
he cried, “You cannot talk to them. I assure you you cannot talk to 
them. You might as well whistle into the wind or spit into the waters 
of the Nile for all the good it will do you. In his youth man will bare 
the riches of his spirit to them, will exhaust the rich accumulations of 
his genius — his wisdom, his learning, his philosophy — in an effort to 
make them worthy of his companionship — and in the end, what does 
he always find? Why,” said Uncle Bascom bitterly, “that he has spent 
his powers in talking to an imbecile” — and he snarled vengefully 
through his nose. In a moment more, he contorted his face, and nasally 
whined in a grotesque and mincing parody of a woman’s voice, “Oh, I 
feel so sick! Oh, deary me, now! I think my time is coming on again! Oh, 
you don’t love me any mo-o-ore! Oh, I wish I was dead! Oh, I can’t get up 
today! Oh, I wish you’d bring me something nice from ta-ownl Oh, if you 
loved me you’d buy me a new hat! Oh, I’ve got nothing to we-e-ar!'* here 
his voice had an added snarl of bitterness — ^“I’m ashamed to go out on 
the street with all the other wim-men!” 

Then he paused broodingly for a moment more, wheeled abruptly 
and tapped me on the knee again: “The proper study of mankind is—' 
say!” he said with a horrible fixed grimace and in a kind of cunning 
whisper — “Does the poet say — woman? I want to ask you: does he, 
now? Not on your life!” yelled Uncle Bascom. “The word is man, man, 
man! Nothing else but manT 

Again he was silent: then, with an accent of heavy sarcasm, he went 
on: “Your aunt likes music. You may have observed your aunt is fond 
of music ** 

It was, in fact, the solace of her life; on a tiny gramophone which 
one of her daughters had given her, she played constantly the records 
of the great composers, particularly of Wagner, lost in the enchanted 
forests of the music, her spirit wandering drunkenly down vast murky 
aisles of sound, through which the great hoarse throats of horns were 
baying faintly. And occasionally, on Sundays, on one of her infrequent 
excursions into the world, when her daughters bought her tickets for 
concerts at Symphony Hall — that great gray room lined on its sides 
with pallid plaster shells of Greece — she would sit perched high, a spar- 
row held by the hypnotic serpent’s eye of music— followine each motif, 
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hearing minutely each subtle entry of the mellow flutes, the horns, the 
spinal ecstasy of violins— until her lonely and desolate life was spun out 
of her into aerial fabrics of bright sound. 

aunt is fond of music,” Bascom said deliberately. “Perhaps 
you have thought perhaps it seemed to you that she discovered 
h ^perhaps you thought it was your aunt’s own patent and invention — 
but there you would be wrong! Oh, yes! my boy!” he howled remotely, 
You may have thought so, but you would be wrong — Say!” he turned 
slowly with a malevolent glint of interrogation, a controlled ironic 
power was the Fifth Symphony written by a woman? Was the object 
of your aunt’s worship, Richard Wagner, a female?'^ he snarled. “By no 
means! Where are their great works — their mighty symphonies, their 
great paintings, their epic poetry? Was it in a woman’s skull that the 
Critique of Pure Reason was conceived? Is the gigantic work upon the 
ceiling of the Sistine Chapel the product of a woman’s genius? — Sayl 
Did you ever hear of a lady by the name of William Shakespeare? Was 
it a female of that name who wrote King Lear? Are you familiar with 
the works of a nice young lady named John Milton? Or Fraulcin » 
Goethe, a sweet German girl?” he sneered. “Perhaps you have been 
edified by the writ-ings of Mademoiselle Voltaire or Miss Jonathan 
Swift! Phuh! Phuh! Phuh! Phuh! Phuh!” 

He paused, stared deliberately across his hands, and in a moment 
repeated, slowly and distinctly: "'The woman gave me of the tree and 
I did eat. Ah! that’s it! There, my boy, you have it! There, in a nut-shell, 
you have the work for which they are best fitted.” And he turned upon 
me suddenly with a blaze of passion, his voice husky and tremulous 
from the stress of his emotion. “The tempter! The Bringer of Forbid- 
den Fruit! The devil’s ambassador! Since the beginning of time that 
has been their office— to madden the brain, to turn man’s spirit from its 
highest purposes, to corrupt, to seduce, and to destroy! To creep and 
crawl, to intrude into the lonely places of man’s heart and brain, to wind 
herself into the core of his most secret life as a worm eats its way into 
a healthy fruit— to do all this with the guile of a serpent, the cunning 
of a fox— that, my boy, is what she’s here for!— and she’ll never change!” 
And, lowering his voice to an ominous and foreboding whisper, he said 
mysteriously, “Beware! Beware! Do not be deceived! 

In a moment more he had resumed his tone and manner of calm 
deliberation and, with an air of irrelevance, somewhat grudgingly, as if 
throwing a bone to a dog, he said. Your aunt, of course, was a woman 
of considerable mentality — considerable, that is, for a female. Of course, 
her mind is no longer what it used to be. I never talk to her any more, 
he said indifferently. “I do not listen to her. i think she said something 
to me about your coming out on Sunday! But I do not know. No. sir, 
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I could not tell you what her plans are. I have my own interests^ and I 
suppose she has hers. Of course, she has her music. ... Yes, sir, she 
always has her music,” he said indifferently and contemptuously, and, 
staring across the apex of his hands, he forgot her. 

Yet, he had been young, and full of pain and madness. For a space 
he had known all the torments any lover ever knew. So much my aunt 
had told me, and so much he had not troubled to deny. For bending 
toward me swiftly, fiercely, and abruptly in the full rich progress of a 
meal, her eyes ablaze with a mad and earnest light, she had suddenly 
muttered this ominous warning: “Take care, Dave! Take care, boy! 
You’re one of them! Don’t brood! Don’t brood! You mustn’t be maw- 
bid,” she whispered hoarsely, fixing the mad glitter of her bright old 
eyes even more intensely on me. “You’re like all the rest of them— it’s 
in the blood!” she muttered, hoarsely and fatally. 

“Ah, what are you talk-ing about?” Bascom snarled in a tone of the 
profoundest contempt. “Scotch! English! Finest people on the face of 
the earth — ^no question about it!” 

“Fugitive ideation! fugitive ideation!” she chattered like a monkey 
Ofver a nut. “Mind goes off in all diweetions — can’t keep attention 
focused on anything foh five minutes! The modern decadents! Wead 
Nordau’s book, Dave— you’ll see, you’ll sec! You’ah all alike,” she mut- 
tered. “You’ah ovah-sexed — all of you!” 

“Ah,” he snarled again, “You talk like a fool! Some more of your 
psychology, I suppose,” he said with a heavy sneer. “The black magic 
of litde minds.” 

He knew nothing about it, of course; occasionally he still read Kant, 
and he could be as deep in absolutes, categories, moments of negation, 
and definitions of a concept, as she with all of her complicated and ex- 
tensive paraphernalia of phobias, complexes, fixations, and repressions. 

Then, bending toward me once again, as if she had not heard him, 
she whispered: “Oh, yes! he’s indifferent enough to me now — but there 
was a time, there was time, I tell you! — when he was mad about me! 
The old fool!” she cackled suddenly and bitterly with a seeming ir- 
relevance. Then bending forward suddenly with a resumption of her 
former brooding intensity she whispered: “Yes! he was mad, mad, 
mad! Oh, he can’t deny it!” she cried. “He couldn’t keep his eyes off 
me for a minute! He went ewazy if any other man so much as looked 
at me!” 

“Quite true, my dear! Quite true!” my uncle said without a trace o£ 
anger or denial in his voice, with one of his sudden and astonishing 
dianges to a mood of tender and tranquil agreement. “Oh, yes,” he said 
again, staring reminiscently across the anex of his great folded bands* 
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It is dl quite true— every vrord as she has spoken it— quite true, quite 
true. I had for^ttcn but it’s all quite true.” And he sh^ his gaunt head 
gently trom side to side, turning his closed eyes downward, and snuffing 

gently, blindly, tenderly, with laughter, with a passive and indifFereat 
memory. 


For a year or nvo after his marriage he had been maddened by a 
black insanity of jealousy. It descended on his spirit like a choking and 
pertilen^-laden cloud, it entered his veins with blackened tongues of 
poi^n. It crept along ^e conduits of his blood, sweltered venomously 
in his heart, it soaked into the convolutions of his brain until his brain 
was fanged with hatred, soaked in poison, stricken, maddened, and un- 
hinged. His gaunt figure wasted until he became the picture of skclc* 
tonized emaciation, jealousy and fear ate like a vulture at his entrails^ 
all of the vital energy, the power and intensity of his life, was fed into 
this poisonous and consuming fire and then, when it had almost 
wrecked his health, ruined his career, and destroyed his reason, it left 
him as suddenly as it came : his life reverted to its ancient and imbedded 
core of egotism, he grew weary of his wife, he thought of her indif- 
ferently, he forgot her. 

And she, poor soul, was like a rabbit trapped before the fierce yellow 
eye, the hypnotic stare of a crouching tiger. She did not know whether 
he would spring, strike forth his paw to maul her, or walk off indif- 
ferently. She was dazed and stricken before die violence of his first 
passion, the unreasoning madness of his jealousy, and in the years that 
followed she was bewildered, resentful, and finally embittered by the 
abrupt indifference which succeeded it—an indifference so great that a( 
times he seemed to forget her very existence for days at a time, to live 
with her in a little house as if he were scarcely conscious of her presence, 
stumping about the place in an intensity of self-absorption while he 
cursed and muttered to himself, banged open furnace doors, chopped 
up whatever combinations of raw foods his fantastic imagination might 
contrive, and answering her impatiently and contemptuously when she 
spoke to him: “What did you say-y? Oh, what are you talk-ing about?” 
— and he would stump away again, absorbed mysteriously with his own 
affairs. And sometimes, if he was the victim of conspiracy in the uni- 
verse — if God had forsaken him and man had tricked and cheated him, 
he would roll upon the floor, hammer his heels against the wall, and 
howl his curses at oblivious heaven. 

Louise, meanwhile, her children having left her, played Wagner on 
the gramophone, kept her small house tidy, and learned to carry on 
iavolved and animated conversations with herself, or even with her 
pots and pans, for when she scrubbed and cleaned them, she would talk 
*o them; if she dropped one, she would scold it, pick it from the floor; ’ 
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secret glee, or for some evidence that they knew the nature of his hurt, 
the ugly dishonor in his brain and heart, the foul color of his secret. 

And it was not, it could no longer be, he felt, a secret; he felt as 
naked as an infant, he thought the reason for his grief was legible in 
every word and action, and when he went out in the streets, sometimes 
his spirit cowered in a dreadful kind of shame — he felt like shielding 
his face from sight. Shame pressed upon him from the skies, he could 
not escape it — and when it was not shame of his own dishonor, it was 
shame because he feared that he was being mocked and jeered at as a 
fool and cuckold by the world. 

Great shapes of fear and cruelty were evoked out of immense and 
timeless skies, they hovered above him wherever he went, they dark- 
ened the wintry lights of desolate little towns like smears of blood: it 
seemed to him that there would never again be joy and confidence on 
earth, that the shapes of death and madness would walk in his brain 
forever and, having lost his faith in God, he now sought desperately 
for some faith in man: he dreamed of finding some earthly father, 
some man superior to himself in strength, wisdom, and age to whom 
he could confess the burden of his packed and overladen heart, from 
whom he might derive some wisdom, some medicine for the plague 
that was consuming him. 

But he never found him, in his heart he knew that such a physician 
and confessor did not exist : he was caught in a trap, he could not confess 
the evil weight that lay upon his soul, he took the last full measure of 
man’s loneliness. He could not add to his own dishonor by bringing dis- 
honor on his wife, and always there was a censor in his brain, a core of 
sanity that in the darkest and evilest hours yet judged fairly, and told 
him he was mad. 

Then it left him. When it seemed that life was no longer tolerable it 
left him. It guttered out as a fierce flame gutters out of the fuel it has 
fed upon, and it left him full of weariness, indifference, and a sense of 
completion: he turned from the hurt, bewildered woman into the orbit 
of his own remote and secret life, he went on into new lives, new places 
and projects, and he forgot her. 

And now, as I looked at the old man, I had a sense of union with the 
past. It seemed to me if he would only speak, the living past, the voices 
of lost men, the pain, the pride, the madness and despair, the million 
scenes and faces of the buried life— all that an old man ever knew— 
would be revealed to me, would be delivered to me like a priceless treas- 
ure, as an inheritance which old men owed to young, and whidi should 
be the end and effort of all living. My savage humor was a kind of 
memory: I thought if he could speak, it would be fed. 
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And for a moment, it seemed, I saw the visages of time, dark time, 
the million lock-bolts shot back in man’s memory, the faces of the lost 
Americans, and all the million casual moments of their lives, with Bas- 
com blazing at them from a dozen pulpits, Bascom, tortured by love 
and madness, walking the streets of the nation, stumping the rutted 
roads, muttering through darkness with clasped bony hands, a gaunt 
and twisted figure reeling below immense and cruel skies across the 
continent. Light fell upon his face and darkness crossed it: — he came 
up from the wilderness, from derbied men and bustled women, from all 
of the memories of lavish brown, and from time, dark time — from a 
time that was further off than Saxon thanes, all of the knights, the 
spearheads, and the horses. 

Was all this lost.? 

“It was so long ago,’* the old man said. 


Bitterly, bitterly Boston one time more: the flying leaf, the broken 
cloud. Was no love crying in the wilderness? 

“—So long ago. I have lived so long. I have seen so much. I could 
tell you so many things,” my uncle said huskily, with weariness and 
indifference. His eye was lusterless and dead, he lookea for a moment 


tired and old. 

All at once, a strange and perplexing vision, which was to return 
many times in the years that followed, came to me. It was this: there 
were a company of old men and women at dinner, seated together 
around a table. All of them were very old, older than my uncle; the 
faces of the old men and women were fragile and delicate and like old 
yellowed china, their faces v'ere frail and sexless, they had 
look alike. In their youth all these people had known one another. The 
men had drunk, fought, whored, hated one another, and loved the 
women. Some had been devoured by the sterile and corrupt fear and 
envy that young men know. In secret their lips were twisted, their faces 
livid, and their hearts bitter; their eyes glittered with a reptilian hatred 
of another man-they dreaded his success and they exulted m his fail- 
ure, laughing with a delirious joy when they heard or read of his hurt, 
defkt or humiliation. They had been afraid to speak or confess what 
was in their hearts, they feared the mockery of their fellows; with one 
another their words were careful, picked and disparaging. They gave 
the lie to passion and belief and they said what they knew was falsp 
And yet along dark roads at night they had shouted out into Ac howt 
ing vvinds their great goaf cries of joy, exultancy and poww, thi^ had 
smelled snow in thick brooding air at night, ^ 

come softly spitting at the window glass, numbing the footfalls of the 
earth with its soft silent fall, filling their hearts with a dark proud ec 
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stasy, touching their entrails with impending prophecy. Each had a 
thousand dark desires and fantasies; each wanted wealth, power, fame 
and love; each saw himself as great, good and talented; each feared and 
hated rivals in business or in love — ^and in crowds they glared at one 
another with hard hostile eyes, they bristled up like crested cocks, they 
watched their women jealously, felt looks and glances through their 
shoulder blades, and hated men with white spermatic necks, amorous 
hair, and faces proud and insolent with female conquest. 

They had been young and full of pain and combat, and now all this 
was dead in them: they smiled mildly, feebly, gently, they spoke in thin 
voices, and they looked at one another with eyes dead to desire, hostility, 
and passion. 

As for the old women, they sat there on their yellowed and bony 
h lunches. They were all beyond the bitter pain and ecstasy of youth — 
its frenzy, its hope, its sinew of bright blood and agony: they were be- 
yond the pain and fear of anything save age and death. Here was a 
faithful wife, a fruitful mother; here was an adulterous and voluptuous 
woman, the potent mistress of a dozen men, here was her cuckold hus- 
band, who had screamed like a tortured animal when he had found her 
first in bed with another man, and here was the man he found her with; 
here was another man in whom the knowledge of his wife’s infidelity 
had aroused only a corrupt inverted joy, he exulted in it, he urged her 
on into new love affairs, he besought her greedily to taunt him with it, 
he fed upon his pain — and now they were all old and meager and had 
the look of yellowed china. They turned their mild sunken faces toward 
one another with looks in which there was neither hate nor love nor 
desire nor passion, they laughed thinly, and their memory was of all 
things. 

They no longer wanted to excel or to be first; they were no longer 
mad and jealous; they no longer hated rivals; they no longer wanted 
fame; they no longer cared for work or grew drunk on hope; they no 
longer turned into the dark and struck their bloody knuckles at the 
wall; they no longer writhed with shame upon their beds, cursed at the 
memory of defeat and desolation, or ripped the sheets between convul- 
sive fingers. Could they not speak? Had they forgotten? 

Why could not the old men speak? They had known pain, death and 
madness, yet all their words were stale and rusty. They had known the 
wilderness, the savage land, the blood of the murdered men ran down 
Mo the earth that gave no answer; and they had seen it, they had shed 
it. Where were the passion, pain and pride, the million living moments 
of their lives? Was all this lost? Were they all tongueless? It seemed 
to me that there was something sly and evil in their glances as they sat 
together, as if they hoarded some cunning and malevolent wisdom in 
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their brains, as if the medicine to all our grief and error was in them, 
but as if through the evil and conspirate communication of their glance, 
they had resolved to keep it from us. Or were they simply devoured 
with satiety, with weariness and indifference? Did they refuse to speak 
because they could not speak, because even memory had gone lifeless 
in them? 

Yes. Words echoed in their throat but they were tongueless. For them 
the past was dead; they poured into our hands a handful of dry dust 
and ashes. 

The dry bones, the bitter dust? The living wilderness, the silent 
waste? The barren land? 

Have no lips trembled in the wilderness? No eyes sought seaward 
from the rock’s sharp edge for men returning home? Has no pulse beat 
more hot with love or hate upon the river’s edge? Or where the old 
wheel and the rusted stock lie stogged in desert sand: by the horsehead 
a woman’s skull. No love? 

No lonely footfalls in a million streets, no heart that beat its best and 
bloodiest cry out against the steel and stone, no aching brain, caught in 
its iron ring, groping among the labyrinthine canyons? Naught in that 
immense and lonely land but incessant growth and ripeness and pollu^ 
tion, the emptiness of forests and deserts, the unhearted, harsh and 
metal jangle of a million tongues, crying the belly -cry for bread, or the 
great cat’s snarl for meat and honey? All, then, all? Birth and the 
twenty thousand days of snarl and jangle — and no love, no love? Was 
no love crying in the wilderness? 

It was not t^ue. The lovers lay below the lilac bush; the laurel leaves 
were trembling in the wood. 

Suddenly it seemed to me, that if I could put my hand upon my uncle, 
if I could grip my fingers in his stringy arm, my strength and youth 
would go into him, and I could rekindle memory like a living flame in 
him, I could animate for an hour his ancient heart with the exultancy, 
the power, the joy that pulsed in me; I could make the old man speak. 

I wanted to speak to him as people never speak to one another, I 
wanted to say and hear the things one never says and hears. I wanted to 
know what his own youth beyond its grim weather of poverty, loneli- 
ness, and desperation had been like. He had been over ten years old 
when the war had ended, he had seen the men plod home in wreaths of 
dust and heard their casual voices in a room, he had breathed the air of 
vanished summers, he had seen cloud shadows floating on the massed 
green of the wilderness, the twisting of a last lone leaf upon a bough; 
and he had heard the desolate and stricken voices in the South long, 
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long ago, the quiet and casual voices of lost men, a million vanished 
footsteps in the streets of life. And he had known the years of brown, 
dark lavish brown, the lost and hypocritic years, the thunder of the 
wheels and hcoves upon the cobbles, the color of bright blood-thc 
savagery, the hunger and the fear. 

Was the memory of all this lost? 

I touched him-I put my hand upon his shoulder, he did not move. 
Sunken in what lost world, buried in what incommunicable and tongue- 
less past, he said- ‘So long ago.” 

Then I got up and left him and went out into the streets where the 
singing and lyrical air, the man-swarm passing in its million-footed 
weft, the glorious women and the girls compacted in a single music of 
belly and breasts and thighs, the sea, the earth, the proud, potent, clam- 
orous city, all of the voices of time fused to a unity that was like a song, 
a token and a cry. Victoriously, I trod the neck of doubt as if it were a 
serpent; I was joined to the earth, a part of it, and I possessed it; I would 
be wasted and consumed, filled and renewed eternally; I would feel 
unceasingly alternate tides of life and dark oblivion; I would be emptied 
without weariness, replenished forever with strong joy. 1 had a tongue 
for agony, a food for hunger, a door for exile and a surfeit for insatiate 
desire: exultant certainty welled up in me, I thought I could possess it 
all, and I cried: “Yes! It will be mine*” 



Night Club 

BY KATHARINE BRUSH 


JL ROMPTLY at quarter of ten p. M. 
Mrs. Brady descended the steps of the Elevated. She purchased 
from the nevvsdealer in the cubbyhole beneath them a next month’s 
magazine and a tomorrow morning’s paper and, with these tucked 
under one plump arm, she walked. She walked two blocks north on 
Sixth Avenue; turned and went west. But not far west. Westward half 
a block only, to the place where the gay green awning marked “Club 
Frarijais” paints a stripe of shade across the glimmering sidewalk. 
Under this awning Mrs. Brady halted briefly, to remark to the six-foot 
doorman that it looked like rain and to await his performance of his 
professional duty. When the small green door yawned open, she sighed 
deeply and plodded in. 

The foyer was a blackness, an airless velvet blackness like the inside 
of a jeweler’s box. Four drum-shaped lamps of golden silk suspended 
from the ceiling gave it light (a very little) and formed the jewels: 
gold signets, those, or cuff-links for a giant. At the far end of the foyer 
there were black stairs, faintly dusty, rippling upward toward an amber 
radiance. Mrs. Brady approached and ponderously mounted the stairs, 
clinging with one fist to the mangy velvet rope that -ailed their edge. 

From the top, Miss Lena Levin observed the ascent. Miss Levin was 
the checkroom girl. She had dark-at-the-roots blonde hair and slender 
hips upon which, in moments of leisure, she wore her hands, like 
buckles of ivory loosely attached. 

This was a moment of leisure. Miss Levin waited behind her counter. 
Row upon row of hook.s, empty as yet, and seeming to beckon— wee 
curved fingers of iron — waited behind her. 

“Late," said Miss Levin, “again.” 

, ui't 
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“Go wan!” said Mrs. Brady. “It’s only ten to ten. Whewl Them 
stairsr 

She leaned heavily, sideways, against Miss Levin’s counter, and, 
applying one palm to the region of her heart, appeared at once to listen 
and to count. “Feel!” she cried then in a pleased voice. 

Miss Levin obediently felt. 

“Them stairs,” continued Mrs. Brady darkly, “with my bad heart, will 
be the death of me. Whewl Well, dearie.^ What’s the news.?” 

“You got a paper,” Miss Levin languidly reminded her. 

“Yeah!” agreed Mrs. Brady with sudden vehemence. “I got a paper!” 
She slapped it upon the counter. “An’ a lot of time I’ll get to read my 
paper, won’t I now? On a Saturday night!” She moaned. “Other nights 
is bad enough, dear knows — but Saturday nights! How I dread ’em! 
Every Saturday night I say to my daughter, I say, ‘Geraldine, I can’t,’ 
I say, ‘I can’t go through it again, an’ that’s all tiiere is to it,’ I say. ‘I’ll 
quitV I say. An’ I will, too!” added Mrs. Brady firmly, if indefinitely. 

Miss Levin, in defense of Saturday nights, mumbled some vague 
something about tips. 

“Tips!” Mrs. Brady hissed it. She almost spat it. Plainly money was 
nothing, nothing at all, to this lady. “I just wish,” said Mrs. Brady, and 
glared at Miss Levin, “I just wish you had to spend one Saturday night, 
just one, in that dressing room! Bein’ pushed an’ stepped on and near 
knocked down by that gang of hussies, an’ them orderin’ an’ bossin’ 
you ’round like you was hlac\, an’ usin’ your things an’ then sayin’ 
they’re sorry, they got no change, they’ll be back. Yeah! They never 
come back!” 

“There’s Mr. Costello,” whispered Miss Levin through lips that, like 
a ventriloquist’s, scarcely stirred. 

“An’ as I was sayin’,” Mrs. Brady said at once brightly, “I got to leave 
you. Ten to ten, time I was on the job.” 

She smirked at Miss Levin, nodded, and right-about-faced. There, 
indeed, Mr. Costello was. Mr. Billy Costello, manager, proprietor, mon- 
arch of all he surveyed. From the doorway of the big room where the 
little tables herded in a ring around the waxen floor, he surveyed Mrs. 
Brady, and in such a way that Mrs. Brady, momentarily forgetting her 
bad heart, walked fast, scurried faster, almost ran. 

The door of her domain was set politely in an alcove, beyond silken 
curtains looped up at the sides. Mrs. Brady reached it breathless, shoul- 
dered it open, and groped for the electric switch. Lights sprang up, a 
bright white blaze, intolerable for an instant to the eyes, like sun on 
snow. Blinking, Mrs. Brady shut the door. 

The room was a spotless, white-tiled place, half beauty shop, half 
dressing-room. Along one wall stood washstands, sturdy triplets in a 
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row, with pale-green liquid soap in glass balloons afloat above them. 
Against the opposite wall there was a couch. A third, wall backed an 
elongated glass-topped dressing table; and over the dressing table and 
over the washstands long rectangular sheets of mirror reflected lights, 
doors, glossy tiles, lights multiplied. . . . 

Mrs. Bradv moved across this glitter like a thick dark cloud in a 
hurry. At the diessing table she came to a halt, and upon it she laid 
her newspaper, her magazine, and her purse — a black purse worn 
gray with much clutching. She divested herself of a rusty black coat 
and a hat of the mushroom persuasion, and hung both up in a corner 
cupboard which she opened by means of one of a quite preposterous 
bunch of keys. From a nook in the cupboard she took down a lace- 
edged handkerchief with long streamers. She untied the streamers and 
tied them again around her chunky black alpaca waist. The hand- 
kerchief became an apron’s baby cousin. 

Mrs. Brady relocked the cupboard door, fumbled her key-ring over, 
and unlocked a capacious drawer of the dressing table. She spread a 
fresh towel on the plate-glass top, in the geometrical center, and upon 
the towel she arranged with care a procession of things fished from 
the drawer. Things for the hair. Things for the complexion. Things 
for the eyes, the lashes, the brows, the lips, and the finger nails. Things 
in boxes and things in jars and things in tubes and tins. Also an ash 
tray, matches, pins, a tiny sewing kit, a pair of scissors. Last of all, a 
hand-printed sign, a nudging sort of sign; 

NOTICEl 

THESE ARTICLES, PLACED HERE * JR YOUR CONVENIENCE, ARE THE PROPERTY 
OF THE MAID. 

And directly beneath the sign, propping it up against the looking-glass, 
a china saucer, in which Mrs. Brady now slyly laid decoy money: two 
quarters and two dimes, in four-leaf-clover formation. 

Another drawer of the dressing table yielded a bottle of bromo- 
scltzer, a bottle of aromatic spirits of ammonia, a tin of sodium bicar- 
bonate, and a teaspoon. These were lined up on a shelf above the 

couch. . ■ 1 • 

Mrs. Brady was now ready for anything. And (from the grim, thin 

pucker of her mouth) expecting it. 

Music ramp to her ears. Rather, the beat of music, muffled, rhythmic, 

remote, Umpa-um, umpa-um. umpa-um-umm Mr. “Fiddle” Baer 

and his band, hard at work on the first fox-trot of the night. It was teas- 
ing, foot-tapping music; but the large solemn feet of Mrs. Brady were 
still. She sat on the couch and opened her newspaper; and for some 
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moments she read uninterruptedly^ with special attention to the mur- 
acrs, the divorces, the breaches of promise, the funnies. 

Then the door swung inward, admitting a blast of Mr. Fiddle BaerV 
best, a whiff of perfume, and a girl. 

Mrs. Brady put her paper away. 

The girl was petite and darkly beautiful; wrapped in fur and mounter 
on tall jeweled heels. She entered humming the rag-time song tht 
orchestra was playing, and while she stood near the dressing tablt^ 
stripping off her gloves, she continued to bum it softly to herself: 

*'Oh, I t{now my baby loves me, 

I can tell my baby loves me/' 

Here the dark little girl got the left glove off^ and Mrs. Brad^ 
glimpsed a platinum wedding ring. 

" 'Cause there ain't no maybe 
In my baby's 
Eyes." 

The right glove came off. The dark little girl sat down in one of 
the chairs that faced the dressing table. She doffed her wrap, casting it 
carelessly over the chair back. It had a cloth-of-gold lining, and the 
name of a Paris house was embroidered in curlicues on the label. Mrs. 
Brady hovered solicitously near. 

The dark little girl, still humming, looked over the articles, “placed 
here for your convenience,” and picked up the scissors. Having cut 
off a very small hangnail with the air of one performing a perilous 
major operation, she seized and used the manicure buffer, and after 
that the eyebrow pencil. Mrs. Brady’s mind, hopefully calculating the 
tip, jumped and jumped again like a taxi-meter. 

“OA, / \now my baby loves me " 

The dark little girl applied powder and lipstick belonging to herself. 
She examined the result searchingly in the mirror and sat back, satis- 
fied. She cast some silver KlinX} Klin\! into Mrs. Brady’s saucer, and 
half rose. Then, remembering something, she settled down again. 

The ensuing thirty seconds were spent by her in pulling off hei 
platinum wedding ring, tying it in a corner of a lace handkerchief, and 
tucking the handkerchief down the bodice of her tight white velvet 
gown. 

“There!” she said. 

She swooped up her wrap and trotted toward the door, jeweled 
heels merrily twinkling. 
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Cause there ain*t no maybe—** 

The door fell shut. 

Almost instantly it opened again, and another girl came in. A blonde, 
this. She was pretty in a round-eyed, doll-like way; but Mrs. Brady, 
regarding her, mentally grabbed the spirits of ammonia bottle. For 
she looked terribly ill. The round eyes were dull, the pretty silly little 
face was drawn. The thin hands, picking at the fastenings of a specious 
beaded bag, trembled and twitched. 

Mrs. Brady cleared her throat. “Can I do something foi you, miss?” 

Evidently the blonde girl had believed herself alone in the dressing 
room. She started violently and glanced up, panic in her eyes. Panic, 
and something else. Something very like murderous hate — but for an 
instant only, so that Mrs. Brady, whose perceptions were never quick, 
missed it altogether. 

“A glass of water?” suggested Mrs. Brady. 

“No,” said the girl, “no.” She had one hand in the beaded bag now. 
Mrs. Brady could set it moving, causing the bag to squirm like a live 
thing, and the fringe to shiver. “Yes!” she cried abruptly. “A glass of 
water — please — you get it for me.” 

She dropped on to the couch. Mrs. Brady scurried to the water cooler 
in the corner, pressed the spigot with a determined thumb. Water 
trickled out thinly. Mrs. Brady pressed harder, and scowled, and 
thought, “Something’s wrong with this thing. I mustn’t forget, next 
time I see Mr. Costello ” 

When again she faced her patient, the patient was sitting erect. She 
was thrusting her clenched haiid back into the beaded bag again. 

She took only a sip of the water, but it seemed to help her quite 
miraculously. Almost at once color came to her cheeks, life to her 
eyes. She grew young again— as young as she was. She smiled up at 
Mrs. Brady. 

“Well!” she exclaimed. “What do you know about that!” She shook 
her honey-colored head. “I can’t imagine what came over me.” 

“Are you better now?” inquired Mrs. Brady. 

“Yes. Oh, yes. Tm better now. You see,” said the blonde girl con- 
fidentially, “we were at the theater, my boy friend and I, and it was 
hot and stuffy— I guess ♦^hat must have been the trouble.” 

She paused, and the ghost of her recent distress crossed her face. 
“Godl I thought that last act never would end!” she said. 

While she attended to her hair and complexion, she chattered gayly 
to Mrs. Brady, chattered on with scarcely a stop for breath, and 
laughed much. She said, among other things, that she and her “boy 
friend” had not known one another very long, bul that she was 
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‘*ga-ga” about him. “He is about me, too,” she confessed. “He thinks 
Tm grand.” 

She fell silent then, and in the looking-glass her eyes were shadowed, 
haunted. But Mrs. Brady, from where she stood, could not see the 
looking-glass; and half a minute later the blonde girl laughed and 
began again. When she went out she seemed to dance out on little 
winged feet; and Mrs. Brady, sighing, thought it must be nice to be 
young . . . and happy like that. 

The next arrivals were two. A tall, extremely smart young woman 
in black chiffon entered first, and held the door open for her com- 
panion; and the instant the door was shut, she said, as though it had 
been on the tip of her tongue for hours, “Amy, what under the sun 
happenedV' 

Amy, who was brown-eyed, brown-bobbed-haired, and patently an- 
noyed about something, crossed to the dressing table and flopped into 
a chair before she made reply. 

“Nothing,” she said wearily then. 

“That’s nonsense!” snorted the other. “Tell me. Was it something she 
said? She’s a tactless ass, of course. Always was.” 

“No, not anything she said. It was ” Amy bit her lip. “All right! 

I’ll tell you. Before we left your apartment I just happened to notice 
that Tom had disappeared. So I went to look for him — I wanted to ask 
him if he’d remembered to tell the maid where we were going— 
Skippy’s subject to croup, you know, and we always leave word. Well, 
so I went into the kitchen, thinking Tom might be there mixing cock- 
tails — and there he was — and there she was!” 

The full red mouth of the other young woman pursed itself slightly. 
Her arched brows lifted. “Well?” 

Her matter-of-factness appeared to infuriate Amy. “He was \issing 
her!” she flung out. 

“Well?” said the other again. She chuckled softly and patted Amy’s 
shoulder, as if it were the shoulder of a child. “You’re surely not going 
to let that spoil your whole evening? Amy dear! Kissing may once 
have been serious and significant — but it isn’t nowadays. Nowadays, 
it’s like shaking hands. It means nothing.” 

But Amy was not consoled. “I hate her!” she cried desperately. “Red- 
headed thing! Calling me ‘darling’ and ‘honey,’ and s-sending me hand- 
kerchiefs for C-Christmas — and then sneaking off behind closed doors 
and k-kissing my h-h-husband ” 

At this point Amy broke down, but she recovered herself sufficiently 
to add with venom, “I’d like to slap her!” 

“Oh, oh, oh,” smiled the tall young woman, “I wouldn’t do that!” 

Amy wiped her eyes with what might well have been one of the 
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Christmas handkerchiefs, and confronted her friend. “Well, what 
would you do, Vera? If you were I?” 

“rd forget it,” said Vera, “and have a good time. I’d kiss somebody 
myself. You’ve no idea how much better you’d feel!” 

“I don’t do ” Amy began indignantly; but as the door behind 

her opened and a third young woman — red-headed, earringed, ex- 
quisite — lilted in, she changed her tone. “Oh, hello!” she called sweetly, 
beaming at the newcomer via the mirror. “We were wondering what 
had become of you!” 

The red-headed girl, smiling easily back, dropped her cigarette on 
the floor and crushed it out with a silver-shod toe. “Tom and I were 
talking to Fiddle Baer,” she explained. “He’s going to play ‘Clap Yo^ 
Hands’ next, because it’s my favorite. Lend me a comb, will you?”^ 
“There’s a comb there,” said Vera, indicating Mrs. Brady’s business 


comb. 

“But imagine using it!” murmured the red-headed girl. “Amy, dar- 
ling, haven’t you one?” uT-. » r 

Amy produced a tiny comb from her rhinestone purse. Don t rorget 
to bring it when you come,” she said, and stood up. “I’m going on out, 
I want to tell Tom something.” She went. 

The red-headed young woman and the tall black-chiffon one were 
alone, except for Mrs. Brady. The red-headed one beaded her incredible 
lashes. The' tall one, the one called Vera, sat watching her. Presently she 
said, “Sylvia, look here.” And Sylvia looked. Anybody, addressed in 

that tone, would have. . v . 

“There is one thing,” Vera went on quietly, holding the others eyes, 
“that I want understood. And tnat is, ‘Hands off!' Do you hear me. 

“I don’t know what you mean.” 

“You do know what I mean!” 

The red-headed girl shrugged her shoulders. Amy told you she saw 

“TrTc 5 !'And,” went on Vera, gathering up her possessions and 
rising, “as I said before, you’re to keep away.” Her eyes blazed sudden 
white-hot rage. “Because, as you very well know, he belongs to me, 
she said, and departed, slamming the door. 


Between eleven o’clock and one Mrs Brady was very busy indeed 
Never for more than a moment during those two hours was the dressing 
iNcvcriorm iammed, full to overflowing with curled 

chiSon, hundrrf ditont Po»de, 

3 *“£lng table a thin white dnai eigatette aidn, acarlet a. 
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the tipSy choked the ash-receiver. Dimes and quarters clattered into 
Mrs. Brady’s saucer — and were transferred to Mrs. Brady’s purse. The 
original seventy cents remained. That much, and no more, would Mrs. 
Brady gamble on the integrity of womankind. 

She earned her money. She threaded needles and took stitches. She 
powdered the backs of necks. She supplied towels for soapy, dripping 
hands. She removed a speck from a tcary blue eye and pounded the 
heel on a slipper. She curled the straggling ends of a black bob and a 
gray bob, pinned a velvet flower on a lithe round waist, mixed three 
doses of bicarbonate of soda, took charge of a shed pink-satin girdle, 
collected, on hands and knees, several dozen fake pearls that had wept 
from a broken string. 

She served chorus girls and school girls, gay young matrons and 
gayer young mistresses, a lady who had divorced four husbands, and 
a lady who had poisoned one, the secret (more or less) sweetheart of a 
Most Distinguished Name, and the Brains of a bootleg gang. • . . She 
saw things. She saw a yellow check, with the ink hardly dry. She saw 
four tiny bruises, such as fingers might make, on an arm. She saw a 
girl strike another girl, not playfully. She saw a bundle of letters some 
man wished he had not written, safe and deep in a brocaded handbag. 

About midnight the door flew open and at once was pushed shut, and 
a gray-eyed, lovely child stood backed against it, her palms flattened on 
the panels at her sides, the draperies of her white chiffon gown settling 
lightly to rest around her. 

There were already five damsels of varying ages in the dressing room. 
The latest arrival marked their presence with a flick of her eyes and, 
standing just where she was, she called peremptorily, “Maid I” 

Mrs. Brady, standing just where sAe was, said, “Yes, miss?” 

“Please come here,” said the girl. 

Mrs. Brady, as slowly as she dared, did so. 

The girl lowered her voice to a tense half-whisper. “Listen! Is there 
any way I can get out of here except through this door I came in?” 

Mrs. Brady stared at her stupidly. 

“Any window?” persisted the girl. “Or anything?” 

Here they were interrupted by the exodus of two of the damsels-of- 
varying-ages. Mrs. Brady opened the door for them — ^and in so doing 
caught a glimpse of a man who waited in the hall outside, a debonair, 
old-young man with a girl’s furry wrap hung over his arm, and his hat 
in his hand. 

The door clicked. The gray-eyed girl moved out from the wall, against 
which she had flattened herself— for all the world like one eluding 
pursuit in a cinema. 
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**What about that window?” she demanded, pointing. 

“That^s all the farther it opens,” said Mrs. Brady. 

“Oh! And it’s the only one— isn’t it?” 

“It is.’^ 

“Damn,” said the girl. “Then there’s no way out?” 

“No way bat the door,” said Mrs. Brady testily. 

The girl looked at the door. She seemed to look through the door, and 
to despise and to fear what she saw. Then she looked at Mrs. Brady. 
“Well,” she said, “then I s’pose the only thing for me to do is to stay 
in here.” 

She stayed. Minutes ticked by. Jazz crooned distantly, stopped, struck 
up again. Other girls came and went. Still the gray-cyed girl sat on the 
couch, with her back to the wall and her shapely legs crossed, smoking 
cigarettes, one from the stub of another. 

After a long while she said, “Maid!” r 

“Yes, miss?” / 

“Peck out that door, will you, and see if there’s anyone standing 

there.” , 

Mrs. Brady peeked, and reported that there was. There was a gentle- 
man with a little bit of a black mustache standing there. The^ same 
gentleman, in fact, who was standing there “just after you came in.” 
“Oh, Lord,” sighed the gray-eyed girl. “Well ... I cant stay here 

all night, that’s one sure thing.” , , . i , 

She slid off the couch, and went listlessly to the dressing table. There 
she occupied herself for a minute or two. Suddenly, without a word, 

she darted out. , , r j 

Thirty seconds later Mrs. biady was elated to find two crumpled 
one-dollar bills lying in her saucer. Her joy, however died a premature 
death. For she made an almost simultaneous second discovery. A sad- 
dening one. Above all, a puzzling one. * lU fl 

“Now what for,” marveled Mrs. Brady, “did she want to walk off 
with them scissor sV 

This at twelve twenty-five. • u i ur 

At twelve thirty a quartette of excited young things burst in, babbling 
madly. All of them had their evening wraps with them; all talked at 
once One of them, a Dresden china girl with a heart-shaped face, was 
the ater of attraction. Around her the rest fluttered like monstrous 
butterflies; to her they addressed their shriU exclamatory cries. 

M^B«d7hSl'd‘«cte: -No. in .to «a» UBlm . . “W.B. ,o« 

Xf 1 Timmv savs ” “Oh, there must be some place nearer 
can^in V marvelous?” “When did it happen, Babe? When 

did you decide?” 
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‘‘Just now,” the girl with the heart-shaped face sang softly, “when 
we were dancing.” 

The babble resumed, “But listen, Babe, what’ll your mother and 
father . . . ?” “Oh, never mind, let’s hurry.” “Shall we be warm enough 
with just these thin wraps, do you think.? Babe, will you be warm 
enough? Sure?” 

Powder flew and little pocket combs marched through bright marcels. 
Flushed cheeks were painted pinker still. 

“My pearls,” said Babe, “are old. And my dress and my slippers arc 
new. Now, let’s see — what can I borrowV* 

A lace handkerchief, a diamond bar pin, a pair of earrings were prof- 
fered. She chose the bar pin, and its owner unpinned it proudly, gladly. 

“I’ve got blue garters!” exclaimed a shrill little girl in a silver dress. 

“Give me one, then,” directed Babe. “I’ll trade with you. . . . There! 
That fixes that.” 

More babbling, “Hurry! Hurry up!” . . . “Listen, are you sure we’ll 
be warm enough? Because we can stop at my house, there’s nobody 
home.” “Give me that puff, Babe, I’ll powder your back.” “And just 
to think a week ago you’d never even met each other!” “Oh, hurry up, 
let’s get started r “I’m ready.” “So’m L” “Ready, Babe? You look ador- 
able.” 'Come on, everybody.” 

They were gone again, and the dressing room seemed twice as still 
and vacant as before. 

A minute of grace, during which Mrs. Brady wiped the spilled pow- 
der away with a damp gray rag. Then the door jumped open again. 
Two evening gowns appeared and made for the dressing table in a bee 
line. Slim tubular gowns they were, one green, one palest yellow. Yel- 
low hair went with the green gown, brown hair with the yellow. The 
green-gowned, yellow-haired girl wore gardenias on her left shoulder, 
four of them, and a flashing bracelet on each fragile wrist. The other 
girl looked less prosperous; still, you would rather have looked at her. 

Both ignored Mrs. Brady’s cosmetic display as utterly as they ignored 
Mrs. Brady, producing full field equipment of their own. 

“Well,” said the girl with gardenias, rouging energetically, “how do 
you like him?” 

“Oh-h— all right.” 

•’Meaning, ‘Not any,’ hmm? I suspected as much!” The girl with 
gardenias turned in her chair and scanned her companion’s profile with 
disapproval. “Sec here, Marilec,” she drawled, “are you going to be a 
damn fool all your life?” 

“He’s fat,” said Marilce dreamily. “Fat, and— greasy, sort of. I mean, 
jfreasy in his mind. Don’t you know what T mean?” 
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“I know one thing,” declared the other. “I know Who He Is! And if 
I were you, that’s all I’d need to know. Under the circumstances'' 

The last three words, stressed meaningly, affected the girl called 
Marilee curiously. She grew grave. Her lips and lashes drooped. For 
some seconds she sat frowning a little, breaking a black-sheathed lipstick 
in two and fitting it together again. 

"She’s worse,” she said finally, low. 

“Worse.?” 

Marilee nodded. 

“Well,” said the girl with gardenias, “there you are. It’s the climate. 
She’ll never be anything but worse, if she doesn’t get away. Out West. 
.\rizona or somewhere.” 

“I know,” murmured Marilee. 

The other girl opened a tin of eye shadow. “Of course,” she said dryly, 
“suit yourself. She’s not my sister.” 

Marilee said nothing. Quiet she sat, breaking the lipstick, mending it, 
breaking it. 

“Oh, well,” she breathed finally, wearily, and straightened up. She 
propped her elbows on the plate-glass dressing table top and leaned 
toward the mirror, and with the lipstick she began to make her coral- 
pink mouth very red and gay and reckless and alluring. 


Nightly at one o’clock Vane and Moreno dance for the Club Frangais. 
They dance a tango, they dance a waltz; then, by way of encore, they 
do a Black Bottom, and a trick of their own called the Wheel. They 
dance for twenty, thirty minutes. And while they dance you do not 
leave your table— for this is wuat you came to sec. Vane and More^. 
The new New York thrill. The sole justification for the five-dollar 

convert extorted by Billy Costello. 1 , oc u j 

From one until half-past, then, was Mrs. Bradys recess. She had 
been looking forward to it all the evening long. When it began— when 
the opening chords of the tango music sounded stirringly from the room 
outside— Mrs. Brady brightened. With a right good will she sped the 

^'^AloLf she unlocked her cupboard and took out her maga^.nc--thc 

magazine she had bought three hours before. Heaving 

relief and satisfaction, she plumped herself on the couch and fingered 

^^Immediately she was absorbed, her eyes drinking up printed line*, 

'"^SriSgrz^iLTaf Sfirady favorite. Its stories were true stories, 
taken from life (so the editor said); and to Mrs. Brady they wer. live, 
vivid threads in the dull, drab pattern of ei mg t. 



Kneel to the Rising Sun 

BY ERSKINE CALDWELl 


A 

J. V SHIVER went through Lon- 
nie. He drew his hand away from his sharp chin, remembering what 
Clem had said. It made him feel now as if he were committing a crime 
by standing in Arch Gunnard’s presence and allowing his face to be 
seen. 

He and Clem had been walking up the road together that afternoon 
on their way to the filling station when he told Clem how much he 
needed rations. Clem stopped a moment to kick a rock out of the road, 
and said that if you worked for Arch Gunnard long enough, your face 
would be sharp enough to split the boards for your own coffin. 

As Lonnie turned away to sit down on an empty box beside the gaso- 
line pump, he could not help wishing that he could be as unafraid of 
Arch Gunnard as Clem was. Even if Clem was a Negro, he never 
hesitated to ask for rations when he needed something to eat; and when 
he and his family did not get enough, Clem came right out and told 
Arch so. Arch stood for that, but he swore that he was going to run 
Clem out of the country the first chance he got. 

Lonnie knew without turning around that Clem was standing at the 
corner of the filling station with two or three other Negroes and look- 
ing at him, but for some reason he was unable to meet Clem’s eyes. 

Arch Gunnard was sitting in the sun, honing his jack-knife blade on 
ills boot top. He glanced once or twice at Lonnie’s hound, Nancy, who 
was lying in the middle of the road waiting for Lonnie to go home. 

“That your dog, Lonnie?’’ 

Jumping with fear, Lonnie’s hand went to his chin to hide the lean 
face that would accuse Arch of short-rationing. 

Arch snapped his fingers and the hound st^ up, wagging her taii 
She waited to be called. 
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“Mr. Arch, I ” 

Arch called the dog. She began crawling toward them on her belly, 
wagging her tail a little faster each time Arch’s fingers snapped. When 
she was several feet away, she turned over on her back and lay on the 
ground with her four paws in the air. 

Dudley Smith and Jim Weaver, who were lounging around the filling 
station, laughed. They had been leaning against the side of the building, 
but they straightened up to sec what Arch was up to. 

Arch spat some more tobacco juice on his boot top and whetted the 
jack-knife blade some more. 

“What kind of a hound dog is that, anyway, Lonnie?” Arch said. 
“Looks like to me it might be a ketch hound.” 

Lonnie could feel Clem Henry’s eyes boring into the back of his 
head. He wondered what Clem would do if it had been his dog Arch 
Gunnard was snapping his fingers at and calling like that. 

“His tail’s way too long for a coon hound or a bird dog, ain’t it, 
Arch?” somebody behind Lonnie said, laughing out loud. 

Everybody laughed then, including Arch. They looked at Lonnie, 
waiting to hear what he was going to say to Arch. 

“Is he a ketch hound, Lonnie?’" Arch said, snapping his fingers again. 

“Mr. Arch, I ” 

“Don’t be ashamed of him, Lonnie, if he don’t show signs of turning 
out to be a bird dog or a fox hound. Everybody needs a hound around 
the house that can go out and catch pigs and fabbits when you are in a 
hurry for them. A ketch hound is a mighty respectable animal. I’ve 
known the time when I was mighty proud to own one.” 

Everybody laughed. 

Arch Gunnard was getting ready to grab Nancy by the tail. Lonnie 
sat up, twisting his neck until he caught a glimpse of Clem Henry at 
the other corner of the filling station. Clem was staring at him with 
unmistakable meaning, with the same look in his eyes he had had that 
afternoon when he said that nobody who worked for Arch Gunnard 
ought to stand for short-rationing. Lonnie lowered his eyes. He could 
not figure out how a Negro could be braver than he was. There were 
a lot of times like that when he would have given anything he had to 
be able to jump into Clem’s shoes and change places with him. 

“The trouble with this hound of yours, Lonnie, is that he’s too heavy 
on his feet. Don’t you reckon it would be a pretty slick little trick to 
lighten the load some, being as how he’s a ketch hound to begin with?” 

Lonnie remembered then what Clem Henry had said he would do 
if Arch Gunnard ever tried to cut off his dog’s tail. Lonnie knew, and 
Qcm knew, and everybody else knew, that that would give Arch the 
chance he was waiting for. All Arch asked, he had said, was for Clem 
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Henry to overstep his place just one little half-inch, or to talk back to 
him with just one little short word, and he would do the rest. Everybody 
knew what Arch meant by that, especially if Clem did not turn and 
run. And Clem had not been known to run from anybody, after fifteen 
years in the country. 

Arch reached down and grabbed Nancy’s tail while Lonnie was 
wondering about Clem. Nancy acted as if she thought Arch were play- 
ing some kind of a game with her. She turned her head around until 
she could reach Arch’s hand to lick it. He cracked her on the bridge of 
the nose with the end of the jack-knife. 

“He’s a mighty playful dog, Lonnie,” Arch said, catching up a shorter 
grip on the tail, “but his wag-pole is way too long for a dog of his size, 
especially when he wants to be a ketch hound.” 

Lonnie swallowed hard. 

“Mr. Arch, she’s a mighty fine rabbit tracker. I ” 

“Shucks, Lonnie,” Arch said, whetting the knife blade on the dog’s 
tail, “I ain’t never seen a hound in all my life that needed a tail that 
long to hunt rabbits with. It’s way too long for just a common, ordinary, 
everyday ketch hound.” 

Lonnie looked up hopefully at Dudley Smith and the others. None 
of them offered any help. It was useless for him to try to stop Arch, be- 
cause Arch Gunnard would let nothing stand in his way when once he 
had set his head on what he wished to do. Lonnie knew that if he should 
let himself show any anger or resentment. Arch would drive him off 
the farm before sundown that night. Clem Henry was the only person 
there who would help him, but Clem . . . 

The white men and the Negroes at both corners of the filling station 
waited to see what Lonnie was going to do about it. All of them hoped 
he would put up a fight for his hound. If anyone ever had the nerve to 
stop Arch Gunnard from cutting off a dog’s tail, it might put an end 
to it. It was plain, though, that Lonnie, who was one of Arch’s share- 
croppers, was afraid to speak up. Clem Henry might; Clem was the 
only one who might try to stop Arch, even if it meant trouble. And all 
of them knew that Arch would insist on running Clem out of the 
country, or filling him full of lead. 

“I reckon it’s all right with you, ain’t it, Lonnie.?” Arch said. “I don’t 
seem to hear no objections.” 

Clem Henry stepped forward several paces, and stopped. 

Arch laughed, watching Lonnie’s face, and jerked Nancy to her feet. 
The hound cried out in pain and surprise, but Arch made her be quiet 
by kicking her in the belly. 

Lonnie winced. He could hardly bear to see anybody kick bis dog 
like that. 
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"Mr. Arch, I . . 

A contraction in his throat almost choked him for several moments^ 
and he had to open his mouth wide and fight for breath. The other 
white men around him were silent. Nobody liked to see a dog kicked in 
the belly like that. 

Lonnie could see the other end of the filling station from the corner 
of his eye. He saw a couple of Negroes go up behind Clem and grasp 
his overalls. Clem spat on the ground, between outspread feet, but he 
did not try to break away from them. 

“Being as how I don’t hear no objections, I reckon it’s all right to 
go ahead and cut it off,” Arch said, spitting. 

Lonnie’s head went forward and all he could sec of Nancy was her 
hind feet. He had come to ask for a slab of sowbelly and some molasses, 
or something. Now he did not know if he could ever bring himself to 
ask for rations, no matter how much hungrier they became at home. 

“I always make it a habit of asking a man first,” Arch said. “I wouldn’t 
want to go ahead and cut off a tail if a man had any objections. That 
wouldn’t be right. No, sir, it just wouldn’t be fair and square.” 

Arch caught a shorter grip on the hound’s tail and placed the knife 
blade on it two or three inches from the rump. It looked to those who 
were watching as if his mouth were watering, because tobacco juice 
began to trickle down the corners of his lips. He brought up the back 
of his hand and wiped his mouth. 

A noisy automobile came plowing down the road thiough the deep 
red dust. Everyone looked up as it passed in order to sec who was in it. 

Lonnie glanced at it, but h- could not keep his eyes raised. His head 
fell downward once more until he could feel his sharp chin cutting 
into his chest. He wondered then if Arch had noticed how lean his ace 


“I keep two or three ketch hounds around my place, Arch said, 
honing the blade on the tail of the dog as if it we>-e a lazar strop until 
his actions brought smiles to the faces of the men grouped around him, 
"but I never could see the sense of a ketch hound having a long tail. 
It only gets in their way when I send them out to catch a pig or a rabbit 

hi! kit hand and puihing with hk right, Arch Gtin- 
nard docked the honnd’r tail at quickly and a! ear.ly at ,i he were Mt- 
tine a willow switch in the pasture to drive the cows home with. The 
dol sprang forward with the release of her tad unul she v/as far beyond 
Arfh’s rea!h, and began howling so loud she 

awav Nancy stopped once and looked back at Arch, and then she 
sprang to the middle of the road and began leaping and twisting m 
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circles. All that time she was yelping and biting at the bleeding stub 
of her tail. 

Arch leaned backward and twirled the severed tail in one hand while 
he wiped the jack-knife blade on his boot sole. He watched Lonnie’s 
dog chasing herself around in circles in the red dust. 

Nobody had anything to say then. Lonnie tried not to watch his dog’s 
agony, and he forced himself to keep from looking at Clem Henry. 
Then, with his ey:s shut, he wondered why he had remained on Arch 
Gunnard’s plantation all thoj:e past years, share-cropping for a mere 
living on short-rations, and becoming leaner and leaner all the time. 
He knew then how true it was what Clem had said about Arch’s share- 
croppers’ faces becoming sharp enough to hew their own coffins. His 
hands went up to his chin before he knew what he was doing. His 
hand dropped when he had felt the bones of jaw and the exposed tendons 
of his cheeks. 

As hungry as he was, he knew that even if Arch did give him some 
rations then, there would not be nearly enough for them to eat for the 
following week. Hatty, his wife, was already broken down from hun- 
ger and work in the fields, and his father, Mark Newsome, stone deaf 
for the past twenty years, was always asking him why there was never 
enough food in the house for them to have a solid meal. Lonnie’s head 
fell forward a little more, and he could feel his eyes becoming damp. 

The pressure of his sharp chin against his chest made him so uncom- 
fortable that he had to raise his head at last in order to ease the pain of it. 

The first thing he saw when he looked up was Arch Gunnard twirl- 
ing Nancy’s tail in his left hand. Arch Gunnard had a trunk full of 
dogs’ tails at home. He had been cutting off tails ever since anyone 
could remember, and during all those years he had accumulated a col- 
lection of which he was so proud that he kept the trunk locked and 
the key tied around his neck on a string. On Sunday afternoons when 
the preacher came to visit, or when a crowd was there to loll on the 
j front porch and swap stories. Arch showed them off, naming each tail 
from memory just as well as if he had had a tag on it. 

Clem Henry had left the filling station and was walking alone down 
the road toward the plantation. Clem Henry’s house was in a cluster of 
Negro cabins below Arch’s big house, and he had to pass Lonnie’s 
house to get there. Lonnie was on the verge of getting up and leaving 
when he saw Arch looking at him. He did not know whether Arch 
was looking at his lean face, or whether he was watching to see if he 
were going to get up and go down the road with Clem. 

The thought of leaving reminded him of his reason for being there. 
He had to have some rations before suppertime that night, no matter 
how short they were. 
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“Mr, Arch, I . . ” 

Arch stared at him for a moment, appearing as if he had turned to 
listen to some strange sound unheard of before that moment. 

Lonnie bit his lips, wondering if Arch was going to say anything 
about how lean and hungry he looked. But Arch was thinking about 
something else. He slapped his hand on his leg and laughed out loud. 

I sometimes wish niggers had tails,” Arch said, coiling Nancy’s tail 
into a ball and putting it into his pocket. “I’d a heap rather cut off nigger 
tails than dog tails. There’d be more to cut, for one thing.” 

Dudley Smith and somebody else behind them laughed for a brief 
moment. The laughter died out almost as suddenly as it had risen. 

The Negroes who had heard Arch shuffled their feet in the dust and 
moved backwards. It was only a few minutes until not one was left 
at the filling station. They went up the road behind the red wooden 
building until they were out of sight. 

Arch got up and stretched. The sun was getting low, and it was no 
longer comfortable in the October air. “Well, I reckon I’ll be getting on 
home to get me some supper,” he said. 

He walked slowly to the middle of the road and stopped to look at 
Nancy retreating along the ditch. 

“Nobody going my way V' he asked. “What’s wrong with you, Lonnie? 
Going home to supper, ain’t you.?” 

“Mr. Arch, I . . .” 

Lonnie found himself jumping to his feet. His first thought was to 
ask for the sowbelly and molasses, and maybe some corn meal; but 
when he opened his mouth, the words refused to come out. He took 
several steps forward and shook his head. He did not know what Arch 
might say or do if he said “no.” 

‘Tiatty’ll be looking for you,” Arch said, turning his back and walk- 


ing off. 

He reached into his hip pocket and took out Nancy’s tail. He began 
twirling it as he walked down the road toward the big house in the 


distance. 

Dudley Smith went inside the filling station, and the others walked 


After Arch had gone several hundred yards, Lonnie sat down heavily 
on the box beside the gas pump from which he had got up when Arch 
spoke to him. He sat down heavily, his shoulders drooping, his arms 
falling between his outspread legs. 

Lonnie did not know how long his eyes had been closed, but when 
he opened them, he saw Nancy lying between his feet, licking the 
docked tail. While he watched her, he felt the sharp point of his chm 
cutting into his chest again. Presendy the door behind him was slammed 
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shut, and a minute later he could hear Dudley Smith walking away 
from the filling station on his way home. 

II 

Lonnie had been sleeping fitfully for several hours when he suddenly 
found himself wide awake. Hatty shook him again. He raised himself 
on his elbow and tried to see into the darkness of the room. Without 
knowing what time it was, he was able to determine that it was stili 
nearly two hours until sunrise. 

‘‘Lonnie,” Hatty said again, trembling in the cold night air, '“Lonnie 
your pa aint in the house.” 

Lonnie sat upright in bed. 

“How do you know he aint?” he said. 

“Eve been lying here wide awake ever since I got in bed, and I heard 
him when he went out. He’s been gone all that time ” 

“Maybe he just stepped out for a while,” Lonnie said, turning and 
trying to see through the bedroom window. 

“I know what I’m saying, Lonnie,” Hatty insisted. “Your pa’s been 
gone a heap too long.” 

Both of them sat without a sound for several minutes while they 
listened for Mark Newsome. 

Lonnie got up and lit a lamp. He shivered while he was putting on 
his shirt, overalls, and shoes. He tied his shoelaces in hard knots be- 
cause he couldn’t see in the faint light. Outside the window it was almost 
pitch-dark, and Lonnie could feel the damp October air blowing against 
his face. 

“I’ll go help look,” Hatty said, throwing the covers off and starting 
to get up. 

Lonnie went to the bed and drew the covers back over her and pushed 
her back into place. 

“You try to get some sleep, Hatty,” he said; “you can’t stay awake 
the whole night. I’ll go bring Pa back.” 

He left Hatty, blowing out the lamp, and stumbled through the 
dark hall, feeling his way to the front porch by touching the wall with 
his hands. When he got to the porch, he could still barely see any dis- 
tance ahead, but his eyes were becoming more accustomed to the dark- 
ness. He waited a minute, listening. 

Feeling his way down the steps into the yard, he walked around the 
corner of the house and stopped to listen again before calling his 
father. 

“Oh, Pa!” he said loudly. “Oh, Pa!” 

He stopped under the bedroom window when he realized what he 
had been doing. 
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^ ' l>c «aid, scold- 

ing^himsclf. Pa couldn’t hear it thunder.” 

He heard a rustling of the bed. 

h1?v crossroads, or more,” 

Hatty said, calling through the window. 

her^l 5 l Hatty,” Lonnie told 

her. i 11 bring him back m no time.” 

He could hear Nancy scratching fleas under the house, but he knew 
she was in no condition to help look for Mark. It would be several days 
befOTC^she recovered from the shock of losing her tail. 

„£? 5 ® been gone a long time,” Hatty said, unable to keep still. 

That don t make no difference,” Lonnie said. “I’ll find him sooner 
or later. Now you go on to sleep like I told you, Hatty.” 

Lonnie walked toward the barn, listening for some sound. Over at 
the big house he could hear the hogs grunting and squealing, and he 
wished they would be quiet so he could hear other sounds. Arch Gun- 
nards dogs were howling occasionally, but they were not making any 
more noise than they usually did at night, and he was accustomed to 
their howling. 

Lonnie went to the barn, looking inside and out. After walking 
around the barn, he went into the field as far as the cotton shed. He 
knew it was useless, but he could not keep from calling his father time 
after time. 


“Oh, Pal” he said, trying to penetrate the darkness. 

He went further into the field. 

“Now, what in the world could have become of Pa?” he said, stopping 
and wondering where to look next. 

After he had gone back to the front yard, he began to feel uneasy for 
the first time. Mark had not acted any more strangely during the past 
week than he ordinarily did, but Lonnie knew he was upset over the 
way Arch Gunnard was giving out short-rations. Mark had even said 
that, at the rate they were being fed, all of them would starve to death 
inside another three months. 

Lonnie left the yard and went down the road toward the Negro 
cabins. When he got to Clem’s house, he turned in and walked up the 
path to the door. He knocked several times and waited. There was no 
answer, and he rapped louder. 

“Who’s that?” he heard Clem say from bed. 

“It’s me,” Lonnie said. “I’ve got to see you a minute, Clem. I’m out 
in the front yard.” 

He sat down and waited for Clem to dress and come outside. While 
he waited, he strained his cars to catch any sound that might be in the 
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9ir« Over the Helds toward the big house he could hear the fattening 
hogs grunt and squeal. 

Clem came out and shut the door. He stood on the doorsill a moment 
speaking to his wife in bed, telling her he would be back and not to 
worry. 

“Who’s that?” Clem said, coming down into the yard. 

Lonnie got up and met Clem half-way. 

“What’s the trouble?” Clem asked then, buttoning up his overall 
jumper. 

“Pa’s not in his bed,” Lonnie said, “and Hatty says he’s been gone 
from the house most all night. I went out in the field, and all around 
the barn, but I couldn’t find a trace of him anywhere.” 

Clem then finished buttoning his jumper and began rolling a cig- 
arette. He walked slowly down the path to the road. It was still dark, 
and it would be at least an hour before dawn made it any lighter. 

“Maybe he was too hungry to stay in the bed any longer,” Clem said. 
“When I saw him yesterday, he said he was so shrunk up and weak he 
didn’t know if he could last much longer. He looked like his skin ana 
bones couldn’t shrivel much more.” 

“I asked Arch last night after suppertime for some rations — ^just a 
little piece of sowbelly and some molasses. He said he’d get around to 
letting me have some the first thing this morning.” 

“Why don’t you tell him to give you full rations or none?” Clem 
said. “If you knew you wasn’t going to get none at all, you could move 
away and find a better man to share-crop for, couldn’t you?” 

“I’ve been loyal to Arch Gunnard for a long time now,” Lonnie said. 
“I’d hate to haul off and leave him like that.” 

Clem looked at Lonnie, but he did not say anything more just then. 
They turned up the road toward the driveway that led up to the big 
house. The fattening hogs were still grunting and squealing in the 
pen, and one of Arch’s hounds came down a cotton row beside the 
driveway to smell their shoes. 

“Them fattening hogs always get enough to eat,” Clem said. “There’s 
not a one of them that don’t weigh seven hundred pounds right now, 
and they’re getting bigger every day. Besides taking all that’s thrown 
to them, they make a lot of meals off the chickens that get in there to 
peck around.” 

Lonnie listened to the grunting of the hogs as they walked up the 
driveway toward the big house. 

“Reckon we’d better get Arch up to help look for Pa?” Lonnie said. 
“I’d hate to wake him up, but I’m scared Pa might stray off into the 
swamp and get lost for g<^. He couldn’t hear it thunder, even. I never 
could find him back there in all that tangle if he got into it.” 
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Clem said something under his breath and went on toward the barn 
and hog pen. He reached the pen before Lonnie got there. 

“You*d better come here quick,” Clem said, turning around to sec 
where Lonnie was. 

Lonnie ran to the hog pen. He stopped and climbed half-way up the 
wooden-and-wire sides of the fence. At first he could see nothing, but 
gradually he was able to see the moving mass of black fattening hogs 
on the other side of the pen. They were biting and snarling at each 
other like a pack of hungry hounds turned loose on a dead rabbit. 

Lonnie scrambled to the top of the fence, but Clem caught him and 
pulled him back. 

“Don’t go in that hog pen that way,” he said. “Them hogs will tear 
you to pieces, they’re that wild. They’re fighting over something.” 

Both of them ran around the corner of the pen and got to the side 
where the hogs were. Down under their feet on the ground Lonnie 
caught a glimpse of a dark mass splotched with white. He was able to 
see it for a moment only, because one of the hogs trampled over it. 

Clem opened and closed his mouth several times before he was able 
to say anything at all. He clutched at Lonnie’s arm, shaking him. 

“That looks like it might be your pa,” he said. “I swear before good- 


ness, Lonnie, it docs look like it.” 

Lonnie still could not believe it. He climbed to the top of the fence 
and began kicking his feet at the hogs, trying to drive them away. They 
paid no attention to him. 

While Lonnie was perched there, Clem had gone to the wagon shed, 
and he ran back with two singletrees he had somehow managed to find 
there in the dark. He handed one to Lonnie, poking it at him until 
Lonnie’s attention was drawn from the hogs long enough to take it. 

Clem leaped over the fence and began swinging the singletree at the 
hogs. Lonnie slid down beside him, yelling at them. One hog turned on 
Lonnie and snapped at him, and Clem struck it over the back of the 
neck with enough force to drive it oif momentarily. 

By then Lonnie was able to realize what had happened. He ran to the 
mass of bogs, kicking them with his heavy stiff shoes and striking them 
on their heads with the iron-tipped singletree. Once he felt a stinging 
sensation, and looked down to see one of the hogs biting the calf of his 
leg. He had just enough time to hit the hog and drive it away before his 
lei was torn. He knew most of his overall leg had been ripped away, 
because he could feel the night air on his bare wet calf 

Clem had gone ahead and had driven the hogs back There was no 
other way to do anything. They were in a snarling circle arouijd*^, 
and both of them had to keep the singletrees swinging back and forth 
aU the time to keep the hogs off. Finally Lonme reached down and got 
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a grip on Mark’s leg. With Clem helping, Lonnie carried his father to 
the fence and lifted him over to the other side. 

They were too much out of breath for a while to say anything, or to 
do anything else. The snarling, fattening hogs were at the fence, biting 
the wood and wire, and making more noise than ever. 

While Lonnie was searching in his pockets for a match, Clem struck 
one. He held the flame close to Mark Newsome’s head. 

They both stared unbelievingly, and then Clem blew out the match. 
There was nothing said as they stared at each other in the darkness. 

Clem walked several steps away, and turned and came back beside 
Lonnie. 

“It’s him, though,” Clem said, sitting down on the ground. “It’s him, 
all right.” 

“I reckon so,” Lonnie said. He could think of nothing else to say 
then. 

They sat on the ground, one on each side of Mark, looking at the 
body. There had been no sign of life in the body beside them since they 
had first touched it. The face, throat, and stomach had been completely 
devoured. 

“You’d better go wake up Arch Gunnard,” Clem said after a while, 

“What for.?” Lonnie said. “He can’t help none now. It’s too late for 
help.” 

“Makes no difference,” Clem insisted. “You’d better go wake him up 
and let him see what there is to see. If you wait till morning, he might 
take it into his head to say the hogs didn’t do it. Right now is the time 
to get him up so he can see what his hogs did.” 

Clem turned around and looked at the big house. The dark outline 
against the dark sky made him hesitate. 

“A man who short-rations tenants ought to have to sit and look at 
that till it’s buried.” 

Lonnie looked at Clem fearfully. He knew Clem was right, but he 
was scared to hear a Negro say anything like that about a white man. 

“You oughtn’t talk like that about Arch,” Lonnie said. “He’s in bed 
asleep. He didn’t have a thing to do with it. He didn’t have no more to 
do with it than I did.” 

Clem laughed a little, and threw the singletree on the ground between 
his feet. After letting it lie there a little while, he picked it up and 
began heating the ground with it. 

Lonnie got to his feet slowly. He had never seen Clem act like that 
before, and he did not know what to think about it. He left without 
saying anything and walked stiffly to the house in the darkness to wake 
up Arch Gunnard. 
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III 

Arch was hard to wake up. And even after he was awake, he was in 
no hurry to get up. Lonnie was standing outside the bedroom window, 
and Arch was lying in bed six or eight feet away. Lonnie could hear 
him toss and grumble. 

“Who told you to come and wake me up in the middle of the night.?’* 
Arch said. 

“Well, Clem Henry’s out here, and he said maybe you’d like to know 
about it.” 

Arch tossed around on his bed, flailing the pillow with his fists. 
“You tell Clem Henry I said that one of these days he’s going to find 
himself turned inside out, like a coat-sleeve.” 

Lonnie waited doggedly. He knew Clem was right in insisting that 
Arch ought to wake up and come out there to see what had happened. 
Lonnie was afraid to go back to the barnyard and tell Clem that Arch 
was not coming. He did not know, but he had a feeling that Clem 
might go into the bedroom and drag Arch out of bed. He did not like 
to think of anything like that taking place. 

“Are you still out there, Lonnie?” Arch shouted. 

“I’m right here, Mr. Arch. I ** 

“If I wasn’t so sleepy, I’d come out there and take a stick and— I don’t 
know what I wouldn’t dol” 

Lonnie met Arch at the back step. On the way out to the hog pen 
Arch did not speak to him. Arch walked heavily ahead, not even waiting 
to see if Lonnie was coming. Th^ lantern that Arch was carrying cast 
long flat beams of yellow light over the ground; and when they got to 
where Clem was waiting beside Mark’s body, the Negro s face shone 

in the night like a highly polished plowshare. 5,, * i. 

“What was Mark doing in my hog pen at night, anyway? Arch 

said, shouting at them both. , , , l r 

Neither Clem nor Lonnie replied. Arch glared at them for not 
answering. But no matter how many times he looked at them, his eyes 
turned each time to stare at the torn body of Mark Newsome on the 


“Thte’s nothing to be done now ” Arch said finally We ,ust have 
to wait till daylight and send for the undertaker. He walked a few 
steps away. “Looks like you could have waited till morning in the first 
place. There wasn’t no sense in getting me up.” 

He turned his back and looked sideways at Clem. Clem stood up 


and looked him straight in the eyes. 
“What do you want, Clem Henry? 


he said. “Who told you to 
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coming around my house in the middle of the night? I don’t want nig- 
gers coming here except when I send for them.” 

^1 couldn’t stand to see anybody eaten up by the hogs, and not do 
anything about it,” Clem said. 

*Tou mind your own business,” Arch told him. “And when you talk 
to me, take off your hat, or you’ll be sorry for it. It wouldn’t take much 
to make me do you up the way you belong.” 

Lonnie backed away. There was a feeling of uneasiness around 
them. That was how trouble between Clem and Arch always began- 
He had seen it start that way dozens of times before. As long as Clem 
turned and went away, nothing happened, but sometimes he stayed 
right where he was and talked up to Arch just as if he had been a white 
man, too. 

Lonnie hoped it would not happen this time. Arch was already mad 
enough about being waked up in the middle of the night, and Lonnie 
knew there was no limit to what Arch would do when he got good and 
mad at a Negro. Nobody had ever seen him kill a Negro, but he had 
said he had, and he told people that he was not scared to do it again. 

“I reckon you know how he came to get eaten up by the hogs like 
that,” Clem said, looking straight at ArdL 

Arch whirled around. 

“Arc you talking to me . . . ?” 

“I asked you that,” Clem stated. 

“God damn you, yellow-blooded . . .” Arch yelled. 

He swung the lantern at Clem’s head. Clem dodged, but the bottom 
of it hit his shoulder, and it was smashed to pieces. The oil splattered on 
the ground, igniting in the air from the flaming wick. Clem was lucky 
not to have it splash on his face and overalls. 

“Now, look here . . Clem said. 

“You yellow-blooded nigger,” Arch said, rushing at him. “I’ll teach 
you to talk back to me. You’ve got too big for your place for the last 
time. I’ve been taking too much from you, but I aint doing it no more.” 

“Mr. Arch, I . . .” Lonnie said, stepping forward partly between 
them. No one heard him. 

Arch stood back and watched the kerosene flicker out on the ground. 

“You know good and well why he got eaten up by the fattening 
hogs,” Clem said, standing his ground. “He was so hungry he had to 
get up out of bed in the middle of the night and come up here in the 
dark trying to find something to eat. Maybe he was trying to find the 
S!|ioke]:M>use. It makes no difference, either way. He’s been on short- 
rations like everybody else working on your place, and he was so old he 
didn’t know wh^re else to look for food except in your smokehouse. 
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You know good and well that's how he got lost up here in the dark and 
fell in the hog pen.” 

The kerosene had died out completely. In the last faint flare, Arch 
had reached down and grabbed up the singletree that had been lying on 
the ground where Lonnie had dropped it. 

Arch raised the singletree over his head and struck with all his mi|^ 
at Clem. Clem dodged, but Arch drew back again quickly and landed 
a blow on his arm just above the elbow before Clem could dodge it, 
Clem’s arm dropped to his side, dangling lifelessly. 

**You Goddamn yellow-blooded nigger!” Arch shouted. “Now’s your 
lime, you black bastard. Fve been waiting for the chance to teach you 
your lesson. And this’s going to be one you won’t never forget.” 

Clem felt the ground with his feet until he had located the other 
singletree. He stooped down and got it. Raising it, he did not try to 
hit Arch, but held it in front of him so he could ward off Arch’s blows 
at his head. He continued to stand his ground, not giving Arch an inch. 

“Drop that singletree,” Arch said. 

“I won’t stand here and let you beat me like that,” Clem protested. 

“By God, that’s all I want to hear,” Arch said, his mouth curling. 
“Nigger, your time has come, by God I” 

He swung once more at Clem, but Clem turned and ran toward the 
barn. Arch went after him a few steps and stopped. He threw aside the 
singletree and turned and ran back to the house. 

Lonnie went to the fence and tried to think what was best for him to 
do. He knew he could not take sides with a Negro, in the open, even if 
Clem had helped him, and especially after Clem had talked to Arch in 
the way he wished he could himself. He was a white maO) and to save 
his life he could not stand to think of turning against Arch, no matter 
what happened. 

Presently a light burst through one of the windows of the house, and 
he heard Arch shouting at his wife to wake her up. 

When he saw Arch’s wife go to the telephone, Lonnie realized what 
was going to happen. She was calling up the neighbors and Arch f 
friends. They would not mind getting up in the night when they found 
out what was going to take place. 

Out behind the barn he could hear Clem calling him. Leaving the 
yard, Lonnie felt his way out there in the dark. 

“What’s the trouble, Clem?” he said. 

“I reckon my time has come,” Clem said. “Arch Gunnard talks that 
way when he’s good and mad. He talked just like he did that time he 
carried Jim Mofiin off to the swamp— and Jun never came back. 

“Arch wouldn’t do anything like that to you, Clem,” Lonnie said 
citcitedly« but he knew better^ 



1^40 ERSKINE CALDWELL 

Clem said nothing. 

"Maybe you’d better strike out for the swamps till he changes his 
mind and cools off some,’* Lonnie said. “You might be right, Clem.” 

Lonnie could feci Clem’s eyes burning into him. 

“Wouldn’t be no sense in that, if you’d help me,” Clem said. “Wouldn’t 
you stand by me?” 

Lonnie trembled as the meaning of Clem’s suggestion became clear 
to him. His back was to the side of the barn, and he leaned against it 
while sheets of black and white passed before his eyes. 

“Wouldn’t you stand by me?” Clem asked again. 

“I don’t know what Arch would say to that,” Lonnie told him halt- 
ingly. 

clem walked away several paces. He stood with his back to Lonnie 
while he looked across the field toward the quarter where his home 
was. 

“I could go in that little patch of woods out there and stay till they 
gel tired of looking for me,” Clem said, turning around to see Lonnie. 

“You’d better go somewhere,” Lonnie said uneasily. “I know Arch 
Gunnard. He’s hard to handle when he makes up his mind to do some- 
thing he wants to do. I couldn’t stop him an inch. Maybe you’d better 
get clear out of the country, Clem.” 

“I couldn’t do that, and leave my family down there across the field,” 
Clem said. 

“He’s going to get you if you don’t.” 

“If you’d only sort of help me out a little, he wouldn’t. I would only 
have to go and hide out in that little patch of woods over there a while. 
Looks like you could do that for me, being as how I helped you find 
your pa when he was in the hog pen.” 

Lonnie nodded, listening for sounds from the big house. He con- 
tinued to nod at Clem while Clem was waiting to be assured. 

“If you’re going to stand up for me,” Clem said, “I can just go over 
there in the woods and wait till they get it off their minds. You won’t 
be telling them where I’m at, and you could say I struck out for the 
swamp. They wouldn’t ever find me without bloodhounds.” 

“That’s right,” Lonnie said, listening for sounds of Arch’s coming out 
of the houser He did not wish to be found back there behind the barn 
where Arch could accuse him of talking to Clem. 

The moment Lonnie replied, Clem turned and ran off into the night. 
Lonnie went after him a few steps, as if he had suddenly changed his 
mind about helping him, but Clem was lost in the darkness by then. 

Lonnie waited for a few minutes, listening to Clem crashing through 
die underbrush in the patch of woods a qufarter of a mile away. When 
he could hear Clem no longer, he went arc -und the barn to meet Arch. 
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Arch came out of the house carrying his double-barreled shotgun 
and the lantern he had picked up in the house. His pockets were bulg- 
ing with shells. 

“Where is that damn nigger, Lonnie?” Arch asked him. “Wher., 
he go to?” 

Lonnie opened his mouth, but no words came out. 

“You know which way he went, don’t you?” 

Lonnie again tried to say something, but there were no sounds. 
jumped when he found himself nodding his head to Arch. 

“Mr. Arch, I ” 

“That’s all right, then,” Arch said. “That's all I need to kno^' now. 
Dudley Smith and Tom Hawkins and Frank and Dave HowaiJ and 
the rest will be here in a minute, and you can stay right here so you can 
show us where he’s hiding out” 

Frantically Lonnie tried to say something. Then he reached for 
Arch’s sleeve to stop him, but Arch had gone. 

Arch ran around the house to the front yard. Soon a car came racing 
down the road, its headlights lighting up the whole place, hog pen 
and all. Lonnie knew it was probably Dudley Smith because his was 
the first house in that direction, only half a mile away. While he was 
turning into the driveway, several other automobiles came into sight, 
both up the road and down it. 

I onnie trembled. He was afraid Arch was going to tell him to point 
out where Clem had gone to hide. Then he knew Arch would tell him. 
He had promised Clem he would not do that. But try as he might, he 
could not make himself believe that Arch Gunnard would do anything 


more than whip Clem. „ 1 r 1 u- u u.A 

Clem had not done anything that called for lynching. He had nou 

raped a white woman, he had not shot at a white man; he had only 
talked back to Arch, with his hat on. But Arch was mad enough to do 
anything; he was mad enough at Clem not to stop at anything short ot 

*^The”whole crowd of men was swarming around him before he 
realized it. And there was Arch clutching his arm and shouting into 


his face. 

L^nni^ recognized every man in the feeble dawn. They were excited, 
and they looked like men on the last lap of an all-night foxhunting 
party. Their shotguns and pistols were held at their waist, ready tor the 

^'“What’s the matter with you, Lonnie?” Arch said, shouting into his 
car. ‘Wake up and say where Clem Henry went to hide out '^erc 

ready to go get him.” 
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Lonnie remembered looking up and seeing Frank Howard dropping 
Tfellow twelve-gauge shells into the breech of his gun. Frank bent for- 
ward so he could hear Lonnie tell Arch where Clem was hiding. 

“You aint going to kill Clem this time, are you, Mr. Arch?” Lonnie 
asked. 

“Kill him?” Dudley Smith repeated. “What do you reckon Fve been 
waiting all this time for if it wasn’t for a chance to get Clem? That 
nigger has had it coming to him ever since he came to this county. 
He’s a bad nigger, and it’s coming to him.” 

“It wasn’t exactly Clem’s fault,” Lonnie said. “If Pa hadn’t come up 
here and fell in the hog pen, Clem wouldn’t have had a thing to do 
with it. He was helping me, that’s all.” 

“Shut up, Lonnie,” somebody shouted at him. “You’re so excited you 
don’t know what you’re saying. You’re taking up for a nigger when 
you talk like that.” 

People were crowding around him so tightly he felt as if he were 
being squeezed to death. He had to get some air, get his breath, get out 
of the crowd. 

“That’s right,” Lonnie said. 

He heard himself speak, but he did not know what he was saying. 

“But Clem helped me find Pa when he got lost looking around for 
something to eat.” 

“Shut up, Lonnie,” somebody said again. “You damn fool, shut up!” 

Arch grabbed his shoulder and shook him until his teeth rattled. 
Then Lonnie realized what he had been saying. 

“Now, look here, Lonnie,” Arch shouted. “You must be out of your 
head, because you know good and well you wouldn’t talk like a nigger- 
lover in your right mind.” 

“That’s right/’ Lonnie said, trembling all over. “I sure wouldn’t want 
ID talk like that.” 

He could still feel the grip on his shoulder where Arch’s strong fingers 
had hurt him. 

“Did Clem go to the swamp, Lonnie?” Dudley Smith said. “Is thai 
right, Lonnie?” 

Lonnie tried to shake his head; he tried to nod his head. Then Arch’s 
fingers squeezed his thin neck. Lonnie looked at the men wild-eyed. 

“Where’s Clem hiding, Lonnie?” Arch demanded, squeezing. 

Lonnie went three or four steps toward the barn. When he stopped, 
the men behind him pushed forward again. He found himself being 
rushed behind the barn and beyond it. 

“All right, Lonnie,” Arch said. “Now which way?” 

Lonnie pointed toward the patch of woods where the creek was. 
The swamn was in the other direction. 
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*^He said he was going to hide out in that little patch of woods along 
the creek over there, Mr. Arch,’* Lonnie said, “I reckon he’s: over there 
now,” 

Lonnie felt himself being swept forward, and he stumbled over the 
rough ground trying to keep from being knocked down and trampled 
upon. Nobody was talking, and everyone seemed to be walking on tip- 
toes. The gray light of early dawn was increasing enough both to hide 
them and to show the way ahead. 

Just before they reached the fringe of the woods, the men separated^ 
and Lonnie found himself a part of the circle that was closing in on 
Clem. 

Lonnie was alone, and there was nobody to stop him, but he was 
unable to move forward or backward. It began to be clear to him whar 
he had done. 

Clem was probably up a tree somewhere in the woods ahead, but by 
that time he had been surrounded on all sides. If he should attempt to 
break and run, he would be shot down like a rabbit. 

Lonnie sat down on a log and tried to think what to do. The sun 
w^ould be up in a few more minutes, and as soon as it came up, the men 
would close in on the creek and Clem. He would have no chance at all 
among all those shot guns and pistols. 

Once or twice he saw the flare of a match through the underbrush 
where some of the men were lying in wait. A whiff of cigarette smoke 
struck his nostrils, and he found himself wondering if Clem could 
smell it wherever he was in the woods. 

There was still no sound anywhere around him, and he knew that 
Arch Gunnard and the rest ot the men were waiting for the sun, which 
would in a few minutes come up behind him in the east. 

It was light enough by that time to see plainly the rough ground and 
the tangled underbrush and the curling bark on the pine trees. 

The men had already begun to creep forward, guns raised as if stalk- 
ing a deer. The woods were not large, and the circle of men would be 
able to cover it in a few minutes at the rate they were going toward. 
There was still a chance that Clem had slipped through the circle before 
dawn broke, but Lonnie felt that he was still there. He tegan to f»l 
then that Clem was there because he himself had placed him there tor 

the men to find more easily. , , , . , 

Lonnie found himself moving forward, drawn into the narrow mg 
circle Presently he could see the men all around him in dim outline. 
Their eyes were searching the heavy green pine tops as they went for- 
ward from tree to tree. , 

“Oh, Pa!” he said in a hoarse whisper. Uh, Fa! ... 

He went forward a few steps, looking into the bushes and up into die 
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tree tops. When he saw the other men again, he realized that it was not 
Mark Newsome being sought. He did not know what had made him 
forget like that. 

The creeping forward began to work into the movement of Lonnie’s 
body. He found himself springing forward on his toes, and his body 
was leaning in that direction. It was like creeping up on a rabbit when 
you did not have a gun to hunt with. 

He forgot again what he was doing there. The springing motion in 
his legs seemed to be growing stronger with each step. He bent forward 
so far he could almost touch the ground with his fingertips. He could 
not stop now. He was keeping up with the circle of men. 

The fifteen men were drawing closer and closer togethei. The dawn 
had broken enough to show the time on the face of a watch. The sun 
was beginning to color the sky above. 

Lonnie was far in advance of anyone else by then. He could not hold 
himself back. The strength in his legs was more than he could hold in 
check. 

He had for so long been unable to buy shells for his gun that he had 
forgotten how much he liked to hunt. 

The sound of the men’s steady creeping had become a rhythm in his 
cars. 

“Here’s the bastard!” somebody shouted, and there was a concerted 
crashing through the dry underbrush. Lonnie dashed forward, reach- 
ing the tree almost as quickly as anyone else. 

He could see everybody with guns raised, and far into the sky above 
the sharply outlined face of Clem Henry gleamed in the rising sun. His 
body was hugging the slender top of the pine. 

Lonnie did not know who was the first to fire, but the rest of the men 
did not hesitate. There was a deafening roar as the shot guns and re- 
volvers flared and smoked around the trunk of the tree. 

He closed his eyes; he was afraid to look again at the face above. The 
firing continued without break. Clem hugged the tree with all his 
might, and then, with the far-away sound of splintering wood, the 
top of the tree and Clem came crashing through the lower limbs to the 
ground. The body, sprawling and torn, landed on the ground with a 
thud that stopped Lonnie’s heart for a moment. 

He turned, clutching for the support of a tree, as the firing began 
once more. The crumpled body was tossed time after time, like a sackful 
of kittens being killed with an automatic shotgun, as charges of lead 
were fired into it from all sides. A cloud of dust rose from the ground 
and drifted overhead with the choking odor of burned powder. 

Lonnie did not remember how long the shooting lasted. He found 
himself running from tree to tree, clutching at the rough pine bark, 
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stumbling wildly toward the cleared ground. The sky had turned 
from gray to red when he emerged in the open, and as he ran, falling 
over the hard clods in the plowed held, he tried to keep his eyes on the 
house ahead. 

Once he fell and found it almost impossible to rise again to his feet 
He struggled to his knees, facing the round red sun. The warmth gave 
him strength to rise to his feet, and he muttered unintelligibly to him- 
self. He tried to say things he had never thought to say before. 

When he got home, Hatty was waiting for him in the yard. She had 
heard the shots in the woods, and she had seen him stumbling over the 
hard clods in the field, and she had seen him kneeling there looking 
straight into the face of the sun. Hatty was trembling as she ran to 
Lonnie to find out what the matter was. 

Once in his own yard, Lonnie turned and looked for a second over his 
shoulder. He saw the men climbing over the fence at Arch Gunnard’s. 
Arch’s wife was standing on the back porch, and she was speaking to 
them. 

“Where’s your pa, Lonnie?” Hatty said. “And what iii the world was 
all that shooting in the woods for?” Lonnie stumbled forward until he 
had reached the front porch. He fell upon the steps. 

“Lonnie, Lonnie!” Hatty was saying. “Wake up and tell me what 
in the world is the matter. I’ve never seen the like of all that’s going on.” 

“Nothing,” Lonnie said. “Nothing.” 

“Well, if there’s nothing the matter, can’t you go up to the big house 
and ask for a little piece of streak-of-lean? We aint got a thing to cook 
for breakfast. Your pa’s going to be hungrier than ever after being up 
walking around all night.” 

“What?” Lonnie said, his voice rising to a shout as he jumped to his 
feet. 

“Why, I only said go up to the big house and get a little piece of 
streak-of-lean, Lonnie. That’s all I said.” 

He grabbed his wife about the shoulders. 

“Meat?” he yelled, shaking her roughly. 

“Yes,” she said, pulling away from him in surprise. “Couldn’t you 
go ask Arch Gunnard for a little bit of streak-of-lean?” 

Lonnie slumped down again on the steps, his hands falling betweer 
his outspread legs and his chin falling on his chest. 

“No,” he said almost inaudibly. “No, I aint hungry." 
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Do You Like It Here? 

BY JOHN O’HARA 


JL HE door was open. The door 
had to be kept open during study period, so there was no knock, and 
Roberts was startled when a voice he knew and hated said, “Hey, Roberts. 
Wanted in Van Ness’s office.” The voice was Hughes’. 

“What for?” said Roberts. 

“Why don’t you go and find out what for. Dopey ?” said Hughes. 

“Phooey on you,” said Roberts. 

“Phooey on you," said Hughes, and left. 

Roberts got up from the desk.. He took off his eye-shade and put on a 
tie and coat. He left the light burning. 

Van Ness’s office, which was en suite with his bedroom, was on the 
ground floor of the dormitory, and on the way down Roberts wondered 
what he had done. It got so after a while, after going to so many schools, 
that you recognized the difference between being “wanted in Some- 
body’s office” and “Somebody wants to see you.” If a master wanted to 
see you on some minor matter, it didn’t always mean that you had to go 
to his office; but if it was serious, they always said, “You’re wanted in 
Somebody’s office.” That meant Somebody would be in his office, wait- 
ing for you, waiting specially for you. Roberts didn’t know why this 
difference existed, but it did, all right. Well, all he could think of was 
that he had been smoking in the shower room, but Van Ness never paid 
much attention to that. Everybody smoked in the shower room, and Van 
Ness never did anything about it unless he just happened to catch you. 

For minor offenses Van Ness would speak to you when he made his 
rounds of the rooms during study period. He would walk slowly down 
the corridor, looking in at each room to sec that the proper occupant, 
and no one else, was there; and when he had something to bawl you out 
about^ something unimportant, he would consult a list he carried, and 
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he would stop in and bawl you out about it and tell you what punish* 
mcnt went with it. That was another detail that made the summons to 
the office a little scary. 

Roberts knocked on Van Ness’s half-open door and a voice said, 
“Come in.” 

Van Ness was sitting at his typewriter, which was on a small desk 
beside the large desk. He was in a swivel chair and when he saw Roberts 
he swung around, putting himself behind the large desk, like a damn 
judge. 

He had his pipe in his mouth and he seemed to look over the steel 
rims of his spectacles. The light caught his Phi Beta Kappa key, which 
momentarily gleamed as though it had diamonds in it. 

“Hughes said you wanted me to report here,” said Roberts. 

“I did,” said Van Ness. He took his pipe out of his mouth and began 
slowly to knock the bowl empty as he repeated, “I did.” He finished 
emptying his pipe before he again spoke. He took a long time about it, 
and Roberts, from his years of experience, recognized that as torture 
tactics. They always made you wait to scare you. It was sort of like the 
third degree. The horrible damn thing was that it always did scare you 
a little, even when you were used to it. 

Van Ness leaned back in his chair and stared through his glasses at 
Roberts. He cleared his throat. “You can sit down,” he said. 

“Yes, sir,” said Roberts. He sat down and again Van Ness made him 


“Roberts, you’ve been here now how long— five weeks?” 

“A little over. About six.” 

“About six weeks,” said Van Ness. “Since the seventh of January. Six 
weeks. Strange. Strange. Six weeks, and I really don t know a thing about 
you. Not much, at any rate. Roberts, tell me a little about yourself. 

“How do you mean. Mister?” , . , i i 

“How do I mean ? Well— about your life, before you decided to honor 
us with your presence. Where you came from, what you did, why you 
went to so many schools, so on.” 

“Well, I don’t know.” ^ ^ 

“Oh, now. Now, Roberts. Don’t let your natural modesty overcome 

the autobiographical urge. Shut the door . 

Roberts got up and closed the door. , , • o- 

“Good,” said Van Ness. “Now, proceed with this— uh— dossier. Give 
me the — huh — huh — lowdown on Roberts, Humphrey, Second Form, 


McAllister Memorial Hall, et cetera.” r i • n i 

Roberts, Humphrey, sat down and felt the of his tie. WeU, 1 
don’t know. I was born at West Point, New York. My father was a first 
lieutenant then and he’s a major now. My father and mother and I lived 
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ip a lot of places because he was in the Army and they transferred him. 
Is that the kind of stuff you want, Mister?” 

“Proceed, proceed. I’ll tell you when I want you to — uh — ^halt,” Van 
Ness seemed to think that was funny, that “halt.” 

“Well, I didn’t go to a regular school till,I was ten. My mother got a 
divorce from my father and I went to school in San Francisco. I only 
stayed there a year because my mother got married again and we moved 
to Chicago, Illinois.” 

“Chicago, Illinois! Well, a little geography thrown in, eh, Roberts? 
Gratuitously. Thank you. Proceed.” 

“Well, so then we stayed there about two years and then we moved 
back East, and my stepfather is a certified public accountant and we 
moved around a lot.” 

“Peripatetic, eh, Roberts?” 

“I guess so. I don’t exactly know what that means.” Roberts paused. 

“Go on, go on.” 

“Well, so I just went to a lot of schools, some day and some boarding. 
All that’s written down on my application blank here. I had to put it all 
down on account of my credits.” 

“Correct. A very imposing list it is, too, Roberts, a very imposing list. 
Ah, to travel as you have. Switzerland. How I’ve regretted not having 
gone to school in Switzerland. Did you like it there?” 

“I was only there about three months. I liked it all right, I guess.” 

“And do you like it here, Roberts?” 

“Sure.” 

“You do? You’re sure of that? You wouldn’t want to change any- 
thing ? ” 

“Oh, I wouldn’t say that, not about any school.” 

“Indeed,” said Van Ness. “With your vast experience, naturally you 
would be quite an authority on matters educational. I suppose you have 
many theories as to the strength and weaknesses inherent in the modern 
educational systems.” 

“I don’t know. I just — I don’t know. Some schools are better than 
others. At least I like some better than others.” 

“Of course. Of course.” Van Ness seemed to be thinking about some- 
thing. He leaned back in his swivel chair and gazed at the ceiling. He put 
his hands in his pants pockets and then suddenly he leaned forward. The 
chair came down and Van Ness’s belly was hard against the desk and his 
arm was stretched out on the desk, full length, fist closed. 

“Roberts! Did you ever see this before? Answer me!” Van Ness’s 
voice was hard. He opened his fist, and in it was a wristwatch. 

Roberts looked down at the watch. “No, I don’t think so,” he said. 
He was glad to be able to sav it truthfully. 
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Van Ness continued to hold out his hand, with the wristwatch lying 
in the palm. He held out his hand a long time, fifteen seconds at least, 
without saying anything. Then he turned his hand over and allowed the 
watch to slip onto the desk. He resumed his normal position in the chair. 
He picked up his pipe, slowly filled it, and lit it. He shook the match 
back and forth long after the flame had gone. He swung around a little 
in his chair and looked at the wall, away from Roberts. “As a boy I spent 
six years at this school. My brothers, my two brothers, went to this school. 
My father went to this school. I have a deep and abiding and lasting 
altection for this school. I have been a member of the faculty of this school 
for more than a decade. I like to think that I am part of this school, that 
in some small measure I have assisted in its progress. I like to think of 
it as more than a mere stepping-stone to higher education. At this very 
moment there are in this school the sons of men who were my class- 
mates. I have not been without my opportunities to take a post at this and 
that college or university, but I choose to remain here. Why.^ Why? Be- 
cause I love this place. 1 love this place, Roberts. I cherish its traditions. 
I cherish its good name.” He paused, and turned to Roberts. “Roberts, 
there is no room here for a thief!” 

Roberts did not speak. 

“There is no room here for a thief, I said!” 

“Yes, sir.” 

Van Ness picked up the watch without looking at it. He held it a few 
inches above the desk. “This miserable watch was stolen last Friday 
afternoon, more than likely during the basketball game. As soon as the 
theft was reported to me I imhicdiately instituted a search for it. My 
search was unsuccessful. Sometime Monday afternoon the watch was 
put here, here in my rooms. When I returned here after classes Monday 
afternoon, this watch was lying on my desk. Why? Because the con- 
temptible rat who stole it knew that I had instituted the search, and like 
the rat he is, he turned yellow and returned the watch to me. Whoever 
it is, he kept an entire dormitory under a loathsome suspicion. I say to 
you, I do not know who stole this watch or who returned it to my rooms. 
But by God, Roberts, I’m going to find out, if it s the last thing I do. 
If it’s the last thing I do. That’s all, Roberts. You may go.” Van Ness sat 
back, almost breathless. 

Roberts stood up. “I give you my word of honor, I 

“I said you may go!” said Van Ness. 

Roberts was not sure whether to leave the door open or to close it, 

but he did not ask. He left it open. i /r t • 

He went up the stairs to his room. He went in and took off his coat 
and tie, and sat on the bed. Over and over again, first violently, then 
weakly, he said it, “The bastard, the dirty bastard. 



The Daring Young Man on the 
Flying Trapeze 

BY WILLIAM SAROYAN 


I. SLEEP 


HioRIZONTALLY wakeful 
amid universal widths, practicing laughter and mirth, satire, the end of 
all, of Rome and yes of Babylon, clenched teeth, remembrance, much 
warmth volcanic, the streets of Paris, the plains of Jericho, much gliding 
as of rutile in abstraction, a gallery of watcrcolors, the sea and the fish 
with eyes, symphony, a table in the corner of the Eiffel Tower, jazz at 
the opera house, alarm clock and the tap-dancing of doom, conversation 
with a tree, the river Nile, Cadillac coupe to Kansas, the roar of Dos- 
toyevsky, and the dark sun. 

This earth, the face of one who lived, the form without the weight, 
weeping upon snow, white music, the magnified flower twice the size 
of the universe, black clouds, the caged panther staring, deathless space, 
Mr. Eliot with rolled sleeves baking bread, Flaubert and Guy de Mau- 
passant, a wordless rhyme of early meaning, Finlandia, mathematics 
highly polished and slick as a green onion to the teeth, Jerusalem, the 
path to paradox. 

The deep song of man, the sly whisper of someone unseen but vaguely 
known, hurricane in the cornfield, a game of chess, hush the queen, the 
king, Karl Franz, black Titanic, Mr. Chaplin weeping, Stalin, Hitler, a 
multitude of Jews, tomorrow is Monday, no dancing in the streets. 

0 swift moment of life: it is ended, the earth is again now. 


I3CO 
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II. WAKEFULNESS 


He (the living) dressed and shaved, grinning at himself in the mirror. 
Very unhandsome, he said; where is my tie? (He had but one.) Coffee 
and a gray sky, Pacific Ocean fog, the drone of a passing streetcar, people 
going to the city, time again, the day, prose and poetry. He moved 
swiftly down the stairs to the street and began to walk, thinking sud- 
denly, It is only in sleep that we may J{now that we live. There only, in 
that living death, do we meet ourselves and the jar earth, God and the 
saints, the names of our fathers, the substance of remote moments; it u 
there that the centuries merge in the moment, that the vast becomes the 
tiny, tangible atom of eternity. 

He walked into the day as alertly as might be, making a definite noise 
with his heels, perceiving with his eyes the superficial truth of streets 
and structures, the trivial truth of reality. Helplessly his mind sang. He 
flies through the air with the greatest of ease; the daring young man on 
the flying trapeze; then laughed with all the might of his being. It was 
really a splendid morning: gray, cold, and cheerless, a morning for in- 
ward vigor; ah, Edgar Guest, he said, how I long for your music. 

In the gutter he saw a coin which proved to be a penny dated 1923, 
and placing it in the palm of his hand he examined it closely, remem- 
bering that year and thinking of Lincoln whose profile was stamped 
upon the coin. There was almost nothing a man could do with a penny. 

I will purchase a motorcar, he thought. 1 will dress myself in the fashion 
of a fop, visit the hotel strumpets, drink and dine, and then return to the 
quiet. Or I will drop the coin into a slot and weigh myself. 

It was good to be poor, and me Communists— but it was dreadful to 
be hungry. What appetites they had, how fond they were of food! Empty 
stomachs He remembered how greatly he needed food. Every meal was 
bread and coffee and cigarettes, and now he had no more bread. Coffee 
without bread could never honestly serve as supper, and there were no 
weeds in the park that could be cooked as spinach is cooked. 

If the truth were known, he was half starved, and yet there was sdl 
no end of books he ought to read kfore he died. 
voung Italian in a Brooklyn hospital, a small si A clerk named 
who had said desperately, I would like to see California met before I 
die. And he thought earnestly, I ought at least to read Hamlet once 

^^llwa^thS awake: at the Jought of dying. 
No^wakefulness was a state in the nature of a sustained shi^k A young 
man could perish rather unostentatiously, he 

was very nearly starved. Water and prose were fine, they filM muA 
toS^nk spaeJ. but they were inadequate. If there were only some 
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work he might do for money, some trivial labor in the name of com- 
merce. If they would only allow him to sit at a desk all day and add 
trade figures, subtract and multiply and divide, then perhaps he would 
not die. He would buy food, all sorts of it: untasted delicacies from 
Norway, Italy, and France; all manner of beef, lamb, fish, cheese; grapes, 
figs, pears, apples, melons, which he would worship when he had satis- 
fied his hunger. He would place a bunch of red grapes on a dish beside 
two black figs, a large yellow pear, and a green apple. He would hold a 
cut melon to his nostrils for hours. He would buy great brown loaves of 
French bread, vegetables of all sorts, meat; he would buy life. 

From a hill he saw the city standing majestically in the east, great 
towers, dense with his kind, and there he was suddenly outside of it all, 
almost definitely certain that he should never gain admittance, almost 
positive that somehow he had ve^^tured upon the wrong earth, or perhaps 
into the wrong age, and now a young man of twenty-two was to be per- 
manently ejected from it. This thought was not saddening. He said to 
himself, sometime soon I must write An Application For Permission To 
Live, He accepted the thought of dying v/ithout pity for himself or for 
man, believing that he would at least sleep another night. His rent for 
another day was paid; there was yet another tomorrow. And after that 
he might go where other homeless men went. He might even visit the 
Salvation Army — sing to God and Jesus (unlover of my soul), be saved, 
eat and sleep. But he knew that he would not. His life was a private life. 
He did not wish to destroy this fact. Any other alternative would be 
better. 

T hrough the air on the flying trapeze, his mind hummed. Amusing 
it was, astoundingly funny. A trapeze to God, or to nothing, a flying 
trapeze to some sort of eternity; he prayed objectively for the strength 
to make the flight with grace. 

I have one cent, he said. It is an American coin. In the evening I shall 
polish it until it glows like a sun and I shall study the words. 

He was now walking in the city itself, among living men. There were 
one or two places to go. He saw his reflection in the plate-glass windows 
of stores and was disappointed with his appearance. He seemed not at 
all as strong as he felt; he seemed, in fact, a trifle infirm in every part of 
his body, in his neck, his shoulders, arms, trunk, and knees. This will 
never do, he said, and with an effort he assembled all his disjointed parts 
and became tensely, artificially erect and solid. 

He passed numerous restaurants with magnificent discipline, refusing 
even to glance into them, and at last reached a building, which he en- 
tered. He rose in an elevator to the seventh floor, moved down a hall, 
and, opening a door, walked into the oflTice of an employment agency. 
Already there were two dozen young men in the place; he found a 
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c(>rner where he stood waiting his turn to be interviewed. At length he 
was granted this great privilege and was questioned by a thin, scatter- 
brained miss of fifty. 

Now tell me, she said; what can you do? 

He was embarrassed. I can write, he said pathetically. 

You mean your penmanship is good? Is that it? said the elderly 
maiden. 

Well, yes, he replied. But I mean that I can write. 

Write what? said the miss, almost with anger. 

Prose, he said simply. 

There was a pause. At last the lady said: 

Can you use a typewriter? 

Of course, said the young man. 

All right, Vx^ent on the miss, we have your address; we will get in touch 
with you. There is nothing this morning, nothing at all. 

It was much the same at the other agency, except that he was ques- 
tioned by a conceited young man who closely resembled a pig. From the 
agencies he went to the large department stores: there was a good deal 
of pomposity, some humiliation on his part, and finally the report that 
work was not available. He did not feel displeased, and strangely did 
not even feel that he was personally involved in all the foolishness. He 
was a living young man who was in need of money with which to go on 
being one, and there was no way of getting it except by working for it; 
and there was no work. It was purely an abstract problem which he 
wished for the last time to attempt to solve. Now he was pleased that the 


matter was closed. ri- ir t- 

He began to perceive the definiteness of the course of his life, bxcept 
for moments, it had been largely artless, but now at the last minute he 
was determined that there should be as little imprecision as possible. 

He passed countless stores and restaurants on his way to the 
Y. M. C. A., where he helped himself to paper and ink and began to 
compose his Application. For an hour he worked on this document, then 
suddenly, owing to the bad air in the place and to hunger, he became 
faint. He seemed to be swimming away from himself with great strokes, 
and hurriedly left the building. In the Civic Center Park, across froni the 
Public Library Building, he drank almost a quart of water and felt him- 
self refreshed. An old man was standing in the center of^e brick boule- 
vard surrounded by sea gulls, pigeons, and robins He was ‘aking 
handfuls of bread crumbs from a large paper sack and tossing them to 

die birds with a gallant gesture. • r l 

' Dimly he felt impelled to ask the old mart for a portion of the crum^ 
but he did not allow the thought even nearly to reach consciousness; he 
entered the Public Library and for an hour read Proust, then, feeling 
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himsdf to be swimming away again, he rushed outdoors. He drank more 
water at the fountain in the park and began the long walk to his room. 

ril go and sleep some more, he said; there is nothing else to do. He 
knew now that he was much too tired and weak to deceive himself about 
being all right, and yet his mind seemed somehow still lithe and alert. 
It, as if it were a separate entity, persisted in articulating impertinent 
pleasantries about his very real physical suffering. He reached his room 
early in the afternoon and immediately prepared coffee on the small gas 
range. There was no milk in the can and the half pound of sugar he had 
purchased a week before was all gone; he drank a cup of the hot black 
fluid, sitting on his bed and smiling. 

From the Y. M. C. A. he had stolen a dozen sheets of letter paper upon 
which he hoped to complete his document, but now the very notion of 
writing was unpleasant to him. There was nothing to say. He began to 
polish the penny he had found in the morning, and this absurd act 
somehow afforded him great enjoyment. No American coin can be made 
to shine so brilliantly as a penny. How many pennies would he need to 
go on living? Wasn’t there something more he might sell? He looked 
about the bare room. No. His watch was gone; also his books. All those 
fine books; nine of them for eighty-five cents. He felt ill and ashamed for 
having parted with his books. His best suit he had sold for two dollars, 
but that was all right. He didn’t mind at all about clothes. But the books. 
That was different. It made him very angry to think that there was no 
respect for men who wrote. 

He placed the shining penny on the table, looking upon it with the 
delight of a miser. How prettily it smiles, he said. Without reading them 
be looked at the words, E Pluribus Unum One Cent United States Of 
America, and turning the penny over, he saw Lincoln and the words. 
In God We Trust Uberty 792 j. How beautiful it is, he said. 

He became drowsy and felt a ghastly illness coming over his blood, 
a feeling of nausea and disintegration. Bewildered, he stood beside his 
bed, thinking that there is nothing to do but sleep. Already he felt him- 
self making great strides through the fluid of the earth, swimming away 
to the beginning. He fell face down upon the bed, saying, I ought first ai 
least to give the coin to some child. A child could buy any number of 
things with a penny. 

Then stviftly, neatly, with the grace of the young man on the trapeze, 
he was gone from his body. For an eta-nal moment he was all things at 
once: the bird, the fish, the rodent, the reptile, and man. An ocean of 
print undulated endlessly and darkly before him. The city burned. The 
herded crowd rioted. The earth circled away, and knowing that he did 
so, he turned his lost face to the empty sky and became dreamless, 
unalivc, perfect. 



The Hitch-Hikers 

BY EUDORA WELTY 


T 

±OJ 


. OM HARRIS, a thirty-year- 
old salesman traveling in office supplies, got out of Victory a little after 
noon and saw people in Midnight and Louise, but went on toward 
Memphis. It was a base, and he was thinking he would like to do some- 
thing that night. 

Toward evening, somewhere in the middle of the Delta, he slowed 
down to pick up two hitch-hikers. One of them stood still by the side 
of the pavement, with his foot stuck out like an, old root, but the other 
was playing a yellow guitar which caught the late sun as it came in a 
long straight bar across the Helds. 

Harris would get sleepy driving. On the road he did some things 
rather out of a dream. And the recurring sight of hitch-hikers waiting 
against the sky gave him the flash of a sensation he had known as a 
child: standing still, with nothing to touch him, feeling tall and having 
the world come all at once into its round shape underfoot and rush 
and turn through space and make his stand very precarious and lonely. 
He qjcned the car door. 

“How you do.?” 

“How you do.?” 

Harris spoke to hitch-hikers almost formally. Now resuming his 
speed, he moved over a little in the seat. There was no room in the back 
for anybody. The man with the guitar was riding with it between his 
legs. Harris reached over and flicked on the radio. 

“Well, musicl” said the man with the guitar. Presently he began to 
smile. “Well, we been there a whole day in that one spot,” he said softly. 
“Seen the sun go clear over. Course, part of the time we laid down under 
that one tree and taken our ease.” 

They rode without talking while the sun went down in red clouds 
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and the radio program changed a few times. Harris switched on his 
lights. Once the man with the guitar started to sing “The One Rose 
That’s Left in My Heart,” which came over the air, played by the Aloha 
Boys. Then in shyness he stopped, but made a streak on the radio dial 
with his blackly calloused finger tip. 

“I 'preciate them big ’lectric gittars some have,” he said. 

“Where are you going?” 

“Looks like north.” 

“It’s north,” said Harris. “Smoke?” 

The other man held out his hand. 

“Well . . . rarely,” said the man with the guitar. 

At the use of the unexpected word, Harris’s cheek twitched, and he 
handed over his pack of cigarettes. All three lighted up. The silent man 
held his cigarette in front of him like a piece of money, between his 
thumb and forefinger. Harris realized that he wasn’t smoking it, but 
was watching it burn. 

“My! gittin’ night agin,” said the man with the guitar in a voice that 
could assume any social surprise. 

“Anything to eat?” asked Harris. 

The man gave a pluck to a low string and glanced at him. 

“Dewberries,” said the other man. It was his only remark, and it was 
delivered in a slow and pondering voice. 

“Some nice little rabbit come skinnin’ by,” said the man with the 
guitar, nudging Harris with a slight punch in his side, “but it run off the 
way it come.” 

The other man was so bogged in inarticulate anger that Harris could 
imagine him running down a cotton row after the rabbit. He smiled 
but did not look around. 

“Now to look out for a place to sleep — is that it?” he remarked dog- 
gedly. 

A pluck of the strings again, and the man yawned. 

There was a little town coming up; the lights showed for twenty 
miles in the flat land. 

“Is that Dulcie?” Harris yawned too. 

“I bet you ain’t got no idea where all I’ve slep’,” the man said, turning 
around in his scat and speaking directly to Harris, with laughter in his 
face that in the light of a road sign appeared strangely teasing. 

“I could eat a hamburger,” said Harris, swinging out of the road 
under the sign in some automatic gesture of evasion. He looked out of 
the window, and a girl in red pants leaped onto the running board. 

“Three and three beers?” she askei smiling, with her head poked 
in. “Hi,” she said to Harris. 

“How are you?” said Harris. “That’s right.” 
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“My,” said the man with the guitar. “Red sailor-boy britches.” Harris 
listened for the guitar note, but it did not come. “But not purty,” he 
said. 

The screen door of the joint whined, and a man’s voice called, “Come 
on in, boys, we got girls.” 

Harris cut off the radio, and they listened to the nickelodeon which 
was playing inside the joint and turning the window blue, red and green 
in turn. 

“Hi,” said the car-hop again as she came out with the tray. “Looks 
like rain.” 

They ate the hamburgers rapidly, without talking. A girl came and 
looked out of the window of the joint, leaning on her hand. The same 
couple kept dancing by behind her. There was something brassy play- 
ing, a swing record of “Love, Oh Love, Oh Careless Love.” 

“Same songs ever ’where,” said the man with the guitar softly. “I come 

down from the hills We had us owls for chickens and fox for yard 

dogs but we sung true.” 

Nearly every time the man spoke Harris’s cheek twitched. He was 
easily amused. Also, he recognized at once any sort ol attempt to confide, 
and then its certain and hasty retreat. And the more anyc^ne said, the 
further he was drawn into a willingness to listen. I’ll hear him play his 
guitar yet, he thought. It had got to be a pattern in his days and nights, 
it was almost automatic, his listening, like the way his hand went to his 
pocket for money. 

“That’n’s most the same as a ballat,” said the man, licking mustard 
off his finger. “My ma, she was the one for ballats. Little in the waist as a 
dirt-dauber, but her voice carrica. Had her a whole lot of tunes. Long 
ago dead an’ gone. Pa’d come home from the courthouse drunk as a 
wheelbarrow, and she’d just pick up an’ go sit on the frcnit step facin’ 
the hill an’ sing. Ever’thiiig she knowed, she’d sing. Dead an gone, 
an’ the house burned down.” He gulped at his beer. His foot was pat- 

said Harris, touching one of the keys on the guitar. “Couldn’t 
you stop somewhere along here and make money playing this. 

Of course it was by the guitar that he had known at once that they 
were not mere hitch-hikers. They were tramps. They were full b own, 
abandoned to this. Both of them were. But when he touched it he knew 
obscurely that it was the yellow guitar, that bold and gay burden in the 
tramp’s arms, that had caused him to stop and pick them up. 

The man hit it flat with the palm of his hand. 

“This box.? Just play it for myself.” . , . ■ , . 

Harris laughed delightedly, but somehow he had a desire to tease him, 
to make him swear to his freedom. 
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“You wouldn’t stop and play somewhere like this? For them to 
dance? When you know all the songs?” 

Now the fellow laughed out loud. He turned and spoke completely 
as if the other man could not hear him. “Well, but right now I got him” 

“Him?” Harris stared ahead. 

“He’d gripe. He don’t like foolin’ around. He wants to git on. You 
always git a partner got notions.” 

The other tramp belched. Harris laid his hand on the horn. 

“Hurry back,” said the car-hop, opening a heart-shaped pocket over 
her heart and dropping the tip courteously within. 

“Aw river!” sang out the man with the guitar. 

As they pulled out into the road again, the other man began to lift 
a beer bottle, and stared beseechingly, with his mouth full, at the man 
with the guitar. 

“Drive back, mister. Sobby forgot to give her back her bottle. Drive 
back.” 

“Too late,” said Harris rather firmly, speeding on into Dulcie, think- 
ing, I was about to take directions from him. 

Harris stopped the car in front of the Dulcie Hotel on the square. 

“ ’Preciated it,” said the man, taking up his guitar. 

“Wait here.” 

They stood on the walk, one lighted by the street light, the other in 
the shadow of the statue of the Confederate soldier, both caved in and 
giving out an odor of dust, both sighing with obedience. 

Harris went across the yard and up the one step into the hotel. 

Mr. Gene, the proprietor, a white-haired man with little dark freckles 
all over his face and hands, looked up and shoved out his arm at the same 
time. 

“If he ain’t back.” He grinned. “Been about a month to the day — I 
was just remarking.” 

“Mr. Gene, I ought to go on, but I got two fellows out front. O.K., 
but they’ve just got nowhere to sleep tonight, and you know that little 
back porch.” 

“Why, it’s a beautiful night out!” bellowed Mr. Gene, and he laughed 
silently. 

“They’d get fleas in your bed,” said Harris, showing the back of his 
hand. “But you know that old porch. It’s not so bad. I slept out there 
once, I forget how.” 

The proprietor let his laugh out like a flood. Then he sobered abruptly. 

“Sure. O.K.,” he said. “Wait a minute — ^Mike’s sick. Come here, Mike, 
it’s just old Harris passin’ through.” 

Mike was an ancient collie dog. He rose from a quilt near the door 
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and moved over the square brown rug, stiffly, like a table walking, and 
shoved himself between the men, swinging his long head from Mr. 
Gene’s hand to Harris’s and bearing down motionless with his jaw in 
Harris’s palm. 

“You sick, Mike?” asked Harris. 

“Dyin* of old age, that’s what he’s doin’l” blurted the proprietor as if 
in anger. 

Harris began to stroke the dog, but the familiarity in his hands 
changed to slowness and hesitancy. Mike looked up out of his eyes 

“His spirit’s gone. You see?” said Mr. Gene pleadingly. 

“Say, look,” said a voice at the front door. 

“Come in, Cato, and see poor old Mike,” said Mr. Gene. 

“I knew that was your car, Mr. Harris,” said the boy. He was nerv- 
ously trying to tuck a Bing Crosby cretonne shirt into his pants like 
a real shirt. Then he looked up and said, “They was tryin’ to take your 
car, and down the street one of ’em like to bust the other one’s head 
wide op’m with a bottle. Looks like you would ’a’ heard the commotion. 
Everybody’s out there. I said, ‘That's Mr. Tom Harris’s car, look at the 
out-of-town license and look at all the stuff he all time carries around 


with him, all bloody.’ ” 

“He’s not dead though,” said Harris, kneeling on the seat of his car. 

It was the man with the guitar. The little ceiling light had been turned 
on. With blood streaming from his broken head, he was slumped down 
upon the guitar, his legs bowed around it, his arms at either side, his 
whole body limp in the posture of a bareback rider. Harris was aware 
of the other face not a yard away: the man the guitar player had called 
Sobby was standing on the curb, with two men unnecessarily holding 
him. He looked more like a bystander than any of the rest, except that 
he still held the beer bottle in his right hand. 

“Looks like if he was fixin’ to hit him, he would of hit him with that 
gittar,” said a voice. “That’d be a real good thing to hit somebody with. 


Whang!” . . , . . -r 

“The way I figure this thing out is,” said a penetrating voice, as it a 

woman were explaining it all to her husband, “the men was left to ’em- 
selves. So — that ’n’ yonder wanted to make off with the car he s the 
bad one. So the good one says, Naw, that ain t right. 

Or was it the other way around? thought Harris dreamily. 

“So the other one says bam! bam! He whacked him over the head. 

And so dumb— right where the movie was letting out.” 

“Who’s got my car keys!" Harris kept shouting. He had, without 
realizing it, kicked away the prop, the guitar; and he had stopped the 

blood with something. ,111.11. 1 

Nobody had to tell him where the ramshackle little hospital was- 
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he had been there once before, on a Delta trip. With the constable 
scuttling along after and then riding on the running board, glasses held 
tenderly in one fist, the handcuffed Sobby dragged alongside by the 
other, with a long line of little boys in flowered shirts accompanying him 
on bicycles, riding in and out of the headlight beam, with the rain falling 
in front of him and with Mr. Gene shouting in a sort of plea from the 
hotel behind and Mike beginning to echo the barking of the rest of the 
dogs, Harris drove in all carefulness down the long tree-dark street, with 
his wet hand pressed on the horn. 

The old doctor came down the walk and, joining them in the car, 
slowly took the guitar player by the shoulders. 

“1 ’spec’ he gonna die though,” said a colored child’s voice mourn- 
fully. “Wonder who goin* to git his box?” 

In a room on the second floor of the two-story hotel Harris put on 
clean clothes, while Mr. Gene lay on the bed with Mike across his 
stomach. 

“Ruined that Christmas tie you came in.” The proprietor was talking 
in short breaths. “It took it out of Mike, I’m tellin’ you.” He sighed. 
“First time he’s barked since Bud Milton shot up that Chinese.” He 
lifted his head and took a long swallow of the hotel whisky, and tears 
appeared in his warm brown eyes. “Suppose they’d done it on the 
porch.” 

The phone rang. 

“See, everybody knows you’re here,” said Mr. Gene. 

“Ruth?” he said, lifting the receiver, his voice almost contrite. 

But it was for the proprietor. 

When he had hung up he said, “That little peanut — he ain’t ever goin’ 
to learn which end is up. The constable. Got a nigger already in the 
jail, so he’s runnin’ round to find a place to put this fella of yours with 
the bottle, and damned if all he can think of ain’t the hotel!” 

“Hell, is he going to spend the night with me?” 

“Well, the same thing. Across the hall. The other fella may die. Only 
place in town with a key but the bank, he says.” 

“What time is it?” asked Harris all at once. 

“Oh, it ain’t late/' said Mr. Gene. 

He opened the door for Mike, and the two men followed the dog 
slowly down the stairs. The light was out on the landing. Harris looked 
out of the old half-open stained-glass window. 

“Is that rain?” 

“It’s been rainin’ since dark, but you don’t ever know a thing like that 
—it’s proverbial.” At the desk he held up a brown package. “Here. I sent 
Cato after some Memphis whisky for you. He had to do something.” 
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“Thanks.” 

“I’ll see you. I don’t guess you’re goin’ to get away very shortly in the 
mornin’. I’m real sorry they did it in your car if they were goin’ to do it.” 
“That’s all right,” said Harris. “You’d better have a little of this.” 
“That.? It’d kill me,” said Mr. Gene. 


In a drugstore Harris phoned Ruth, a woman he knew in town, and 
found her at home having a party. 

“Tom Harris! Sent by heaven!” she cried. “I was wondering what 
I’d do about Carol — this babyr 

“What’s the matter with her.?” 

“No date.” 

Some other people wanted to say hello from the party. He listened 
awhile and said he’d be out. 

This had postponed the call to the hospital. He put in another nickel. 

, . . There was nothing new about the guitar player. 

“Like I told you,” the doctor said, “we don’t have the facilities for 
giving transfusions, and he’s been moved plenty without you taking him 
to Memphis.” 

Walking over to the party, so as not to use his car, making the only 
sounds in the dark wet street, and only partly aware of the indeterminate 
shapes of houses with their soft-shining fanlights marking them off, 
there with the rain falling mist-like through the trees, he almost forgot 
what town he was in and which house he was bound for. 

Ruth, in a long dark dress, leaned against an open door, laughing. 
From inside came the sounds rf at least two people playing a duct on 


the piano. 1 1 

“He would come like this and get all wet!” she cried over her shoul- 
der into the room. She was leaning back on her hands. “What’s the mat- 
ter with your little blue car .? I hope you brought us a present. 

He went in with her and began shaking hands, and set the bottle 
wrapped in the paper sack on a table. 

“He never forgets!” cried Ruth. 

“Drinkin’ whisky!” Everybody was noisy again. „ , • 

“So this is the famous ‘he’ that everybody talks about all the time, 
pouted a girl in a white dress. “Is he one of your cousins, Ruth ? 

“No kin of mine, he’s nothing but a vagabond, said Ruth, and led 

Harris off to the kitchen by the hand. . . Ji , 

I wish they’d call me “you” when I’ve got here, he thought tircdly. 

“More has gone on than a little bit.” she said and told him the news 
while he poured fresh drinks into the glasses. When she accused hi in of 
nothing, of no carelessness or disregard of her feelings, he was fairly sure 
she had not heard about the assault m his car. 
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She was looking at him closely. “Where did you get that sunburn?” 

“Well, I had to go to the Coast last week/* he said. 

“What did you do?” 

“Same old thing.” He laughed; he had started to tell her about some- 
thing funny in Bay St. Louis, where an eloping couple had flagged him 
down in the residential section and threatened to break up if he would 
not carry them to the next town. Then he remembered how Ruth 
looked when he mentioned other places where he stopped on trips. 

Somewhere in the house the phone rang and rang, and he caught 
himself jumping. Nobody was answering it. 

“I thought you’d quit drinking,” she said, picking up the bottle. 

“I start and quit,” he said, taking it from her and pouring his drink. 
“Where’s my date?” 

“Oh, she’s in Leland,” said Ruth. 

They all drove over in two cars to get her. 

She was a slight little thing, with her nightgown in some sort of little 
bag. She came out when they blew the horn, before he could go in after 
her. . . . 

“Let’s go holler off the bridge,” said somebody in the car ahead. 

They drove over a little gravel road, miles through the misty fields, 
and came to the bridge out in the middle of nowhere. 

“liCt’s dance,” said one of the boys. He grabbed Carol around the 
waist, and they began to tango over the boards. 

“Did you miss me?” asked Ruthv She stayed by him, standing in the 
road. 

“Woo-hool” they cried. 

“I wish I knew what makes it holler back,” said one girl. “There’s 
nothing anywhere. Some of my kinfolks can’t even hear it.” 

“Yes, it’s funny,” said Harris, with a cigarette in his mouth. 

“Some people say it’s an old steamboat got lost once.” 

“Might be.” 

They drove around and waited to see if it would stop raining. 

Back in the lighted rooms at Ruth’s he saw Carol, his date, give him a 
strange little glance. At the moment he was serving her with a drink 
from the tray. 

“Are you the one everybody’s ’miratin’ and gyratin’ over?” she said, 
before she would put her hand out. 

“Yes,” he said, “I come from afar.” He placed the strongest drink from 
the tray in her hand, with a little flourish. 

“Hurry back!” called Ruth. 

In the pantry Ruth came over and stood by him while he set more 
glasses on the tray and then followed him out to the kitchen. Was she at 
all curious about him? he wondered. For a moment, when they were 
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simply close together, her lips parted, and she stared off at nothing; her 
jealousy seemed to let her go free. The rainy wind from the back porch 
stirred her hair. 

As if under some illusion, he set the tray down and told her about the 
two hitch-hikers. 

Her eyes flashed. 

“What a — stupid thing!” Furiously she seized the tray when he 
reached for it. 

The phone was ringing again. Ruth glared at him. 

It was as though he had made a previous engagement with the hitch- 
hikers. 

Everybody was meeting them at the kitchen door. 

“Aha!'’ cried one of the men, Jackson. “He tries to put one over on 
you, girls. Somebody just called up, Ruth, about the murder in Tom’s 
car.” 

“Did he die?” asked Harris, without moving. 

“I knew all about it!” cried Ruth, her cheeks flaming. “He told me all 
about it. It practically ruined his car. Didn’t it!” 

“Wouldn’t he get into something crazy like that?” 

“It’s because he’s an angel,” said the girl named Carol, his date, speak- 
ing in a hollow voice from her highball glass. 

“Who phoned?” asked Harris. i j i » i 

“Old Mrs. Daggett, that old lady about a million years old that s al- 
ways calling up. She was right there.” ^ 

Harris phoned the doctor’s home and woke the doctor s wife. The 
guitar player was still the same. i i- j 

“This is so exciting, tell us all,” said a fat boy. Hams knew he lived 
fifty miles up the river and had driven down under the impression that 
there would be a bridge game. 

“It was just a fight.” „ , 

“Oh, he wouldn’t tell you, he never talks. 1 11 tell you, said Ruth. Get 

your drinks, for goodness sake. , c • 

So the incident became a story. Harris grew very tired of it 

“It’s marvelous the way he always gets m with somebody and then 

something happens,” said Ruth, her eyes completely black. 

“Oh, Iw’s my hero,” said Carol, and she went out and stood on the 

'’“^^^be you’ll still be here tomorrow,” Ruth said to Harris, uking his 
arm. “Will you be detained, maybe?” 

“If he dies,” said Harris. 

He told them all good-bye. » 

“Let’s all go to Greenville and get a Coke, said Ruth. 

“No,” he said. “Good night.” 
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“ ‘Aw river,* ” said the girl in the white dress. “Isn’t that what the 
little man said?” 

“Yes,” said Harris, the rain falling on him, and he refused to spend 
the night or to be taken in a car back to the hotel. 

In the antlered lobby, Mr. Gene bent over asleep under a lamp by the 
desk phone. His freckles seemed to come out darker when he was asleep. 

Harris woke him. “Go to bed,” he said. “What was the idea? Any- 
thing happened?” 

“I just wanted to tell you that little buzzard’s up in 202. Locked and 
double-locked, handcuffed to the bed, but I wanted to tell you.” 

“Oh. Much obliged.” 

“All a gentleman could do,” said Mr. Gene. He was drunk. “Warn 
you what’s sleepin’ under your roof.” 

“Thanks,” said Harris. “It’s almost morning. Look.” 

“Poor Mike can’t sleep,” said Mr. Gene. “He scrapes somethin* when 
he breathes. Did the other fella poop out?” 

“Still unconscious. No change,” said Harris. He took the bunch of 
keys which the proprietor was handing him. 

“You keep ’em,” said Mr. Gene. 

In the next moment Harris saw his hand tremble and he took hold 
of it. 

“A murderer!” whispered Mr. Gene. All his freckles stood out. “Here 
he came . . . with not a word to say . . .” 

“Not a murderer yet,” said Harris, starting to grin. 

When he passed 202 and heard no sound, he remembered what old 
Sobby had said, standing handcuffed in front of the hospital, with no- 
body listening to him. “I was jist tired of him always uppin* an’ makin’ 
a noise about ever’thing.” 

In his room, Harris lay down on the bed without undressing or turn- 
ing out the light. He was too tired to sleep. Half blinded by the unshaded 
bulb he stared at the bare plaster walls and the equally white surface of 
the mirror above the empty dresser. Presently he got up and turned on 
the ceiling fan, to create some motion and sound in the room. It was a 
defective fan which clicked with each revolution, on and on. He lay per- 
feedy still beneath it, with his clothes on, unconsciously breathing in a 
rhythm related to the beat of the fan. 

He shut his eyes suddenly. When the) were closed, in the red darkness 
he felt all patience leave him. It was like the beginning of desire. He re- 
membered the girl dropping money into her heart-shaped pocket, and 
remembered a disturbing possessiveness, which meant nothing, Ruth 
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leaning on her hands. He knew he would not be held by any of it. It was 
for relief, almost, that his thoughts turned to pity, to wonder about the 
two tramps, their conflict, the sudden brutality when his back was 
turned. How would it turn out? It was in this suspense that it was more 
acceptable to him to feel the helplessness of his life. 

He could forgive nothing in this evening. But it was too like other 
evenings, this town was too like other towns, for him to move out of this 
lying still clothed on the bed, even into comfort or despair. Even the rain 
— there was often rain, there was often a party, and there had been other 
violence not of his doing — other fights, not quite so pointless, but fights 
in his car; fights, unheralded confessions, sudden love-making — none of 
any of this his, not his to keep, but belonging to the people of these towns 
he passed through, coming out of their rooted pasts and their mock 
rambles, coming out of their time. He himself had no time. He was free; 
helpless. We wished he knew how the guitar player was, if he was still 
unconscious, if he felt pain. 

He sat up on the bed and then got up and walked to the window. 

“Tom!” said a voice outside in the dark. 

Automatically he answered and listened. It was a girl. He could not 
see her, but she must have been standing on the little plot of grass that 
ran around the side of the hotel. Wet feet, pneumonia, he thought. And 
he was so tired he thought of a girl from the wrong town. 

He went down and unlocked the door. She ran in as far as the middle 
of the lobby as though from impetus. It was Carol, from the party. 

“You’re wet,” he said. He touched her. 

“Always raining.” She looke'^ up at him, stepping back. “How are 
you?” 

“O.K., fine,” he said. 

“I was wondering,” she said nervously. “I knew the light would be 
you. I hope I didn’t wake up anybody.” Was old Sobby asleep? he won- 
dered. 

“Would you like a drink? Or do you want to go to the All-Nite and 
get a Coca-Cola ? ” he said. 

“It’s open,” she said, making a gesture with her hand. “The All-Nite’s 
open — I just passed it.” 

They went out into the mist, and she put his coat on with silent pro- 
test, in the dark street not drunken but womanly. 

“You didn’t remember me at the party,” she said, and did not look up 
when he made his exclamation. “They say you never forget anybody, so 
I found out they were wrong about that anyway. 

“They’re often wrong,” he said, and then hurriedly, “Who are you?” 

“We used to stay at the Manning Hotel on the Coast every summer—- 
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I wasn’t grown. Carol Thames. Just dances and all, but you had just 
started to travel then, it was on your trips, and you— you talked at inter- 
mission.” 

He laughed shortly, but she added: 

“You talked about yourself.” 

They walked past the tall wet church, and their steps echoed. 

“Oh, it wasn’t so long ago — five years,” she said. Under a magnolia 
tree she put her hand out and stopped him, looking up at him with her 
child’s face. “But when I saw you again tonight I wanted to know how 
you were getting along.” 

He said nothing, and she went on. 

“You used to play the piano.” 

They passed under a street light, and she glanced up as if to look for 
the little tic in his cheek. 

“Out on the big porch where they danced,” she said, walking on. 
“Paper lanterns . . .” 

“I’d forgotten that, is one thing sure,” he said. “Maybe you’ve got the 
wrong man. I’ve got cousins galore who all play the piano.” 

“You’d put your hands down on the keyboard like you’d say, ‘Now 
this is how it really is!’ ” she cried, and turned her head away. “I guess I 
was crazy about you, though.” 

“Crazy about me then?” He struck a match and held a cigarette be- 
tween his teeth. 

“No — yes, and now tool” she cried sharply, as if driven to deny him. 

They came to the little depot where a restless switch engine was hiss- 
ing, and crossed the black street. The past and present joined like this, 
he thought, it never happened often to me, and it probably won’t happen 
again. He took her arm and led her through the dirty screen door of the 
All-Nite. 

He waited at the counter while she sat down by the wall table and 
wiped her face all over with her handkerchief. He carried the black 
coffees over to the table himself, smiling at her from a little distance. 
They sat under a calendar with some picture of giant trees being cut 
down. 

They said little. A fly bothered her. When the coffee was all gone he 
put her into the old Cadillac taxi that always stood in front of the depot. 

Before he shut the taxi door he said, frowning, “I appreciate it. . . . 
You’re sweet.” 

Now she had torn her handkerchief. She held it up and began to cry. 
“What’s sweet about me?” It was the look of bewilderment in her face 
that he would remember. 

“To come out, like this— in the rain — to be here. . . He shut the door, 
partly from weariness. 
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She was holding her breath. “I hope your friend doesn’t die,” she said. 
“All I hope is your friend gets well.” 

But when he woke up the next morning and phoned the hospital, the 
guitar player was dead. He had been dying while Harris was sitting in 
thcAll-Nitc. 

“It was a murderer,” said Mr. Gene, pulling Mike’s cars. “That was 
just plain murder. No way anybody could call that an affair of honor.” 

The man called Sobby did not oppose an invitation to confess. He 
stood erect and turning his head about a little, and almost smiled at all 
the men who had come to see him. After one look at him Mr. Gene, who 
had come with Harris, went out and slammed the door behind him. 

All the same, Sobby had found little in the night, asleep or awake, to 
say about it. “I done it, sure,” he said. “Didn’t evcr’body sec me, or was 
they blind?” 

They asked him about the man he had killed. 

“N am e Sanford,” he said, standing still, with his foot out, as if he were 
trying to recall something particular and minute. “But he didn’t have 
nothing and he didn’t have no folks. No more’n me. Him and me, we 
took up together two weeks back.” He looked up at their faces as if for 
support. “He was uppity, though. He bragged. He carried a gittar 
around.” He whimpered. “It was his notion to run off with the car. 

Harris, fresh from the barbershop, was standing in the filling station 

where his car was being polished. 

A ring of little boys in bright shirt-tails surrounded him and the car, 

with some colored boys waiting 'i-ehind them. 

“Could they git all the blood off the seat and the steerin’ wheel, Mr. 
Harris?” 

He nodded. They ran away. 

“Mr. Harris,” said a little colored boy who stayed. Does you want 
the box?” 

“The what?” , 

He pointed, to where it lay in the back scat with the sample cases. 

“The po’ kilt man’s gittar. Even the policemans didn’t want it. 

“No,” said Harris, and handed it over. 
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JLHE red sunset, with narrow, 
black cloud strips like threats across it, lay on the curved horizon of the 
prairie. The air was still and cold, and in it settled the mute darkness and 
greater cold of night. High in the air there was wind, for through the 
veil of the dusk the clouds could be seen gliding rapidly south and chang- 
ing shapes. A sensation of torment, of two-sided, unpredictable nature, 
arose from the stillness of the earth air beneath the violence of the upper 
air. Out of the sunset, through the dead, matted grass and isolated weed 
stalks of the prairie, crept the narrow and deeply rutted remains of a 
road. In the road, in places, there were crusts of shallow, brittle ice. There 
were little islands of an old oiled pavement in the road too, but most of 
it was mud, now frozen rigid. The frozen mud still bore the toothed 
impress of great tanks, and a wanderer on the neighboring undulations 
might have stumbled, in this light, into large, partially filled-in and 
weed-grown cavities, their banks channeled and beginning to spread into 
badlands. These pits were such as might have been made by falling 
meteors, but they were not. They were the scars of gigantic bombs, their 
rawness already made a little natural by rain, seed and time. Along the 
road there were rakish remnants of fence. There was also, just visible, 
one portion of tangled and multiple barbed wire still erect, behind which 
was a shelving ditch with small caves, now very quiet and empty, at in- 
tervals in its back wall. Otherwise there was no structure or remnant of 
a structure visible over the dome of the darkling earth, but only, in 
sheltered hollows, the darker shadows of young trees trying again. 

Under the wuthering arch of the high wind a V of wild geese fled 
south. The rush of their pinions sounded briefly, and the faint, plaintive 
notes of their expeditionary talk. Then they left a still greater vacancy. 
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There was the smell and expectation of snow, as there is likely to be when 
the vMld geese fly south. From the remote distance, toward the red sky, 
came faintly the protracted howl and quick yap-yap of a prairie wolf. 

North of the road, perhaps a hundred yards, lay the parallel and deeply 
intrenched course of a small creek, lined with leafless alders and willows. 
The creek was already silent under ice. Into the bank above it was dug a 
sort of cell, with a single opening, like the mouth of a mine tunnel. 
Within the cell there was a little red of fire, which showed dully through 
the opening, like a reflection or a deception of the imagination. The 
light came from the chary burning of four blocks of poorly aged peat, 
which gave off a petty warmth and much acrid smoke. But the precious 
remnants of wood, old fence posts and timbers from the long-deserted 
dugouts, had to be saved for the real cold, for the time when a man’s 
breath blew white, the moisture in his nostrils stiffened at once when he 
stepped out, and the expansive blizzards paraded for days over the vast 
open, swirling and settling and thickening, till the dawn of the cleared 
day when the sky was a thin blue-green and the terrible cold, in which 
a man could not live for three hours unwarmed, lay over the uniformly 
drifted swell of the plain. 

Around the smoldering peat four men were seated cross-legged. Be- 
hind them, traversed by their shadows, was the earth bench, with two 
old and dirty army blankets, where the owner of the cell slept. In a niche 
in the opposite wall were a few tin utensils which caught the glint of the 
coals. The host was rewrapping in a piece of daubed burlap, four fine, 
leather-bound books. He worked slowly and very carefully, and at last 
tied the bundle securely with a piece of grass-woven cord. The other 
three looked intently upon the process, as if a great significance lay in it. 
As the host tied the cord, he spoke. He was an old man, his long, matted 
beard and hair gray to nearly white. The shadows made his brows and 
cheekbones appear gnarled, his eyes and cheeks deeply sunken. His big 
hands, rough with frost and swollen by rheumatism, were awkward but 
gentle at their task. He was like a prehistoric priest performing a fateful 
ceremonial rite. Also his voice had in it a suitable quality of deep, reverent 
despair, yet perhaps, at the moment, a sharpness of selfish satisfaction. 

“When I perceived what was happening,” he said, “I told myself, ‘It 
is the end. I cannot take much; I will take these.’ 

“Perhaps I was impractical,” he continued. “But for myself, I do not 
regret, and what do we know of those who will come after us.^ We arc 
the doddering remnant of a race of mechanical fools. I have saved what 
I love; the soul of what was good in us here; perhaps the new ones will 
make a strong enough beginning not to fall behind when they become 
clever.” 
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He JOse ivith slow pain and placed the wrapped volumes in the niche 
with his utensils. The others watched him with the same ritualistic gaze. 

“Shakespeare, the Bible, Moby Dic/^, The Divine Comedy!* one of 
them said softly. “You might have done worse; much worse.** 

“You will have a little soul left until you die,’* said another harshly. 
“That is more than is true of us. My brain becomes thick, like my hands.** 
He held the big, battered hands, with their black nails, in the glow to 
be seen. 

“I want paper to write on,” he said. “And there is none,” 

The fourth man said nothing. He sat in the shadow farthest from the 
fire, and sometimes his body jerked in its rags from the cold. Although 
he was still young, he was sick, and coughed often. Writing implied a 
greater future than he now felt able to consider. 

The old man seated himself laboriously, and reached out, groaning at 
the movement, to put another block of peat on the fire. With bowed 
heads and averted eyes, his three guests acknowledged his magnanimity. 

“We thank you. Doctor Jenkins, for the reading,’* said the man who 
had named the books. 

They seemed then to be waiting for something. Doctor Jenkins un- 
derstood, but was loath to comply. In an ordinary moment he would 
have said nothing. But the words of The Tempest, which he had been 
reading, and the religious attention of the three, made this an unusual 
occasion. 

“You wish to hear the phonograph,” he said grudgingly. 

The two middle-aged men stared into the fire, unable to formulate 
and expose the enormity of their desire. 

The young man, however, said anxiously, between suppressed 
coughs, “Oh, please,” like an excited child. 

The old man rose again in his difficult way, and went to the back of 
the cell. He returned and placed tenderly upon the packed floor, where 
the firelight might fall upon it, an old, portable phonograph in a black 
case. He smoothed the top with his hand, and then opened it. The lovely 
grcen-felt-covered disk became visible. 

“I have been using thorns as needles,” he said. “But tonight, because 
we have a musician among us” — ^he bent his head to the young man, 
almost invisible in the shadow — “I will use a steel needle. There are only 
three left.” 

The two middle-aged men stared at him in speechless adoration. The 
one with the big hands, who wanted to write, moved his lips, but the 
whisper was not audible. 

“Oh, don’t,” cried the young man, as if he were hurt. “The thorns 
will do beautifully.” 

“No,” the old man said. “I have become accustomed to the thorns. 
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but they arc not really good. For you, my young friend, we will have 
good music tonight. 

“After all,” he added generously, and beginning to wind the phono- 
graph, which creaked, “they can’t last forever.” 

“No, nor we,” the man who needed to write said harshly. “The 
needle, by all means.” 

“Oh, thanks,” said the young man. “Thanks,” he said again, in a low, 
excited voice, and then stifled his coughing with a bowed head. 

“The records, though,” said the old man when he had finished wind- 
ing, “are a different matter. Already they are very worn. I do not play 
them more than once a week. One, once a week, that is what I allow my- 
self. 

“More than a week I cannot stand it; not to hear them,” he apologized 
“No, how could you.?” cried the young man. “And with them here 
like this.” 

“A man can stand anything,” said the man who wanted to write, in 
his harsh, antagonistic voice. 

“Please, the music,” said the young man. 

“Only the one,” said the old man. “In the long run we will remember 

more that way.” i j i r 

He had a dozen records with luxuriant gold and red seals. Even m 

that light the others could sec that the threads of the records were becom- 
ing worn. Slowly he read out the titles, and the tremendous, dead nama 
of the composers and the artists and the orchestras. The three worked 
upon the names in their minds, carefully. It was difficult to sclcrt from 
such a wealth what they would at once most Ake to remem^r. rmatly 
the man who wanted to write named Gershwin s New York. 

“Oh, no,” cried the sick young man, and then could say noAmg more 
because he had to cough. The others understood him, and the harsh man 
withdrew his selection and waited for the musician to choose. 

The musician begged Doctor Jenkins to read the titles again, ve^ 
slowly, so that he could remember the sounds. While they were read, he 
lay back against the wall, his eyes closed, his thin, horny hand PU‘“ng “t 
his light beard, and listened to the voices and the orchestras and the 

single instruments in his mind. i ..i u ” 

When the reading was done he spoke despairingly. I have forgotten, 

he complained. “I cannot hear them clearly. 

“There are things missing,” he explained. cu-ii-u 

“1 know,” said Doctor Jenkins. “I thought that 1 knew all of Shelley 

by heart. I should have brought Shelley. u rVei 

“That’s more soul than we can use,” said the harsh man. Moby Dtc^ 
“By God, wc can undersund that,” he emphasized. 
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The doctor nodded. 

“Still,” said the man who had admired the books, “we need the abso- 
lute if we are to keep a grasp on anything. 

“Anything but these sticks and peat clods and rabbit snares,” he said 
bitterly. 

“Shelley desired an ultimate absolute,” said the harsh man. “It’s too 
much,” he said. “It’s no good; no earthly good.” 

The musician selected a Debussy nocturne. The others considered 
and approved. They rose to their knees to watch the doctor prepare for 
the playing, so that they appeared to be actually in an attitude of wor- 
ship. The peat glow shov/ed the thinness of their bearded faces, and the 
deep lines in them, and revealed the condition of their garments. The 
other two continued to kneel as the old man carefully lowered the needle 
onto the spinning disk, but the musician suddenly drew back against 
the wall again, with his knees up, and buried his face in his hands. 

At the first notes of the piano the listeners were startled. They stared 
at each other. Even the musician lifted his head in amazement, but then 
quickly bowed it again, strainingly, as if he were suffering from a pain 
he might not be able to endure. They were all listening deeply, without 
movement. The wet, blue-green notes tinkled forth from the old ma- 
chine, and were individual, delectable presences in the cell. The indi- 
vidual, delectable presences swept into a sudden tide of unbearably 
beautiful dissonance, and then continued fully the swelling and ebbing 
of that tide, the dissonant inpourings, and the resolutions, and the 
diminishments, and the little, quiet wavelets of interlude lapping be- 
tween. Every sound was piercing and singularly sweet. In all the men 
except the musician, there occurred rapid sequences of tragically height- 
ened recollection. He heard nothing but what was there. At the final, 
whispering disappearance, but moving quietly, so that the others would 
not hear him and look at him, he let his head fall back in agony, as if 
it were drawn there by the hair, and clenched the fingers of one hand 
over his teeth. He sat that way while the others were silent, and until 
they began to breathe again normally. His drawn-up legs were trembling 
violently. 

Quickly Doctor Jenkins lifted the needle off, to save it, and not to 
spoil the recollection with scraping. When he had stopped the whirling 
of the sacred disk, he courteously left the phonograph open and by the 
fire, in sight. 

The others, however, understood. The musician rose last, but then 
abruptly, and went quickly out at the door without saying anything. The 
others stopped at the door and gave their thanks in low voices. The doc- 
tor nodded magnificently. 

“Come again,” he invited, “in a week. We will have the ‘New York.’ ” 
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When the two had gone together, out toward the rimmed road, he 
stood in the entrance, peering and listening. At first there was only the 
resonant boom of the wind overhead, and then, far over the dome of 
the dead, dark plain, the wolf cry lamenting. In the rifts of clouds the 
doctor saw four stars flying. It impressed the doctor that one of them 
had just been obscured by the beginning of a flying cloud at the very 
moment he heard what he had been listening for, a sound of suppressed 
coughing. It was not near by, however. He believed that down against 
the pale alders he could see the moving shadow. 

With nervous hands he lowered the piece of canvas which served as 
his door, and pegged it at the bottom. Then quickly and quietly, looking 
at the piece of canvas frequently, he slipped the records into the case, 
snapped the lid shut, and carried the phonograph to his couch. There, 
pausing often to stare at the canvas and listen, he dug earth from the 
wall and disclosed a piece of board. Behind this there was a deep hole 
in the wall, into which he put the phonograph. After a moment s con- 
sideration, he went over and reached down his bundle of books and 
inserted it also. Then, guardedly, he once more scaled up the hole with 
the board and the earth. He also changed his blankets, and the grass- 
stuffed sack which served as a pillow, so that he could lie facing the 
entrance. After carefully placing two more blocks of peat on the fii e, he 
stood for a long time watching the stretched canvas, but it seemed to 
billow naturally with the first gusts of a lowering wind. At last he 
prayed, and got in under his blankets, and closed his smoke-smarting 
eyes. On the inside of the bed, next the wall, he could feel with his hand, 
the comfortable piece of lead pipe. 
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Act of Faith 

BY IRWIN SHAW 

p 

JL RESENT it in a pitiful light,” 
Olson was saying, as they picked their way through the mud toward 
the orderly room tent. “Three combat-scarred veterans, who fought 
their way from Omaha Beach to — what was the name of the town wc 
fought our way to?” 

“Konigstcin,” Seeger said. 

“Konigstein.” Olson lifted his right foot heavily out of a puddle and 
stared admiringly at the three pounds of mud clinging to his overshoe. 
“The backbone of the army. The noncommissioned officer. Wc deserve 
better of our country. Mention our decorations in passing.” 

“What decorations should I mention?” Seeger asked. “The marks- 
man’s medal?” 

“Never quite made it,” Olson said. “I had a cross-eyed scorer at the 
butts. Mention the bronze star, the silver star, the Croix de Guerre, with 
palms, the unit citation, the Congressional Medal of Honor.” 

“I’ll mention them all.” Seeger grinned. “You don’t think the CO’ll 
notice that we haven’t won most of them, do you?” 

“Gad, sir,” Olson said with dignity, “do you think that one Southern 
military gentleman will dare doubt the word of another Southern mil- 
itary gentleman in the hour of victory?” 

“I come from Ohio,” Seeger said. 

“Welch comes from Kansas,” Olsen said, coolly staring down a 
second lieutenant who was passing. The lieutenant made a nervous little 
jerk with his hand as though he expected a salute, then kept it rigid, as a 
slight superior smile of scorn twisted at the corner of Olson’s mouth. 
The lieutenant dropped his eyes and splashed on through the mud. 
“You’ve heard of Kansas,” Olson said. “Magnolia-scented Kansas.” 

“Of course,” said Seeger. “I’m no fool.” 
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“Do your duty by your men, Sergeant.” Olson stopped to wipe the 
rain off his face and lectured him. “Highest ranking noncom present 
took the initiative and saved his comrades, at great personal risk, above 
and beyond the call of you-know-what, in the best traditions of the 
American army.” 

“I will throw myself in the breach,” Seeger said. 

“Welch and I can’t ask more,” said Olson, approvingly. 

They walked heavily through the mud on the streets between the 
rows of tents. The camp stretched drearily over the Rheims plain, with 
the rain beating on the sagging tents. The division had been there over 
three weeks by now, waiting to be shipped home, and all the meager 
diversions of the neighborhood had been sampled and exhausted, and 
there was an air of watchful suspicion and impatience with the military 
life hanging over the camp now, and there was even reputed to be a 
staff sergeant in C Company who was laying odds they would not get 
back to America before July Fourth. 

“I’m redeployable,” Olson sang. “It’s so enjoyable . . .” It was a jingle 
he had composed to no recognizable melody in the early days after the 
victory in Europe, when he had added up his points and found they 
only came to 63. “Tokyo, wait for me . . .” 

They were going to be discharged as soon as they got back to the 
States, but Olson persisted in singing the song, occasionally adding a 
mournful stanza about dengue fever and brown girls with venereal 
disease. He was a short, round boy who had been flunked out of air 
cadets’ school and transferred to the infantry, but whose spirits had not 
been damaged in the process. He had a high, childish voice and a pretty 
baby face. He was very good-natured, and had a girl waiting for him at 
the University of California, where he intended to finish his course at 
tjovernment expense when he got out of the army, and he was just the 
Type who is killed off early and predictably and sadly in motion pictures 
about the war, but he had gone through four campaigns and six ma)or 


battles without a scratch. 1,11 a a 

Seeger was a large, lanky boy, with a big nose, who had been wounded 
at Saint L 6 , but had come back to his outfit in the Siegfried Line, quite 
unchanged. He was cheerful and dependable, and he knew his business 
and had broken in five or six second lieutenants who had ^en killed or 
wounded and the CO had tried to get him commissioned m the held, 
but the war had ended while the paperwork was being fumbled over at 


“Acy reached the door of the orderly tent and stopped. Be brave, 
Sergeant,” Olson said. “Welch and I are depending on you. 

“O.K..” Seeger said, and went m. „ , , , . u - 

The tent had the dank, army-canvas smeD that had been so much a 
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part of Seegcr’s life in the past three years. The company clerk was read- 
ing a July, 1945, issue of the Buffalo Courier-Express, which had just 
reached him, and Captain Taney, the company CO, was seated at a 
sawbuck table he used as a desk, writing a letter to his wife, his lips 
pursed with effort. He was a small, fussy man, with sandy hair that was 
falling out. While the fighting had been going on, he had been lean and 
tcnjic and his small voice had been cold and full of authority. But now 
he had relaxed, and a little pot belly was creeping up under his belt and 
he kept the top button of his trousers open when he could do it without 
too public loss of dignity. During the war Seeger had thought of him as 
a natural soldier, tireless, fanatic about detail, aggressive, severely 
anxious to kill Germans. But in the past few months Seeger had seen 
him relapsing gradually and pleasantly into a small-town wholesale 
hardware merchant, which he had been before the war, sedentary and 
a little shy, and, as he had once told Seeger, worried, here in the bleak 
champagne fields of France, about his daughter, who had just turned 
twelve and had a tendency to go after the boys and had been caught by 
her mother kissing a fifteen-year-old neighbor in the hammock after 
school. 

“Hello, Seeger,” he said, returning the salute in a mild, offhand 
gesture. “What’s on your mind?” 

“Am I disturbing you, sir?” 

“Oh, no. Just writing a letter to my wife. You married, Seeger?” He 
peered at the tall boy standing before him. 

“No, sir.” 

“It’s very difficult,” Taney sighed, pushing dissatisfiedly at the letter 
before him. “My wife complains I don’t tell her I iove her often enough. 
Been married fifteen years. You’d think she’d know by now.” He smiled 
at Seeger. “I thought you were going to Paris,” he said. “I signed the 
passes yesterday.” 

“That’s what I came to see you about, sir.” 

“I suppose something’s wrong with the passes.” Taney spoke re- 
signedly, like a man who has never quite got the hang of army regu- 
lations and has had requisitions, furloughs, requests for court-martial 
returned for correction in a baffling flood. 

“No, sir,” Seeger said. “The passes’re fine. They start tomorrow. Well, 
it’s just . . .” He looked around at the company clerk, who was on the 
sports page. 

“This confidential?” Taney asked. 

“If you don’t mind, sir.” 

“Johnny,” Taney said to the clerk, “go stand in the rain some place.” 

“Yes, sir,” the clerk said, and slowly got up and walked out. 
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Taney looked shrewdly at Sccger, spoke in a secret whisper. “You 
pick up anything?’* he asked. 

Seeger grinned. “No, sir, haven’t had my hands on a girl since 
Strasbourg.” 

“Ah, that’s good.” Taney leaned back, relieved, happy he didn’t have 
to cope with the disapproval of the Medical Corps. 

“It’s — well,” said Seeger, embarrassed, “it’s hard to say— but it’s 
money.” 

Taney shook his head sadly. “I know.” 

“We haven’t been paid for three months, sir, and . . .” 

“Damn it!” Taney stood up and shouted furiously. “I would like to 
take every bloody chair-warming old lady in the Finance Department 
and wring their necks.” 

The clerk stuck his head into the tent. “Anything wrong? You call 
for me, sir?” 

“No,” Taney shouted. “Get out of here.” 

The clerk ducked out. 

Taney sat down again. “I suppose,” he said, in a more normal voice, 
“they have their problems. Outfits being broken up, being moved all 
over the place. But it is rugged.” 

“It wouldn’t be so bad,” Seeger said. “But we’re going to Pans tomor- 
row. Olson, Welch and myself. And you need money in Paris.” 

“Don’t I know it.” Taney wagged his head. “Do you know what I 
paid for a bottle of champagne on the Place Pigallc in September . . . ? 
He paused significantly. “I won’t tell you. You won’t have any respect 

for me the rest of your life.” , r i l 

Seeger laughed. “Hanging,” he said, “is too good for the guy who 

thought up the rate of exchange.” t i- » ^ , 

“I don’t care if I never see another franc as long as 1 live, lancy 
waved his letter in the air, although it had been dry for a long time. 

There was silence in the tent and Seeger swallowed a little embar- 
rassedly, watching the CO wave the flimsy sheet of paper in regular 
sweeping movements. “Sir,” he “the tr^h is, I’ve come to borrovv 
some mLey for Welch, Olson and myself. We 11 pay it hack out of the 
first pay we get, and that can’t be too long from now. If you don t wan 
to give it to us, just tell me and I’ll understand and get the hell om of 
here. We don’t like to ask, but you might just as well be dead as be in 

^^Tanef smpped waving his letter and put it down thoughtf^l^ He 
peered It it, wrinkhng his brow, looking like f h^okkeeper in 

the single gloomy light that hung in the middle of the tcriL 
“Just sa5 the word. Captain,” Seeger said, and 1 11 blow . . . 
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“Stay where you are, son,” said Taney, He dug in his shirt pocket 
and took out a worn, sweat-stained wallet. He looked at it for a moment. 
“Alligator,” he said, with automatic, absent pride. “My wife sent it to 
me when we were in England. Pounds don’t fit in it. However . . .” He 
opened it and took out all the contents. There was a small pile of francs 
on the table in front of him. He counted them. “Four hundred francs,” 
he said. “Eight bucks.” 

“Excuse me,” Seeger said humbly. “I shouldn’t have asked.” 

“Delighted,” Taney said vigorously. “Absolutely delighted.” He 
started dividing the francs into two piles. “Truth is, Seeger, most of my 
money goes home in allotments. And the truth is, I lost eleven hundred 
francs in a poker game three nights ago, and I ought to be ashamed of 
myself. Here . . .” he shoved one pile toward Seeger. “Two hundred 
francs.” 

Seeger looked down at the frayed, meretricious paper, which always 
seemed to him like stage money, anyway. “No, sir,” he said, “I can’t 
take it.” 

“Take it,” Taney said. “That’s a direct order.” 

Seeger slowly picked up the money, not looking at Taney. “Some 
time, sir,” he said, “after we get out, you have to come over to my house 
and you and my father and my brother and I’ll go on a real drunk.” 

“I regard that,” Taney said, gravely, “as a solemn commitment.” 

They smiled at each other and Seeger started out. 

“Have a drink for me,” said Taney, “at the Cafe de la Paix. A small 
drink.” He was sitting down to write his wife he loved her when Seeger 
went out of the tent. 

Olson fell into step with Seeger and they walked silently through the 
mud between the tents. 

“Well, mon vieux?'* Olson said finally. 

“Two hundred francs,” said Seeger. 

Olson groaned. “Two hundred fiancsl Wc won’t be able to pinch a 
whore’s behind on the Boulevard des Capucincs for two hundred francs. 
That miserable, penny-loving Yankee!” 

“He only had four hundred,” Seeger said. 

“I revise my opinion,” said Olson. 

They walked disconsolately and heavily back toward their tent. 

Olson spoke only once before they got there. “These raincoats,” he 
said, patting his. “Most ingenious invention of the war. Highest satura- 
tion point of any modern fabric. Collect more water per square inch, and 
hold it, than any material known to man. All hail the quartermaster!” 

Welch was waiting at the entrance of their tent. He was standing 
there peering excitedly and short-sightedly out at the rain through his 
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glasses^ lookiag angry and tough, like a big-city hack-driver, individual 
and incorruptible even in the ten-million colored uniforms. Every time 
Seeger came upon Welch unexpectedly, he couldn’t help smiling at the 
belligerent stance, the harsh stare through the steel-rimmed GI glasses, 
which had nothing at all to do with the way Welch really was. “It’s a 
family inheritance,” Welch had once explained. “My whole family 
stands as though we were getting ready to rap a drunk with a beer glass. 
Even my old lady.” Welch had six brothers, all devout, according to 
Welch, and Seeger from time to time idly pictured them standing in a 
row, on Sunday mornings in church, seemingly on the verge of general 
violence, amid the hushed Latin and Sabbath millinery. 

“How much?” Welch asked loudly. 

“Don’t make us laugh,” Olson said, pushing past him into the tent. 

“What do you think I could get from the French for my combat 
jacket?” Seeger said. He went into the tent and lay down on his cot. 

Welch followed them in and stood between the two of them, a 
superior smile on his face. “Boys,” he said, “on a man s errand. 

“I can just see us now,” Olson murmured, lying on his cot with his 
hands clasped behind his head, “painting Montmartre red. Please bring 
on the naked dancing girls. Four bucks worth.” 

“I am not worried,” Welch announced. 

“Get out of here.” Olson turned over on his stomach. 

“I know where we can put our hands on sixty-five bucks.” Welch 
looked triumphantly first at Olson, then at Seeger. ^ 

Olson turned over slowly and sat up. “I’ll kill you, he said, it you re 


“While you guys are wasting your time,” Welch said, “fooling around 
with the infantry, I used my head. 1 went into Reems and used my head. 

“Ranee,” Olson said automatically. He had had two years of French 
in college and he felt, now that the war was over, that he had to intro- 
duce his friends to some of his culture. 

“1 got to talking to a captain in the air force, Welch said eagerly. A 
little fat old paddle-footed captain that never got higher o(f the ground 
than the second floor of Com Z headquarters, and he told me that what 
he would admire to do more than anylhmg else is take a ®h‘"y 
German Luger pistol with him to show to the boys back in Pacific Grove, 


^Siknee 'Ll on the tent and Welch and Olson looked tentatively at 


Seeger. 

“Sixty-five bucks for a 


Luger, these days,” Olson said, “is a very good 


figure.” 

“They’ve been sellin’ for as low as 


thirty-five,” 


said Welch hesitantly. 
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“I’ll bet,” he said to Sceger, “you could sell yours now and buy another 
one back when you get some dough, and make a clear twenty-five on 
the deal.” 

Seeger didn’t say anything. He had killed the owner of the Luger, an 
enormous SS major, in Coblenz, behind some paper bales in a ware- 
house, and the major had fired at Seeger three times with it, once nick- 
ing his helmet, before Seeger hit him in the face at twenty feet. Seeger 
had kept the Luger, a long, heavy, well-balanced gun, very carefully 
since then, lugging it with him, hiding it at the bottom of his bedroll, 
oiling it three times a week, avoiding all opportunities of selling it, al- 
though he had been offered as much as a hundred dollars for it and 
several times eighty and ninety, while the war was still on, before Ger- 
man weapons became a glut on the market, 

“Well,” said Welch, “there’s no hurry. I told the captain I’d see him 
tonight around 8 o’clock in front of the Lion D’Or Hotel. You got 
five hours to make up your mind. Plenty of time.” 

“Me,” said Olson, after a pause. “I won’t say anything.” 

Sceger looked reflectively at his feet and the other two men avoided 
looking at him. Welch dug in his pocket. “I forgot,” he said. “I picked 
up a letter for you.” He handed it to Seeger. 

“Thanks,” Seeger said. He opened it absently, thinking about the 
Luger. 

“Me,” said Olson, “I won’t say a bloody word. I’m just going to lie 
here and think about that nice fat air force captain.” 

Seeger grinned a little at him and went to the tent opening to read 
the letter in the light. The letter was from his father, and even from 
one glance at the handwriting, scrawly and hurried and spotted, so 
different from his father’s usual steady, handsome, professorial script, 
he knew that something was wrong. 

“Dear Norman,” it read, “sometime in the future, you must forgive 
me for writing this letter. But I have been holding this in so long, and 
there is no one here I can talk to, and because of your brother’s condi- 
tion I must pretend to be cheerful and optimistic all the time at home, 
^ both with him and your mother, who has never been the same since 
Leonard was killed. You’re the oldest now, and although I know we’ve 
never talked very seriously about anything before, you have been 
through a great deal by now, and I imagine you must have matured 
considerably, and you’ve seen so many different places and people. . . . 
Norman, I need help. While the war was on and you were fighting, 
I kept this to myself. It wouldn’t have been fair to burden you with this. 
But now the war is over, and I no longer feel I can stand up under this 
alone. And you will have to face it some time when you get home, if 



ACT OF FAITH 


1281 


you haven’t faced it already, and perhaps we can help each other by 
facing it together ” 

“I’m redeployable,” Olson was singing softly, on his cot. “It’s so enjoy- 
able, In the Pelilu mud. With the tropical crud ...” He fell silent after 
his burst of song. 

Seeger blinked his eyes, at the entrance of the tent, in the wan rainy 
light, and went on reading his father’s letter, on the stiff white stationery 
with the University letterhead in polite engraving at the top of each page. 

“I’ve been feeling this coming on for a long time,” the letter contin- 
ued, “but it wasn’t until last Sunday morning that something happened 
to make me feel it in its full force. I don’t know how much you’ve 
guessed about the reason for Jacob’s discharge from the Army. It’s true 
he was pretty badly wounded in the leg at Metz, but I’ve asked around, 
and I know that men with worse wounds were returned to duty after 
hospitalization. Jacob got a medical discharge, but I don’t think it was 
for the shrapnel wound in his thigh. He is suffering now from what I 
suppose you call combat fatigue, and he is subject to fits of depression 
and hallucinations. Your mother and I thought that as time went by and 
the war and the army receded, he would grow better. Instead, he is grow- 
ing worse. Last Sunday morning when I came down into the living 
room from upstairs he was crouched in his old uniform, next to the 

window, peering out . . .” , , , r 

“What the hell,” Olson was saying, “if we dont get the sixty-hvc 
bucks we can always go to the Louvre. I understand the Mona Lisa is 


back.” 

“I asked Jacob what he was doing,” the letter went on. ‘ He didnt 
turn around. ‘I’m observing,’ he said. ‘V-i’s and V-z’s. Buzz-bombs an 
rockets. They’re coming in by the hundreds.’ I triced to reason with him 
and he told me to crouch and save myself from flying glass. To humor 
him I got down on the floor beside him and tried to tell him the war 
was over, that we were in Ohio, 4,000 miles away from the nearest spot 
where bombs had fallen, that America had never been 

wouldn’t listen. ‘These’re the new rocket bomb^ he said, ioriht] w . 

“Did you ever hear of the Pantheon.?” Olson asked loudly. 

“No,” said Welch. 

“It’s free.” 

slegfr ’shook his htad a little and blinked his eyes before he went 
thar his father went on, “Jacob seemed to forget about Ae 
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mumbled incoherently a good deal of the time and kept walking back 
and forth saying, 'What’s the situation? Do you know what the situation 
isP’ And he told me he wasn’t worried about himself, he was a soldier 
and he expected to be killed, but he was worried about Mother and my- 
self and Leonard and you. He seemed to forget that Leonard was dead. 
I tried to calm him and get him back to bed before your mother came 
down, but he refused and wanted to set out immediately to rejoin his 
division. It was all terribly disjointed and at one time he took the ribbon 
he got for winning the Bronze star and threw it in the fireplace, then 
he got down on his hands and knees and picked it out of the ashes and 
made me pin it on him again, and he kept repeating, ‘This is when they 
are coming for the Jews.’ ” 

“The next war I’m in,” said Olson, “they don’t get me under the rank 
of colonel.” 

It had stopped raining by now and Seeger folded the unfinished 
letter and went outside. He walked slowly down to the end of the 
company street, and facing out across the empty, soaked French fields, 
scarred and neglected by various armies, he stopped and opened the 
letter again. 

“I don’t know what Jacob went through in the army,” his father 
wrote, “that has done this to him. He never talks to me about the war 
and he refuses to go to a psychoanalyst, and from time to time he is his 
own bouncing, cheerful self, playing in tennis tournaments, and going 
around with a large group of girls. But he has devoured all the concen- 
tration camp reports, and I have found him weeping when the news- 
papers reported that a hundred Jews were killed in Tripoli some time 
ago. 

“The terrible thing is, Norman, that I find myself coming to believe 
that it is not neurotic for a Jew to behave like this today. Perhaps Jacob is 
the normal one, and I, going about my business, teaching economics in 
a quiet classroom, pretending to understand that the world is compre- 
hensible and orderly, am really the mad one. I ask you once more to 
forgive me for writing you a letter like this, so different from any letter 
or any conversation I’ve ever had with you. But it is crowding me, too. 
I do not sec rockets and bombs, but I see other things. 

“Wherever you go these days — restaurants, hotels, clubs, trains — you 
seem to hear talk about the Jews, mean, hateful, murderous talk. What- 
ever page you turn to in the newspapers you seem to find an article about 
Jews being killed somewhere on the face of the globe. And there are 
large, influential newspapers and well-known columnists who each day 
are growing more and more outspoken and more popular. The day that 
Roosevelt died I heard a drunken man yelling outside a bar, ‘Finally, 
they got the Jew out of the White House.’ And some of the people who 
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heard him mcicly laughed and nobody stopped him. And on V-E Day, 
in celebration, hoodlums in Los Angeles savagely beat a Jewish writer. 
It’s difficult to know what to do, whom to fight, where to look for allies. 

“Three months ago, for example, I stopp^ my Thursday night poker 
game, after playing with the same men for over ten years. John Reilly 
happened to say that the Jews were getting rich out of this war, and 
when I demanded an apology, he refused, and when I looked around 
at the faces of the men who had been my friends for so long, I could 
see they were not with me. And when 1 left the house no one said 
good night to me. I know the poison was spreading from Germany 
before the war and during it, but 1 had not realized it had come so 
close. 

“And in my economics class, I find myself idiotically hedging in my 
lectures. I discover that 1 am loath to praise any liberal writer or any 
liberal act and find myself somehow annoyed and frightened to sec an 
article of criticism of existing abuses signed by a Jewish name. And 1 
hate to sec Jewish names on important committees, and hate to read of 
Jews fighting for the poor, the oppressed, the cheated and hungry. Some- 
how, even in a country where my family has lived a hundred years, the 
enemy has won this subtle victory over me — he has made me disfranchise 
myself from honest causes by calling them foreign, Communist, using 
Jewish names connected with them as ammunition against them. 

“And, most hateful of all, I find myself looking for Jewish names in 
the casualty lists and secretly being glad when I discover them there, to 
prove that there at least, among the dead and wounded, we belong. 
Three times, thanks to you and your brothers, I have found our name 
there, and, may God forgive me, at the expense of your blood and your 
brother’s life, through my tears, I have felt that same twitch of satis- 


faction. ... , 1 T 11 

“When I read the newspapers and sec another story that Jews are still 

being killed in Poland, or Jews are requesting that they be given back 
their homes in France, or that they be allowed to enter some country 
where they will not be murdered, I am annoyed with them, I feel they 
are boring the rest of the world with their problems, they are making 
demands upon the rest of the world by being killed, they are disturbing 
everyone by being hungry and asking for the return of their property. 
If we could all fall through the crust of the earth and vanish in one hour 
with our heroes and poets and prophets and martyrs, perhaps we would 
be doing the memory of the Jewish race a service. . . . ^ . , 1 . 1 . 

“This is how I feel today, son. I need some help. You vc been to the 
war, you’ve fought and killed men, you’ve san the people of oth« 
countries. Maybe you understand things that 1 don t understand. Maybe 
you see some hope somewhere. Help me. Your loving father. 
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Sccger folded the letter slowly, not seeing what he was doing because 
the tears were burning his eyes. He walked slowly and aimlessly across 
the dead autumn grass of the empty field, away from the camp. 

He tried to wipe away his tears, because with his eyes full and dark, 
he kept seeing his father and brother crouched in the old-fashioned living 
room in Ohio and hearing his brother, dressed in the old, discarded uni- 
form, saying, “These’re the new rocket bombs. For the Jews.” 

He sighed, looking out over the bleak, wasted land. Now, he thought, 
now I have to think about it. He felt a slight, unreasonable twinge of 
anger at his father for presenting him with the necessity of thinking 
about it. The army was good about serious problems. While you were 
fighting, you were too busy and frightened and weary to think about 
anything, and at other times you were relaxing, putting your brain on a 
shelf, postponing everything to that impossible time of clarity and 
beauty after the war. Well, now, here was the impossible, clear, beautiful 
time, and here was his father, demanding that he think. There are all 
sorts of Jews, he thought, there are the sort whose every waking moment 
is ridden by the knowledge of Jewishness, who see signs against the Jew 
in every smile on a streetcar, every whisper, who see pogroms in every 
newspaper article, threats in every change of the weather, scorn in every 
handshake, death behind each closed door. He had not been like that. 
He was young, he was big and healthy and easy-going and people of all 
kinds had seemed to like him all his life, in the army and out. In Amer- 
ica, especially, what was going on in Europe had seemed remote, unreal, 
unrelated to him. The chanting, bearded old men burning in the Nazi 
furnaces, and the dark-eyed women screaming prayers in Polish and 
Russian and German as they were pushed naked into the gas chambers 
had seemed as shadowy and almost as unrelated to him as he trotted out 
onto the Stadium field for a football game, as they must have been to the 
men named O’Dwycr and Wickersham and Poole who played in the 
line beside him. 

They had seemed more related in Europe. Again and again in the 
towns that had been taken back from the Germans, gaunt, gray-faced 
men had stopped him humbly, looking searchingly at him, and had 
asked, peering at his long, lined, grimy face, under the anonymous hel- 
met, “Are you a Jew.?” Sometimes they asked it in English, sometimes 
French, or Yiddish. He didn’t know French or Yiddish, but he learned 
to recognize the phrase. He had never understood exactly why they had 
asked the question, since they never demanded anything from him, 
rarely even could speak to him, until, one day in Strasbourg, a little bent 
old man and a small, shapeless woman had stopped him, and asked, in 
English, if he was Jewish. 

“Yes,” he said, smiling at them. 
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The two old people had smiled widely, like children. “Look,” the old 
man had said to his wife. “A young American soldier. A Jew. And so 
large and strong.” He had touched Seeger s arm reverently with the tips 
of his fingers, then had touched the Garand he was carrying. “And such 
a beautiful rifle . . .” 

And there, for a moment, although he was not particularly sensitive, 
Seeger got an inkling of why he had been stopped and questioned by 
so many before. Here, to these bent, exhausted old people, ravaged of 
their families, familiar with flight and death for so many years, was a 
symbol of continuing life. A large young man in the uniform of the 
liberator, blood, as they thought, of their blood, but not in hiding, not 
quivering in fear and helplessness, but striding secure and victorious 
down the street, armed and capable of inflicting terrible destruction on 
his enemies. 

Seeger had kissed the old lady on the cheek and she had wept and 
the old man had scolded her for it, while shaking Seeger's hand fervently 
and thankfully before saying good-bye. 

And, thinking back on it, it was silly to pretend that, even before his 
father’s letter, he had been like any other American soldier going 
through the war. When he had stood over the huge dead SS major with 
the face blown in by his bullets in the warehouse in Coblenz, and taken 
the pistol from the dead hand, he had tasted a strange little extra flavor 
of triumph. How many Jews, he’d thought, has this man killed, how 
fitting it is that I’ve killed him. Neither Olson nor Welch, who were 
like his brothers, would have felt that in picking up the Lugcr, its barrel 
still hot from the last shots its owner had fired before dying. And he had 
resolved that he was going to n.r.ke sure to take this gun back with him 
to America, and plug it and keep it on his desk at home, as a kind of 
vague, half-understood sign to himself that justice had once been done 
and he had been its instrument. 

Maybe, he thought, maybe I’d better take it back with me, but not as 
a memento. Not plugged, but loaded. America by now was a strange 
country for him. He had been away a long time and he wasn’t sure what 
was waiting for him when he got home. If the mobs were coming down 
the street toward his house, he was not going to die singing and praying. 

When he was raking basic training he’d heaid a scrawny, clcrklikc- 
looking soldier from Boston talking at the other end of the PX bar, over 
the watered beer. “The boys at the office,” the scratchy voice was saying, 
“gave me a party before I left. And they told me one thing. ‘Charlie,’ 
they said, ‘hold onto your bayonet. We’re going to be able to use it when 
you get back. On the Yids.’ ” 

He hadn’t said anything then, because he’d felt it was neither possible 
nor desirable to fight against every random overheard voice raised 
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against the Jews from one end of the world to another. But again and 
again^ at odd moments, lying on a barracks cot, or stretched out trying 
to sleep on the floor of a ruined French farmhouse, he had heard that 
voice, harsh, satisfied, heavy with hate and ignorance, saying above the 
beery grumble of apprentice soldiers at the bar, “Hold onto your 
bayonet. . . 

And the other stories — ^Jews collected stories of hatred and injustice 
and inklings of doom like a special, lunatic kind of miser. The story of 
the naval officer, commander of a small vessel off the Aleutians, who, 
in the officers* wardroom, had complained that he hated the Jews because 
it was the Jews who had demanded that the Germans be beaten first and 
the forces in the Pacific had been starved in consequence. And when one 
of his junior officers, who had just come aboard, had objected and told 
the commander that he was a Jew, the commander had risen from the 
table and said, “Mister, the Constitution of the United States says I have 
to serve in the same navy with Jews, but it doesn*t say I have to eat at the 
same table with them.” In the fogs and the cold, swelling Arctic seas off 
the Aleutians, in a small boat, subject to sudden, mortal attack at any 
moment . . . 

And the two young combat engineers in an attached company on D 
Day, when they were lying off the coast right before climbing down 
into the landing barges. “There’s France,” one of them had said. 

“What’s it like.?” the second one had asked, peering out across the 
miles of water toward the smoking coast. 

“Like every place else,” the first one had answered. “The Jews’ve 
made all the dough during the war.” 

“Shut up!” Seeger had said, helplessly thinking of the dead, destroyed, 
wandering, starving Jews of France. The engineers had shut up, and 
they’d climbed down together into the heaving boat, and gone into the 
beach together. 

And the million other stories. Jews, even the most normal and best 
adjusted of them, became living treasuries of them, scraps of malice and 
bloodthirstiness, clever and confusing and cunningly twisted so that 
every act by every Jew became suspect and blameworthy and hateful. 
Seeger had heard the stories, and had made an almost conscious effort to 
forget them. Now, holding his father’s letter in his hand, he remembered 
them all. 

He stared unsecingly out in front of him. Maybe, he thought, maybe 
it would’ve been better to have been killed in the war, like Leonard. 
Simpler. Leonard would never have to face a crowd coming for his 
mother and father. Leonard would not have to listen and colkct these 
hideous, fascinating little stories that made of every Jew a stranger in 
any town, on any field, on the face of the earth. He had come so close to 
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final. 

Secger shook his head. It was ridiculous to feel like that, and he was 
ashamed of himself for the weak moment. At the age of twenty-one, 
death was not an answer. 

Seeger! It was Olson’s voice. He and Welch had sloshed silently up 
behind Seeger, standing in the open field. “Seeger, man vieux, what’rc 
you doing— grazing?” 

Seeger turned slowly to them. “I wanted to read my letter,” he said, 

Olson looked closely at him. They had been together so long, through 
so many things, that flickers and hints of expression on each other’s 
faces were recopized and acted upon. “Anything wrong?” Olson asked. 

“No,” said Seeger. “Nothing much.” 

“Norman,” Welch said, his voice young and solemn. “Norman, we’ve 
been talking, Olson and me. We decided— you’re pretty attached to that 
Luger, and maybe— if you— well . . .” 

“What he’s trying to say,” said Olson, “is we withdraw the request. 
If you want to sell it, O.K. If you don’t, don’t do it for our sake. Honest.” 

Seeger looked at them, standing there, disreputable and tough and 
familiar. “I haven’t made up my mind yet,” he said. 

“Anything you decide,” Welch said oratorically, “is perfectly all right 
with us. Perfectly.” 

They walked aimlessly and silently across the field, away from camp. 
As they walked, their shoes making a wet, sliding sound in the damp, 
dead grass, Seeger thought of the time Olson had covered him in the 
little town outside Cherbourg, when Seeger had been caught going 
down the side of a street by four Germans with a machine gun on the 
second story of a house on the corner and Olson had had to stand out 
in the middle of the street with no cover at all for more than a minute, 
firing continuously, so that Seeger could get away alive. And he thought 
of the time outside Saint L6 when he had been wounded and had lain 
in a minefield for three hours and Welch and Captain Taney had come 
looking for him in the darkness and had found him and picked him up 
and run for it, all of them expecting to get blown up any second. 

And he thought of all the drinks they’d had together and the long 
marches and the cold winter together, and all the girls they’d gone out 
with together, and he thought of his father and brother crouching be- 
hind the window in Ohio waiting for the rockets and the crowds armed 
with Browning automatic rifles. 

“Say,” he stopped and stood facing them. “Say, what do you guys 
think of the Jews?” 

Welch and Olson looked at each other, and Olson glanced down at 
the letter in Seeger’s hand. 

L 
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“Jews?” Olson said finally. “What’re they? Welch, you ever hear of 
the Jews?” 

Welch looked thoughtfully at the gray sky. “No,” he said. “But re- 
member, I’m an uneducated fellow.” 

“Sorry, Bud,” Olson said, turning to Seeger. “We can’t help you. Ask 
us another question. Maybe we’ll do better.” 

Seeger peered at the faces of his friends. He would have to rely upon 
them, later on, out of uniform, on their native streets, more than he had 
ever relied on them on the bullet-swept street and in the dark minefield 
in France. Welch and Olson stared back at him, troubled, their faces 
candid and tough and dependable. 

“What time,” Seeger asked, “did you tell that captain you’d meet 
him?” 

“Eight o’clock,” Welch said. “But we don’t have to go. If you have 
any feeling about that gun . . 

“We’ll meet him,” Seeger said. “We can use that sixty-five bucks.” 

“Listen,” Olson said, “I know how much you like that gun and I’ll 
feel like a heel if you sell it.” 

“Forget it,” Seeger said, starting to walk again. “What could I use it 
for in America?” 



iVt y Christmas Carol 

BY BUDD SCHULBERG 


w. 


, /HEN I was a little boy, I 
lived with my parents in what was then a small suburb of Los Angeles 
called Hollywood. My father was general manager in charge of pro- 
duction for Firmament-Famous Artists-Lewin. It was a mouthful, but 
1 used to have to remember the whole thing for the your-fathcr-my- 
father arguments I was always having with a kid down the block whose 
old man was only an associate producer at Warner Brothers. 

One of the things I remember most about Firmament-Famous Artists- 
Lewin was the way that studio ano Christmas were all mixed up to- 
gether in my mind. My earliest memory of the Christmas season is 
associated with a large studio truck, bearing the company’s trademark, 
that always drove up to the house pist before supper on Christmas Eve. 1 
would stand outside the kitchen door with my little sister and watch the 
driver and his helper carry into our house armload after armload o 
wonderful red and green packagcs-all lor us. Sometimes the gleaming 
handlebars of a tricycle or the shiny wheels of a miniature fire engine 
would break through their bright wrappers, and I’d shout, 1 know 
what that is!” until my mother would lead me away. Santa Claus still 
had so many houses to visit, she’d say, that I mustn’t get in the way of 
these two helpers of his. Then I’d go down the street to argue the re- 
spective merits of our two studios with the Warner Brothers kid, or pass 
the time tormenting my little sister, perfectly content in the 
the Firmament-Famous Artists-Lewin truck was the standard vehicle 
of transportation for Santa Claus in semitropical climates like Southern 

^"orChristmas morning I had the unfortunate habit of rising at five 
o’clock, rushing across the hallway to my sisters rc^rn ^ annual dis- 
obedience of my mother’s request to rise quietly, and shouting, M y 
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Christmas, Sandra I Let’s wake Mommy and Daddy and open our 
presents.” 

We ran down the hall into the master bedroom with its canopied twin 
beds. “Merry Christmas!” we shouted together. My father groaned, 
rolled over and pulled the covers further up over his head. He was suf- 
fering the after-effects of the studio s annual all-day Christmas party 
from which he hadn’t returned until after we had gone to sleep. I 
climbed up on the bed, crawling over him, and bounced up and down, 
chanting, “Merry Christmas, Merry Christmas. . . .” 

“Oh-h-h . . .” Father said, and flipped over on his belly. Mother shook 
his shoulder gently. “Sol, I hate to wake you, but the children won’t 
go down without you.” 

Father sat up slowly, muttering something about its being still dark 
outside and demanding to know who had taken his bathrobe. Mother 
picked it up where he had dropped it and brought it to him. It was black 
and white silk with an elegant embroidered monogram. 

“The kids’ll be opening presents for the next twelve hours,” my 
father said. “It seems God-damn silly to start opening them at five o’clock 
in the morning.” 

Downstairs there were enough toys, it seemed, to fill all the windows 
of a department store. The red car was a perfect model of a Pierce- 
Arrow, and probably only slightly less expensive, with a green leather 
seat wide enough for Sandra to sit beside me, and real headlights that 
turned on and off. There was a German electric train that passed 
through an elaborate Bavarian village in miniature. And a big scooter 
with rubber wheels and a gear shift just like our Cadillac’s. And dozens 
more that I’ve forgotten. Sandra had a doll that was a life-size replica of 
Baby Peggy, which was Early Twenties for Margaret O’Brien, an im- 
ported silk Hungarian peasant costume from Lord & Taylor, a six-ounce 
bottle of French toilet water, and so many other things that we all had to 
help her unwrap them. 

Just when we were reaching the end of this supply, people started 
arriving with more presents. That’s the way it had been every Christmas 
since I could remember, men and women all dressed up dropping in all 
day long with packages containing wonderful things that they’d wait for 
us to unwrap. They’d sit around a while, laughing with my mother and 
father and lifting from James the butler’s tray a cold yellow drink that I 
wasn’t allowed to have, and then they’d pick us up and kiss us and tell 
us we were as pretty as my mother or as intelligent as my father and 
then there would be more laughing and hugging and hand-shaking 
and God bless you and then they’d be gone, and others would arrive to 
take their place. Sometimes there must have been ten or twenty all 
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there at once and Sandra and I would be sort ot sorry in a way because 
Mother and Father would be too busy with their guests to play with us* 
But it was nice to get all those presents. 

I remember one tall dark man with a little pointed mustache who 
kissed Mother’s hand when he came in. His present was wrapped in 
beautiful silvery paper and ihe blue ribbon around it fell thick and soft 
like one of Mother’s evening dresses. Inside was a second layer of thin 
white tissue paper and inside of that was a handsome silver comb-and- 
brush set, just like my father’s. Tied to it was a little card that I could 
read because it was printed and I could read almost anything then as 
long as it wasn’t handwriting: “Merry Christmas to my future boss from 
Uncle Norman.” 

“Mommy,” I said, “is Uncle Norman my uncle? You never told me 
I had an Uncle Norman. I have an Uncle Dave and an Uncle Joe and an 
Uncle Sam, but I never knew I had an Uncle Norman.” 

1 can still remember how white and even Norman’s teeth looked 
when he smiled at me. “I’m a new uncle,” he said. “Don’t you remember 
ihc day your daddy brought you on my set and I signed your autograph 
book and I told you to call me Uncle Norman?” 

I combed my hair with his silver comb suspiciously. “Did you give 
me this comb and brush . . . Uncle Norman?” 

Norman drank down the last of the foamy yellow stuff and carefully 
wiped off his mustaches with his pale-blue breast-pocket handkerchief. 
“Yes, I did, sonny,” he said. 

I turned on my mother accusingly. “But you said Santa Claus gives us 


all these presents.” 

This all look place, as I found out later, at a crucial moment in my re- 
lationship with S. Claus, when a child’s faith was beginning to crumble 
under the pressure of suspicions. Mother was trying to keep Santa Claus 
alive for us as long as possible, I learned subsequently, so that Christmas 
would mean something more to us than a display of sycophancy on the 
part of Father’s stars, directors, writers and job-seekers. 

“Norman signed his name to your comb and brush because he is one 
of Santa Claus’s helpers,” Mother said. “Santa has 
taking care of all the good little children in the world that he needs lots 

ed one of his long, fat cigars to “Uncle” Norman and 

bit off the end of another one for himself. 

“Daddy, is that true, what Mommy says ? I asked. 

“You must always believe your mother, boy, my father said. 

“I’ve got twenty-eleven presents already, Sandra said. 

“You mean thirty-one,” I said. “I’ve got thirty-two. 
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Sandra tore open a box that held an exquisite little gold ring, inlaid 
with amethyst, her birthstone. 

“Let me read the card,” I said. “ ‘Merry Chirstmas, Sandra darling, 
from your biggest fan, Aunt Ruth.’ ” 

Ruth was the pretty lady who played opposite Uncle Norman in one 
of my father’s recent pictures. I hadn’t been allowed to see it, but I used 
to boast to that Warner Brothers kid about how much better it was than 
anything Warners’ could make. 

Sandra, being very young, tossed Aunt Ruth’s gold ring away and 
turned slowly in her hand the little box it had come in. “Look, it says 
numbers on it,” she said. “Why are the numbers, Chris?” 

1 studied it carefully. “Ninety-five. That looks like dollars,” I said. 
“Ninety-five dollars. Where does Santa Claus get all his money, Daddy ?” 

My father gave my mother a questioning look. “Er . . . what’s that, 
son?” I had to repeat the question. “Oh . . . those aren’t dollars, no . . . 
That’s just the number Santa puts on his toys to keep them from getting 
all mixed up before he sends them down from the North Pole,” my 
father said, and then he took a deep breath and another gulp of that 
yellow drink. 

More people kept coming in all afternoon. More presents. More 
uncles and aunts. More Santa Claus’s helpers. I never realized he had 
so many helpers. All afternoon the phone kept ringing, too. “Sol, you 
might as well answer it, it must be for you,” my mother would say, and 
then I could hear my father laughing on the phone: “Thanks, L.B., and 
a merry Christmas to you . . . Thanks, Joe . , . Thanks, Mary . . . Thanks, 
Doug . , . Merry Christmas, Pola . . .” Gifts kept arriving late into the 
day, sometimes in big limousines and town cars, carried in by chauffeurs 
in snappy uniforms. No matter how my father explained it, it seemed to 
me that Santa must be as rich as Mr. Zukor, 

Just before supper, one of the biggest stars in Father’s pictures drove 
up in a Rolls Roycc roadster, the first one I had ever seen. She came in 
with a tall, broad-shouldered, sunburned man who laughed at anything 
anybody said. She was a very small lady and she wore her hair tight 
around her head like a boy’s. She had on a tight yellow dress that only 
came down to the top of her knees. She and the man she was with had 
three presents for me and four for Sandra. She looked down at me and 
said, “Merry Christmas, you little darling,” and before I could get away, 
she had picked me up and was kissing me. She smelled all funny, with 
perfumy sweetness mixed up with the way Father smelled when he 
came home from that Christmas party at the studio and leaned over my 
bed to kiss me when I was half asleep. 



MY CHRISTMAS CAROL 

I didn’t like people to kiss me, especially strangers. “Lemmc go,” I 
said. 

“That’s no way to act, Sonny,” the strange man said. “Why, right 
this minute every man in America would like to be in your shoes.” 

All the grownups laughed, but I kept squirming, trying to get away. 
“Aw, don’t be that way, honey,” the movie star said. “Why, I love men!” 

They all laughed again. I didn’t understand it so I started to cry. Then 
she put me down. “All right for you,” she said, “if you don’t want to 
be my boy friend.” 

After she left, when I was unwrapping her presents, I asked my father, 
“Who is she? Is she one of Santa Claus’s helpers, too?” Father winked 
at Mother, turned his head away, put his hand to his mouth and laughed 
into it, but I saw him. Mother looked at him the way she did when she 
caught me taking a piece of candy just before supper. “Her name is 
Clara, dear,” she said. “She’s one of Santa Claus’s helpers, too.” 


And that’s the way Christmas was, until one Christmas when a funn^ 
thing happened. The big Firmament-Famous Artists-Lewin truck never 
showed up, I kept looking for it all afternoon, but it never came. When 
it got dark and it was time for me to have my supper and go to bed and 
still no truck, I got pretty worried. My mind ran back through the year 
trying to remember some bad thing 1 might have done that Santa was 
going to punish me for. I had done lots of bad things, like slapping my 
sister and breaking my father’s fountain pen, but they were no worse 
than the stuff I had pulled the year before. Yet what other reason could 

there possibly be for that truck not showing up? 

Another thing that seemed funny about that Christmas Eve was that 
my father didn’t bother to go to his studio Christmas party. He stayed 
home all morning and read aloud to me from a Christmas present he 
let me open a day early, a big blue book called Typee. And late that 
night when I tiptoed halfway down the stairs to watch my mother trim 
the tree that Santa was supposed to decorat^ my father was help^g her 
string the colored lights. Another thing different about tha ^^ristims 
was that when Sandra and I ran in shouting and laughing at five, as we 
always did. mv father got up just as soon as my mother. 

When we went downstairs, we found almost as many T 

other Christmas mornings. There was a nice fire engine from Uncle 
Norman, a cowboy suit from Aunt Ruth, “ Meccano e^rom U^le 
Adolph, something, in fact, from every one of Santa Claus shel^ No 
it wasn’t the presents that made ^hts Christmas seem so di^rent u v^ 
how quiet every thing was. Pierce-Arrows and Packards and Cadill^s 
dl’t^ ke^ "opping by all day long with new presents for us. And 
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11013^ of the people like Norman and Ruth and Uncle Edgar, the famous 
director, and Aunt Betty, the rising ingenue, and Uncle Dick, the young 
star, and the scenario writer, Uncle Bill, none of them dropped in at all. 
James the butler was gone, too. For the first Christmas since I could 
remember, we had Father all to ourselves. Even the phone was quiet for 
a change. Except for a couple of real relatives, the only one who showed 
up at all was Clara. She came in around supper time with an old man 
whose hair was yellow at the temples and gray on top. Her face was very 
red and when she picked me up to kiss me, her breath reminded me of 
the Christmas before, only stronger. My father poured her and her friend 
the foamy yellow drink I wasn’t allowed to have. 

She held up her drink and said, “Merry Christmas, Sol. And may 
next Christmas be even merrier.” 

My father’s voice sounded kind of funny, not laughing as he usually 
did. “Thanks, Clara,” he said. “You’re a pal.” 

“Nerts,” Clara said. “Just because I don’t wanna be a fair-weather 
friend like some of these other Hollywood bas — ” 

“Shhh, the children,” my mother reminded her. 

“Oh hell. I’m sorry,” Clara said. “But anyway, you know what 1 
mean.” 

My mother looked from us to Clara and back to us again. “Chris, 
Sandra,” she said. “Why don’t you take your toys up to your own room 
and play? We’ll be up later.” 

In three trips I carried up to my room all the important presents. I 
also took up a box full of cards that had been attached to the presents. As 
a bit of holiday homework, our penmanship teacher Miss Whitehead 
had suggested that we separate all Christmas-card signatures into those 
of Spencerian grace and those of cramp-fingered illegibility. I played 
with my Meccano set for a while, I practiced twirling my lasso and i 
made believe Sandra was an Indian, captured her and tied her to the 
bedstead as my hero Art Acord did in the movies. I captured Sandra 
three or four times and then I didn’t know what to do with myself, so I 
spread all the Christmas cards out on the floor and began sorting them 
just as Miss Whitehead had asked. 

I sorted half a dozen, all quite definitely non-Spencer ian, but it wasn’t 
until I had sorted ten or twelve that I began to notice something funny. 
It was all the same handwriting. Then I came to a card of my father’s. I 
was just beginning to learn how to read handwriting, and I wasn’t very 
good at it yet, but I could recognize the three little bunched-together 
letters that spelled Dad. I held my father’s card close to my eyes and 
compared it with the one from Uncle Norman. It was the same hand- 
writing, Then I compared them with the one from Uncle Adolph. All 
the same handwriting. Then I picked uo one of Sandra’s cards, from 
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Aunt Ruth:, and held that one up against my father’s. I couldn’t under- 
$und it. My father seemed to have written them all. 

I didn t say anything to Sandra about this, or to the nurse when she 
gave us our supper and put us to bed. But when my mother came in to 
kiss me good night I asked her why my father’s handwriting was on all 
the cards. My mother turned on the light and sat on the edge of the bed. 

You don t really believe in Santa Claus any more, do you ?*’ she asked. 

No, I said. Fred and Clyde told me all about it at school.” 

Then I don’t think it will hurt you to know the rest,” my mother 
said. “Sooner or later you will have to know these things.” 

Then she told me what had happened. Between last Christmas and 
this one, my father had lost his job. He was trying to start his own com- 
pany now. Lots of stars and directors had promised to go with him. 
But when the time had come to make good on their promises, they 
had backed out. Though I didn’t fully understand it at the time, even 
in the simplified way my mother tried to explain it, I would say now that 
for most of those people the security of a major-company payroll had 
outweighed an adventure on Poverty Row — the name for the group of 
little studios where the independent producers struggled to survive. 

So this had been a lean year for my father. We had sold one of the 
cars, let the butler go, and lived on a budget. As Christmas approached. 
Mother had cut our presents to a minimum. 

“Anyway, the children will be taken care of,” my father said. “The 
old gang will see to that.” 

The afternoon of Christmas Eve my father had had a business ap- 
pointment, to see a banker about more financing for his program of 
pictures. When he came home, Sandra and I had just gone to bed, and 
Mother wts arranging the presents around the tree. There weren’t many 
presents to arrange, just the few they themselves had bought. There 
were no presents at all from my so-called aunts and uncles. 

“My pals,” Father said. “My admirers. My loyal employees.” 

Even though he had the intelligence to understand why these people 
had always sent us those expensive presents, his vanity, or perhaps I can 
call it his good nature, had led him to believe they did it because they 
liked him and because they genuinely were fond of Sandra and me. 

“I’m afraid the kids will wonder what happened to all those Santa 
Claus’s helpers,” my mother said. 

“Wait a minute,” my father said. “I’ve got an idea. Those bastards 
are going to be Santa Claus’s helpers whether they know it or not.” 

Then he had rushed out to a toy store on Hollywood Boulevard and 
brought a gift for every one of the aunts and uncles who were so con- 
spicuously absent. 

I remember, when my mother finished explaining, how I bawled. I 
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don’t know whether it was out of belated gratitude to my old man or 
whether I was feeling sorry for myself because all those famous people 
didn’t like me as much as I thought they did. Maybe I was only crying 
because that first, wonderful and ridiculous part of childhood was over. 
From now on I would have to face a world in which there was not only 
no Santa Claus, but very, very few on-the-level Santa Claus’s helpers. 
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, . HEN the phone rang, the 

gray-haired man asked the girl, with quite some little deference, if she 
?-would rather for any reason he didn’t answer it. The girl heard him as if 
: from a distance, and turned her face toward him, one eye— tni the side 
; of the light — closed tight, her open eye very, however disingenuously, 

. large, and so blue as to appear almost violet. The gray-haired man 
asked her to hurry up, and she raised up on her riglit forearm just 
, quickly enough so that the movement didn’t quite look perfunctory. 
""She cleared her hair back from her forehead with her left hand and 
said, “God. I don’t know. I mean what do you think?’’ 1 he gray-haired 
man said he didn't see that it made a helluva lot of difference one way 
or the other, and slipped his left hand under the girl’s supporting arm, 

; above the elbow, working his lingers u]!, making loom for them between 
the warm surfaces of her upper arm and chest wall. He reached for the 
' phone with his right hand. To reach it without groping, he had to raise 
himself somewhat higher, which caused the back of his head to graze a 
corner of the lampshade. In that instant, the light was particularly, it 
rather vividly, flattering to his gray, mostly white, hair. Though in dis- 
arrangement at that moment, it had obviously ^en freshly cut-Kir, 
rather, freshly maintained. The neckline and tem])les had been trimmed 
conventionally close, but the sides and trap had been left rather more 
than just longish, and were, in fact, a trifle distinguished-looking. 
“Hello?” he said resonantly into the phone. The girl stayed propped up 
on her forearm and watched him. Her eyes, more just open than alert or 

speculative, reflected chiefly their own size and color. . 

man’s voice— stone dead, yet somehow rudely, almost obscenely 
quickened for the occasion— came through at the other end: Lee. 1 
wake you?*’ 
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The gray-haired man glanced briefly left, at the girl. “Who’s that?” 
he asked. “Arthur?” 

“Yeah— I wake you?” 

“No, no. I’m in bed, reading. Anything wrong?” 

“You sure I didn’t wake you? Honest to God?” 

“No, no— absolutely,” the gray-haired man said. “As a matter of fact, 
I’ve been averaging about four lousy hours — ” 

X “The reason I called, Lee, did you happen to notice when Joanie was 
leaving? Did you happen to notice if she left with the Ellenbogens, by 
'C any chance?” 

The gray-haired man looked left again, but high this time, way from 
t , the girl, who was now watching him rather like a voung.' jjluc-eved Iri sh 
policeman. “No, I didn’t, Arthur,” he said, his eyes on the far, dim end 
oT the room, where the wall met the ceiling. “Didn’t she leave with 
you?” 

“No, Christ, no. You didn’t see her leave at all, then?” 

“Well, no, as a matter of fact, I didn’t, Arthur,” the gray-haired man 
said. “Actually, as a matter of fact, I didn’t sec a bloody thing all evening. 
The minute I got in the door, I got myself involved in one long Jesus of 
a session with that French poop, Viennese poop — whatever the hell he 
was. Every bloody one of these foreign guys keep an eye open for a little 
free legal advice. Why? Whal’s up? Joanie lost?” 

“Oh, Christ. Who knows? I don’t know. You know her when she 
gets all tanked up and rarin’ to go. / don’t know. She may have just—” 

“You call the Ellenbogens?” the gray-haired man asked. 

“Yeah. They’re not home yet. I don’t know. Christ, I’m not even sure 
she left with them. I know one thing. I know one goddam thing. I’m 
through beating my brains out. I mean it. I really mean it this time. I’m 
through. Five years, Christ.” 

“All right, try to take it a little easy, now, Arthur,” the gray-haired 
man said. “In the first place, if I know the Ellenbogens, they probably 
all hopped in a cab and went down to the Village for a couple of hours. 
All three of ’em’ll probably barge—” 

“I have a feeling she went to work on some bastard in the kitchen. I 
just have a feeling. She always starts necking some bastard in the kitchen 
when she gets tanked up. I’m through. I swear to God I mean it this 
time. Five goddam—” 

“Where are you now, Arthur?” the gray-haired man asked. “Home?” 

“Yeah. Home. Home sweet home. Christ.” 

“Well, just try to take it a little— What are ya— drunk, or what?” 

“I don’t know. How the hell do I know?” 

“All right, now, listen. Relax. Just relax,” the gray-haired man said. 
“You know the Ellenbogens, for Chrissake. What probably happened, 
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Acy probably missed their last train. All three of ’em’U probably barge 
in on you any minute, full of witty, niKht<lub— ” 

“They drove in.” 

“How do you know?” 

Their baby-sitter. We vc had some scintillating goddam conversa- 
tions. Were close as hell. We’re like two goddam peas in a pod.” 

All right. All right. So what? Will ya sit tight and relax, now?” 
said the gray-haired man. All three of ’em’ll probably waltz in on you 
any minute. Take my word. You know Leona. I don’t know what the 
hell it is They all get this god-awful Connecticut gaiety when they 
get in to New York. You know that.” 

“Yeah. 1 know. I know. I don’t know, though.” 

Certainly you do. Use your imagination. The two of ’em probably 
dragged Joanie bodily — ” 

Listen. Nobody ever has to drag Joanie anywhere. Don’t gimmie 
any of that dragging stuff.” 

“Nobody’s giving you any dragging stuff, Arthur,” the gray-haired 
man said quietly. 

“I know, I know! Excuse me. Christ, I’m losing my mind. Honest to 
God, you sure I didn’t wake you?” 

“I’d tell you if you had, Arthur,” the gray-haired man said. Absently, 
he took his left hand out from between the girl’s upper arm and chest 
wall. “Look, Arthur. You want my advice?” he said. He took the tele- 
phone cord between his fingers, just under the transmitter. “I mean 
this, now. You want some advice?” 

“Yeah. I don’t know. Christ, I’m keeping you up. Why don’t I just 
go cut my — ” 

“Listen to me a minute,” the gray-haired man said. “First — I mean 
this, now — ^get in bed and relax. Make yourself a nice, big nightcap, and 
get under the — ” 

'WfgArcap! Are you kidding? Christ, I’ve killed about a quart in the 
last two goddam hours. Nightcapl I’m so plastered now I can hardly — ” 

“All right. All right. Get in bed, then,” the gray-haired man said* 
“And relax — ya hear me? Tell the truth. Is it going to do any good to 
sjt around and stew?” 

“Yeah, I know. 1 wouldn’t even worry, for Chrissakc, but you can’t 
trust her! I swear to God. I swear to God you can’t. You can trust her 
about as far as you can throw a— I don’t know what. Aaah, what’s the 
use? I’m losing my goddam mind.” 

“All right. Forget it, now. Forget it, now. Will ya do me a favor and 
try to put the whole thing out of your mind?” the gray-haired man said. 
“For all you know, you’re making— I honestly think you’re making a 
mountain — ” 
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*‘You know what I do? You \now what 1 do? Fm ashameda tell ya, 
but you know what I very nearly goddam do every night? When I get 
home? You want to know?” 

“Arthur, listen, this isn’t—” 

**Wait a second — I’ll tell ya, God damn it. I practically have to keep 
myself from opening every goddam closet door in the apartment — I 
swear to God. Every night I come home, I half expect to find a bunch of 
bastards hiding all over the place. Elevator boys. Delivery boys. 
Cops-" 

“All right. All right. Let’s try to take it a little easy, Arthur,” the gray- 
haired man said. He glanced abruptly to his right, where a cigarette, 
lighted some time earlier in the evening, was balanced on an ashtray. It 
obviously had gone out, though, and he didn’t pick it up. “In the first 
place,” he said into the phone, “I’ve told you many, many times, Ar- 
thur, that’s exactly where you make your biggest mistake. You know 
what you do? Would you like me to tell you what you do? You go out 
of your way — I mean this, now— You actually go out of your way to 
torture yourself. As a matter of fact, you actually inspire Joanie — ” He 
broke off. “You’re bloody lucky she’s a wonderful kid. I mean it. You 
give that kid absolutely no credit for having any good taste — or brains, 
for Chrissake, for that matter — ” 

“Brains! Are you kidding? She hasn’t got any goddam brains! She’s 
an animal!” 

The gray-haired man, his nostrils dilating, appeared to take a fairly 
deep breath. “We’re all animals,” he said. “Basically, we’re all animals.” 

“Like hell we are. I’m no goddam animal. I may b eV stup K)i fnidpd-np 
tw entieth-cen tur y son of a bitch, ^ ut I’m no animal. DonTgimme that. 
Tnino ^imalT^ 

“Look, Arthur. This isn’t getting us — ” 

"Brains, Jesus, if you knew how funny that was. She thinks she’s a 
goddam intellectual. That’s the funny part, that’s the hilarious part. She 
reads the theatrical page, and she watches television till she’s practically 
blind — so she’s an intellectual. You know who I’m married to? You 
want to know who I’m married to? I’m married to the greatest living 
undeveloped, undiscovered actress, not'elist, psychoi7«alyst, and all- 
around goddam unappreciated celebrity-genius in New York. You 
didn’t know that, didja? Christ, it’s so funny I could cut my throat. 
Madame Bovary at Columbia Extension School. Madame — ” 

“Who?” asked the gray-haired man, sounding annoyed. 

“Madame Bovary takes a course ir Television Appreciation. God, if 
you knew how — ” 

“All right, all right. You realize this isn’t getting us anyplace,” the 
gray-haired man said. He turned and gave the girl a sign, with two 
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•fingers near his mouth, that he wanted a cigarette. “In the first place,” 
he said, into the phone, for a helluvan h^telligent guy, you’re about as 
tactless as it s humanly possible to be.” He straightened his back so that 
the girl could reach behind him for the cigarettes. “I mean that. It shows 
up in your private life, it shows up in your—” 

Brains. Oh, God, that kills me! Christ almighty! Did you ever hear 
her describe anybody — some man, I mean? Sometime when you haven’t 
anything to do, do me a favor and get her to describe some man for you. 
She describes every man she sees as ‘terribly attractive.’ It can be the 
oldest, crummiest, greasiest — ” 

“All right, Arthur,” the gray-haired man said sharply. “This is getting 
us nowhere. But nowhere.” He took a lighted cigarette from the girl. 
She had lit two. “Just incidentally,” he said, exhaling smoke through his 
nostrils, “how’d you make out today?” 

“What?” 

“How’d you make out today?” the gray-haired man repeated. “How’d 
the case go?” 

“Oh, Christ! I don’t know. Lousy. About two minutes before I’m all 
set to start my summation, the attorney for the plaintiff, Lissberg, trots 
in this crazy chambermaid with a bunch of bedsheets as evidence — bed- 
bug stains all over them. Christ!” 

“So what happened? You lose?” asked the gray-haired man, taking 
another drag on his cigarette. 

“You know who was on the bench? Mother Vittorio. What the hell 
that guy has against me. I’ll never know. I can’t even open my mouth and 
he jumps all over me. You can’t reason with a guy like that. It’s impos- 
sible.” 

The gray-haired man turned his head to see what the girl was doing. 
She had picked up the ashtray and was putting it between them. “You 
lose, then, or what?” he said into the phone. 

“What?” 

“I said, Did you lose?” 

“Yeah. I was gonna tell you about it. I didn’t get a chance at the party, 
with all the ruckus. You think Junior’ll hit the ceiling? Not that I give 
a good goddam, but what do you think? Think he will?” 

With his left hand, the gray-haired man shaped the ash of his cigarette 
on the rim of the ashtray. “I don’t think he’ll necessarily hit the ceiling, 
Arthur,” he said quietly. “Chances are very much in favor, though, that 
he’s not going to be overjoyed about it. You know how long we ve 
handled those three bloody hotels ? Old man Shanley himself started the 

whole—” rr • T » 

“I know, I know. Junior’s told me about it at least fifty umes. It s one 

of the most beautiful stories I ever heard in my life. All right, so I lost the 
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goddam case. In the first place, it wasn’t my fault. First, this lunatic Vit- 
torio baits me all through the trial. Then this moron chambermaid 
starts passing out sheets full of bedbug — ” 

“Nobody’s saying it’s your fault, Arthur,” the gray-haired man said. 
“You asked me if I thought Junior would hit the ceiling. I simply gave 
you an honest—” 

“I know— I know that. ... I don’t know. What the hell. I may go» 
back in the Army anyway. I tell you about that.?” 

The gray-haired man turned his head again toward the girl, perhaps 
to show her how forbearing, even stoic, his countenance was. But the 
girl missed seeing it. She had just overturned the ashtray with her knee 
and was rapidly, with her fingers, brushing the spilled ashes into a little 
pick-up pile; her eyes looked up at him a second too late. “No, you didn’t, 
Arthur,” he said into the phone. 

“Yeah. I may. I don’t know yet. I’m not crazy about the idea, naturally, 
and I won’t go if I can possibly avoid it. But I may have to. I don’t know. 
At least, it’s oblivion. If they gimme back my little helmet and my big, 
fat desk and my nice, big mosquito net, it might not — ” “I’d like to beat 
some sense into that head of yours, boy, that’s what Id like to do,” the 
gray-haired man said. “For a hclluvan — For a supposedly intelligent guy, 
you talk like an absolute child. And I say that in all sincerity. You let a 
bunch of minor little things snowball to an extent that they get so bloody 
paramount in your mind that you’re absolutely unfit for any — ” 

“I shoulda left her. You know that.? I should’ve gone through with it 
last summer, when I really had the ball rolling — you know diat.? You 
know why I didn’t? You want to know why I didn’t?” 

“Arthur. For Chris/a^e. This is getting us exactly nowhere.” 

“Wait a second. Lcmme tellya why! You want to know why I didn’t? 
I can tellya exactly why. Because I felt sorry for her. That’s the whole 
simple truth. I felt sorry for her.” 

“Well, I don’t know. I mean that’s out of my jurisdiction,” the gray- 
Jfcyd fed man said. “It seems to me, though, that the one thing you seem to 
pfl^et is that Joanie’s a grown woman. I don’t know, but it seems to 
me—” 

^ “Grown woman! You crazy? She’s a grown child, for Chrissake! 
Listen, I’ll be sbsiving— listen to this — I’ll be shaving, and all of a sudden 
she’ll call me from way the hell the other end of the apartment. I’ll go sec 
what’s the matter — ^right in the middle of shaving, lather all over my 
goddam face. You know what she’ll want? She’ll want to ask me if I 
think she has a good mind. I swear to God. She’s patheticy I tellya. I 
watch her when she’s asleep, and I know what I’m talkin’ about. Believe 
me.” 

“Well, that’s something you know better than— I mean that’s out of 
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my jurisdiction,” the gray-haired man said. “The point is, God damn it, 
you don’t do anything at all constructive to—” 

“We’re that’s all. That’s the whole simple story. We’re 

just mismated as hell. You know what she needs? She needs some big 
silent bastard to just walk over once in a while and knock her out cold 
— then go back and finish reading his paper. That’s what she needs. I’m 
too goddam weak for her. 1 knew it when we got married — I swear to 
God I did. I mean you’re a smart bastard, you’ve never been married, 
but every now and then, before anybody gets married, they get these 
flashes of what it’s going to be like after they’re married. I ignored ’em. 
I ignored all my goddam flashes. I’m weak. That’s the whole thing in a 
nutshell.” 

“You’re not weak. You just don’t use your head,” the gray-haired man 
said, accepting a freshly lighted cigarette from the girl. 

“Certainly I’m weak! Certainly I’m weak! God damn it, I know 
whether I’m weak or not! If I weren’t weak, you don’t think I’d’ve let 
everything get all— Aah, what’s the usea talking? Certainly I’m weak 
. . . God, I’m keeping you awake all night. Why don’t you hang the hell 
up on me? I mean it. Hang up on me.” 

“I’m not going to hang up on you, Arthur. I’d like to help you, if it’s 
humanly possible,” the gray-haired man said. “Actually, you’re your own 
worst — 

“She doesn’t respect me. She doesn’t even love me, for God’s sake. 
Basically — in the last analysis — I don’t love her any more, cither, I don’t 
know. I do and I don’t. It varies. It fluctuates. Christ! Every time I get 
all set to put my foot down, we have dinner out, for some reason, and I 
meet her somewhere and she comes in with these goddam white glot/es 
on or something. I don’t know. Or I start thinking about the first time 
we drove up to New Haven for the Princeton game. We had a flat right 
after we got off the Parkway, and it was cold as hell, and she held the 
flashlight while I fixed the goddam thing— You know what I mean. 1 
don’t know. Or I start thinking about— Christ, it’s embarrassing— I start 
thinking about this goddam poem I sent her when we first started goin’ 
around together. ‘Rose my color is and white, Pretty mouth and green 
my eyes.’ Christ, it’s embarrassing— it used to remind me of her. She 
doesn’t have green eyes — she has eyes like goddam sea shells, for Chris- 
sake — ^but it reminded me anyway ... I don’t know. What’s the usea 
talking? I’m losing my mind. Hang up on me, why don’t you? I mean 
it.” 

The gray-haired man cleared his throat and said, “I have no intention 
of hanging up on you, Arthur. There’s just one — ” 

“She bought me a suit once. With her own money. I tell you about 
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and stuff. Know what I mean? I mean— except you— who do we know 
in New York except a bunch of neurotics? It*s bound to undermine 
even a normal person sooner or later. Know what I mean?” 

The gray-haired man didn’t give an answer. His eyes, behind the 
bridge of his hand, were closed. 

“Anyway, I’m gonna talk to her about it tonight. Or tomorrow, 
maybe. She’s still a little under the weather. I mean she’s a helluva good 
kid basically, and if we Aat/e a chance to straighten ourselves out a little 
bit, we’d be goddam stupid not to at least have a go at it. While I’m at it, 
I’m also gonna try to straighten out this lousy bedbug mess, too. I’ve 
been thinking. I was just wondering, Lee. You think if I went in and 
talked to Junior personally, I could — ” 

“Arthur, if you don’t mind. I’d appreciate—” 

‘1 mean I don’t want you to think I just called you back or anything 
because I’m worried about my goddam job or anything. I’m not. I mean 
basically, for Chrissake, I couldn’t care less. I just thought if I could 
straighten Junior out without beating my brains out. I’d be a goddam 
fool-” 

“Listen, Arthur,” the gray-haired man interrupted, taking his hand 
away from his face, “I have a helluva headache all of a sudden. I don’t 
know where I got the bloody thing from. You mind if we cut this short? 
I’ll talk to you in the morning— all right?” He listened for another 
moment, then hung up. 

Again the girl immediately spoke to him, but he didn’t answer her. 
He picked a burning cigarette— the girl’s out of the ashtray and started to 
bring it to his mouth, but it slipped out of his fingers. The girl tried to 
help him retrieve it before anything was burned, but he told her to just 
sit still, for Chrissake, and she pulled back her hand. 






Biographical Notes 


WASHINGTON IRVING 

(1783-1859) 

Washington Irving was the first American man of letters — the first 
to adopt literature as a life work and to support himself successfully by 
his pen. Though Irving was born and died in New York, he was a 
“Knickerbocker” who spent many years abroad. In Italy he had met 
Coleridge and Washington Allston, and under the spell of the latter 
momentarily debated with himself whether to stake his career upon 
writing or painting. In 1842, as biographer of Columbus, he was ap- 
pointed Minister to Spain. Particularly he loved England, and upon his 
death Thackeray pronounced him “the first ambassador whom the 
New World of Letters sent to the Old.” In the history of the short story 
Irving holds a distinguished place./?//? Van Winkle and The Legend of 
Sleepy Hollow were tales of a kind till then unknown in English litera- 
ture — though Walter Map, in his tale of King Herla in De Nugis 
Curialium, had centuries before told in Latin a no less beautiful version 
of the ancient folk-tale of Rip Van Winkle. Of himself Irving wrote to 
a friend : “I consider a story merely as a frame on which to sketch my 
materials; it is the play of thought and sentiment, and language; the 
weaving in of character, lightly yet expressively delineated ; the familiar 
and faithful exhibition of scenes of common life; and the half-concealed 
vein of humor that is often playing through the whole; these are among 
what I aim at.” 


NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE 

(1804-1864) 

Until his forty-sixth year, when he produced T he Scarlet Letter in 1850, 
Nathaniel Hawthorne was, as he once called himself, “the obscurest 
man of letters in America.” Before that time he published stories and 
sketches, many anonymously; he had married Sophia Peabody; he had 
tor three years been surveyor of the port of Salem. With The Scarlet 
Letter came quick and lasting recognition, followed two years later by 
a long-delayed pilgrimage to the Old World. Hawthorne was absent 
seven years, the first four of which he spent as Consul to Liverpool, 
one of the best-paid offices under the Government. In i860, as a result 

120Q 
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of a year and a half spent in Italy, he published The Marble Faun, Four 
years of life remained to him, but he accomplished little. The Civil War 
came on, his health was breaking, the labor of writing wearied and 
depressed him. 

At intervals since his death all the writings he left behind have been 
published— his private letters, his note-books. While these have not 
added to his fame, they give further confirmation of the extraordinary 
depth and luminosity of his consciousness and the fine seriousness of 
his craftsmanship. 

The Great Stone Face and Rappaccini’s Daughter, with their deep 
moral insight and their skillful narrative power, are among the very 
best of Hawthorne’s shorter pieces. 

EDGAR ALLAN POE 

(1809-1849) 

I\TF*NATiONALLY thc most famous of all American writers, Edgar Al- 
lan Poe suffered during his short lifetime the deepest bitterness and 
humiliation in his native land. Thc victim of an acrimonious biography 
by Rufus Griswold, and, more disastrously, the victim of his own dark 
demon and an incurable alcoholism, his genius surmounts all the vicis- 
situdes of his life. Brandcr Matthews contrasts the “honorable longev- 
ity” of all thc other classical American writers with the exceptional Poe 
who “died young and alone and poor and in ill repute.” 

He was admitted to West Point in 1830 and was expelled in 1831. 
At thc age of 22 he published his first volume of poems, and from 1833 
until his death had a phenomenal career as an editor on a succession of 
periodicals. As a critic thc fierce vehemence of his philippics made for 
him many enemies. But it is as a writer of short stories that Poe achieved 
his highest distinction. To him belongs the credit, with the publication 
of The Murders in the Rue Morgue, of the invention of the detective 
story. Subsequently, he originated thc story based on ratiocination with 
The Gold Bug. Thc;e followed The Mystery of Marie Roget, The Pur- 
loined Letter and many notable tales of the macabre. Charles Cestre 
^has said of him: “His work owes much to thc drift of romanticism (of 
which he is a late heir) towards the occult and the satanic. It owes 
much also to his own feverish dreams, to which he applied a strange 
power of logic and a rare faculty of shaping plausible fabrics out of 
impalpable materials.” 
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HERMAN MELVILLE 

(1819-1891) 

Herman Melville is one of the very few writers to achieve great 
posthumous fame. During his lifetime, as a result of his South'Sea 
adventures as recorded in Typee and Omoo, he enjoyed a kind of minor 
popularity as “the man who lived with the cannibals.” His masterpiece, 
Moby Dtcl^, published when he was forty-three, was a total fiasco. This 
was his sixth book; and its failure to sell was final and sufficient demon- 
stration to Melville that he could not support himself and his wife and 
four children by his pen. For twenty years (between 1866 and 1886) he 
was Inspector of Customs in New York. He resigned this post when 
his wife came into an inheritance that allowed him an ultimate serenity 
in his closing years: It was then that he wrote Billy Budd, Foretopman, 
finished only a few months before his death, and first published in 1924, 

EDWARD EVERETT HALE 

(1822-1909) 

Edward Everett Hale was descended from a distinguished and public- 
minded family; his father was the proprietor of a Boston daily, an uncle 
was notable as orator and statesman, and his great-uncle, Nathan Hale, 
was the martyr spy. In 1842 Hale began to preach, and in 1903 he was 
named chaplain of the United States Senate. He first came into notice 
as a writer in 1859 with the appearance of My Double and How He 
Undid Me in the Atlantic Monthly, He published other stories in the 
same periodical. Of these, the best known is The Man Without a Coun- 
try (1863), which did much to strengthen the Union cause. 

FITZ-JAMES O’BRIEN 

(1828 .^-1862) 

About the year 1828 Fitz-James O’Brien was born in Ireland. He was 
educated at Dublin University, received a patrimony, proceeded to 
London, as did many of the young Irishmen of his day, spent his patri- 
mony, and was left stranded. He followed the example of other of his 
countrymen, and emigrated to America in 1852, settling in New York. 
He was a great favorite among the Bohemians for his wit and his 
gayety; and he found an audience very soon for his gifts as a writer. He 
wrote poems, plays, essays, and stories for a period of ten years. When 
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the Civil War broke out, he was given a commission. Fatally wounded 
in February of 1862, he died two months later, 

O’Brien has often been compared to Poe in his choice of bizarre 
material. But he is very different from Poe in that he attempts to relate 
his subject matter to the everyday world of reality. He was of course 
strongly under the spell of the current Gothic romanticism, which made 
an especial appeal to O’Brien’s Gaelic temperament. He was, moreover, 
particularly adroit in Actionizing current discoveries in the realm of 
fact. His best-known stories are What Was It? and The Diamond Lensr 

FRANK R, STOCKTON 

(1834-1902) 

The Lady, or the Tiger? is not only the most famous of Frank R. 
Stockton’s stories; it is one of the most famous of all short stories. The 
author wrote many others that are amusing, clever, whimsical or richly 
humorous. But this particular one is perhaps the most skillful of “trick’' 
stories, and it gained for its author an undue amount of publicity. 

Stockton was born in Philadelphia, and it was not until he was nearly 
forty that he published his first fiction for adults. About that time he 
moved to New York, where for a number of years he held editorial 
positions, all the time turning out his sketches and stories and tales. He 
was an exceedingly popular author in his time. 

MARK TWAIN 

{Samuel hanghorne Clemens') 

(1835-1910) 

Mark Twain is perhaps the most widely read and the most deeply loved 
of all American writers. He escaped being born in New England, nor 
could the literary provincialities of the other side of the Mason and 
Dixon line claim him. He was not the mouthpiece of any “literary” 
locale. As Ludwig Lewisohn has said of him (in contrast with Whit- 
man) : ‘“It was a younger man from the Mississippi Valley, a normal, 
busy, humorous, kind-hearted American, a newspaper man, a prospec- 
tor, pioneer, publisher, gainer and loser of fortunes, perfect husband, 
devoted father, pal of millionaires and clergyman and right-thinking 
men of letters, of lords and dukes and sovereigns too, later on — it was 
Samuel Clemens, eternal adolescent and hence creator of the finest 
picaresque novel composed for centuries — ^it was he whom the American 
people chose as their great spokesman and literary hero.” Of Mark 
Twain’s humor Mr. Lewisohn has said: “It is directed against preteo- 
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tiousness and falseness, against all ‘putting on* of ‘airs*. . , . His sketcnes 
and stories are well written about a practical joke of some kind. But 
he is careful, unlike his predecessors, to be sure that the objects of the 
practical joke have justly lost the reader’s moral sympathy. The Man 
That Corrupted Hadley burg is an excellent illustration of this method ” 

THOMAS BAILEY ALDRICH 

(1836-1907) 

Thomas Bailey Aldrich was born in the historic town of Portsmouth, 
New Hampshire. From Portsmouth he was taken as a boy to New 
Orleans, and that city with its French charm and exotic flavor left a 
deep impression upon him. 

While he was preparing for Harvard, his father died; there was 
no money, and young Aldrich had to go to work. He served for 
several years as a clerk in his uncle’s office in New York. His first 
book of verse, The Bells, was a success, and he left the business world to 
become literary critic cn the Evening Mirror. For the remainder of his 
life, except for time spent as a war correspondent, he wrote verse and 
stories and served in one editorial capacity or another. He was for years 
known for the extraordinary skill and felicity of his light verse. Of 
Aldrich, Brander Matthews wrote: “He was a story-teller as well as a 
lyrist, carrying into fiction the ingenious fantasy which characterized 
his verse. He is best known by his exquisite short story, Marjorie Daw, 
and by his vivacious Story of a Bad Bay, which is almost autobiographic.** 

WILLIAM DEAN HOWELLS 

(1837-1920) 

Son of an Ohio printer-journalist, Howells spent his early life as 
type-setter, reporter and editor in the offices of various newspapers. And 
throughout his distinguished life he was never far from a printing-press, 
unless exception be made of the five years ensuing upon i860 when he 
was Consul at Venice. In 1865 he joined the staff of the Atlantic 
Monthly, and from 1872 to 1881 he was its editor-in-chief. He was ex- 
traordinarily prolific as a writer-novelist, poet, dramatist, essayist, cri^ 
The unusual charm of his personality won him a host of friends. He 
was long considered the foremost representative of the rcalisuc school 
of indigenous fiction. Despite his sojourn in Italy and his mastery of 
several European tongues, he insisted upon seeing and portraying Amer- 
ican life under its own skies and in its own vocabulary. 
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FRANCIS BRET HARTE 

(1839-1902) 

An Easterner by birth, Bret Hartc migrated to California when he was 
nineteen, after a childhood of hardship and ill health. For a time he 
taught school; he was a druggist’s clerk, a tutor and an express messen- 
ger on a California stage. The romance and the picturesqueness of the 
gold rush held him under its spell. It was the “Argonauts of ’49” whom 
he recorded in The Luc\ of Roaring Camp, These stories, with The 
Outcasts of Polder Flat, are Harte’s earliest work. He never sur- 
passed them. Their freshness and vigor capture the flavor of an epoch. 

AMBROSE BIERCE 

(1842-1914) 

Ambrose Bierce was born in Meiggs County, Ohio. He served through- 
out the Civil War, was brevetted major for distinguished services. After 
the war, he went to San Francisco, where he held editorial positions on 
several San Francisco weeklies. In 1872, he went to London and there for 
four years he continued his journalistic career. His first literary work 
appeared while he was abroad. He returned in 1876 to San Francisco 
and for nearly all of the next twenty-one years he worked for news- 
papers. Mr. George Sterling says of Bierce: “By far the greater part of 
this work was polemical in its nature. . . . Bierce’s pen was dipped in 
wormwood and acid, and ... his assaults were more dreaded than the 
bowie knife and revolver, . . .’’ 

The two stories by Bierce represented here are taken from his volume 
Tales of Soldiers and Civilians, and it is interesting to sec what the 
author wrote as a prefatory note. “Denied existence by the chief pub- 
lishing houses of the country, this book owes itself to Mr. E. L. G. Steele, 
merchant, of this city. In attesting Mr. Steele’s faith in his judgment and 
his friend, it will serve its author’s main and best ambition. A. B., San 
^Francisco, Sept. 4, 1891.” 

His stories deal with the horrible and the gruesome or the super- 
natural. We may hate his stories, as Mr. Sterling says, but we cannot 
forget them. “His heroes, or rather victims, arc lonely men, passing to 
unpredictable dooms, and hearing, from inaccessible crypts of space, 
the voices of unseen malevolences.” 

In November, 1913, Bierce left San Francisco and went to Mexico. 
For a number of years there was no word whatever about him. But it 
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now seems clearly certain that he was shot in 1914 by one or another of 
the revcdutionary factions in Mexico. 


HENRY JAMES 

(1843-1916) 


For a number of years after the World War, Henry James’s reputation 
suffered an eclipse. Mr. H. G. Wells wrote a triumphant last word when 
he had one of his characters compare the labored intensity of Henry 
James’s efforts to explore the deepest recesses of the human heart to “a 
magnificent but painful hippopotamus resolved at any cost, even at the 
cost of its dignity, upon picking up a pea which has got into a corner of 
its den.” But the values that Henry James lived for have again emerged 
from eclipse. 

The Dial Press has published a collection of his novelettes, Henry 
Seidel Canby is writing his definitive biography, and Clifton Fadiman 
has edited for Random House a bumper volume of his best short stories. 

Rebecca West closes her beautiful little book on Henry James thus; 
“In July, 1915, he took the great step, fraught for him with the deepest 
emotions, of renouncing his American citizenship and becoming a 
naturalized British subject; and in January, 1916, he did England the 
further honor of accepting the Order of Merit. And on 28th February, 
1916, he died, leaving the white light of his genius to shine out for the 
eternal comfort of the mind of man.” 


JOEL CHANDLER HARRIS 

(1848-1908) 

Harris was a Georgian who wrote many sketches and stories of Southern 
life. Although he had earlier established himself as a brilliant newspaper 
man, it was through his delineation of a Negro, the shrewd and master- 
ful Uncle Remus who told tales to a httle boy, that he won for himself 

* sSinTof the generation of American writers during the last 
deSof the ninetfenth century, Carl Van Doren says: “Outside 0 
Sk T^n the generation left harifiy a single lasung folk-hero except 
Uncle Remus and the animals of his bestiary. 
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SARAH ORNE JEWETT 

(1849-1909) 

The advice that Sarah Orne Jev^ett gave to Willa Gather — to write 
truthfully about the things she knew — might well describe what Miss 
Jewett herself did for her own New England people. She disclaimed all 
commerce with those writers who were given to “prettify.” She looked 
out on her New England scene, and she recorded what she saw. And 
though her stories seem not to be very much read nowadays, few of us 
realize how important her influence has been upon many writers who 
followed after her. 

She was born at South Berwick, Maine, of a family that had for gen- 
erations known the advantages of culture. Her first book, Deephaven, 
was published in 1887. It is a very careful study of her New England 
people in the form of an autobiography. From that date, she continued 
to publish novels and stories, and in all of her work she never got far 
from the characters and lives of the New Englanders she knew so 
intimately. 

The Courting of Sister Wisby appeared in 1888 in the volume The 
King of Folly Island and Other People, 

LAFCADIO HEARN 

(1850-1904) 

Leucadia (pronounced Lefcadia) is famous as the Ionian island from 
which Sappho is reputed to have leapt to suicide. Hearn’s father was an 
Irish Surgeon-major stationed in the Aegean, his mother a Greek. He 
gleaned a casual education at a Catholic college in Durham, and he 
died a Buddhist. At the age of 19, thrown upon his own resources, he 
migrated to America to try his hand at journalism. Though he was 
practically blind, he was pullied up the spire of Saint Patrick’s Cathedral, 
New York, to record for the reading public the view from that height. 
He was for some time in New Orleans, writing for the Times Democrat, 
and was sent by that paper for two years as correspondent to the West 
Indies. In 1891, as journalist, he was sent to Japan. There he promptly 
broke with journalism, became a teacher of English at the University of 
Tokio, had children that were half Japanese, and, in order that these 
children might be entered in the Japanese public schools, became z 
naturalized Japanese under the name of Yakumo Koizumi. The realistic 
Japanese thereupon promptly reduced his salary to the native scale (for- 
r\gn teachers were then paid much more than natives). Hearn then 
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returned to America, hating the Orient, to write several volumes of short 
stories, and to furnish copy for Dr. G. M. Gould’s informative volume, 
Concerning Lafeadio Hearn. 

GERTRUDE ATHERTON 

(1857-1948) 


Mrs. Gertrude Atherton, a native of San Francisco, California, spent 
most of her life in her own state. The early history of California was a 
dominant theme in her writings, and the story, “The Pearls of Loreto” is 
an excellent example of the manner in which she reconstructed a past 
age, and seized a dramatic situation for illuminating a tale. Indeed, Mrs. 
Atherton was most successful in transforming the facts of history into 
vivid fiction. Her fine novel. The Conqueror, deals with the life and 
times of Alexander Hamilton and Aaron Burr; her Rezanov is another 
instance of her power of imaginative reconstruction. With Mrs. Ather- 
ton’s novels of her declining years, the editors of this anthology have 
little patience. 

HAMLIN GARLAND 

(1860-1940) 


Hamlin Garland was born in West Salem, Wisconsin. In 1881 he was 
graduated from Cedar Valley Seminary, Osage, Iowa, where he devoted 
himself to the study of literature. When he was not in school, he worked 
on a farm. Later he taught school in Illinois. Then he migrated to South 
Dakota and took up a claim. But 'oon thereafter we find him in Boston, 


There had been a good deal of romanticizing of the West, and Hamlin 
Garland, who knew at first hand the hardships and privations of the 
lives of the settlers, was the first writer to give us the truth about condi- 
tions of pioneer life. He did for the West tA^at Mary E Wdkms Freeman 
was doing for New England. Mr. Garland has been the chief interpreter 
of the Middle Border in the United States during the nineteenth century. 
His work is marked by a realism that accents the more somber aspects 
of life. But this must be said: Mr. Garland was always true to his own 
vision. Like Hardy, he was more preoccupied with tragic than with hght 

themes. 
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MARY E. WILKINS FREEMAN 

(1862-1930) 

Mary E. Wilkins was born in Randolph, Massachusetts, and lived there 
and in Brattleboro, Vermont, until she married Dr. C. M. Freeman in 
1902. The remainder of her life was spent in New Jersey. Before her 
marriage, Mary E. Wilkins had established for herself a reputation for 
her vivid and true delineations of New England characters. For the 
most part, she delighted in revealing the lives of New England farmers, 
their wives — particularly their wives — and their children. While her 
work sometimes makes concessions to the romantic demands of the last 
two decades of the nineteenth century, her stories are noted for their 
realistic treatment. Her name has been for a long time associated with 
the New England of the latter part of the last century, much as Haw- 
thorne’s name is associated with the New England of an earlier day. 

A New England Nun is the title story of her first volume of stories, 
and although for more than thirty years Mrs. Freeman produced vol- 
ume after volume, and was regarded as the foremost interpreter of New 
England life, none of her volumes has transcended this one, and few of 
her stories indeed surpass it. 

EDITH WHARTON 

(1862-1937) 

No BETTER estimate of what Edith Wharton represents in the field of 
American literature has been made than Robert Morss Lovett’s, in dis- 
cussing the tendency of America to lag behind the literary movements 
of England and the Continent. The decadence of the nineties was remote 
from American writers. What emerged in America during this decade 
was a healthy local realism. Robert Morss Lovett writes: “American 
realism was not continental naturalism. The Puritan inheritance of 
morality and the new spirit of culture combined to insist upon the claims 
of significance of subject matter (a significance which is necessarily in 
tj>c large sense moral) and of beauty of form, as opposed to the require- 
ment of sheer fidelity to the objective world. Into this America of the 
1890’s came Edith Wharton, and in it she has steadily remained. The 
most superficial reading of her work brings evidence of her absorption 
in the somewhat mechanical operations of culture, her preoccupation 
with the upper class, and her loyalty to the theory of the art of fiction 
set forth by Henry James, of which the basis was a recognition of moral 
values. If one were to equip himself with a set of pigeon holes in which 
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ro collect the results of an analysis of Edith Wharton’s work, they would 
be labelled: Culture, Class, Morality.” Miss Wharton’s Ethan Fromc is 
one of America’s masterpieces of fiction. Perhaps her most typical work, 
however, is The Age of Innocence. The 1935 Pulitzer Prize Play, The 
Old Maid, was based on a story by Edith Wharton. 

O. HENRY 

{William Sydney Porter) 

(1862-1910) 

Born at Greensboro, North Carolina, William Sydney Porter — ^known 
throughout the world as O. Henry — received little formal education. As 
a young man, he went to Texas, where he worked in the General Land 
Office, and later in a bank. He became unfortunately involved in a 
mysterious business deal, and served a short prison sentence as a result 
thereof. This fact of his life is mentioned because it was from prison that 
he sent out liis first stories. Immediately his work found a very respon- 
sive public, and for years he was kept hard at work by editors. His name 
is now given to a certain kind of story, one in which the whole emphasis 
is so placed that the sudden or reversal ending will shock or surprise the 
reader. Many writers have tried to imitate him, but few have had any- 
thing like the success of O. Henry. He is perhaps one of the most 
inventive of short story writers; but in his best work he is more than 
inventive : he is creative in the truest sense. No two O. Henry enthusiasts 
can agree on which of his tales best deserve reprinting in an anthology. 
The three that we have chosen are our favorites. The sadly overworked 
Gift of the Magi was omitted purnoscly. 

RICHARD HARDING DAVIS 

(1864-1916) 

During his life Richard Harding Davis contributed much to the enter- 
tainment of the American people. A handsome man with a flair for 
romantic fiction and with a real gift for journalism, he became the first 
of our globe-trotting, highly personalized war correspondents. He was 
born in Philadelphia, the son of Lemuel Clark Davis, editorial 
and Rebecca Harding Davis who was a well-known author. He attended 
Swarthmore, Lehigh, and Johns Hopkins, but sports and social event? 
were more interesting to him than studies, and he gave up the academic 
world at the age of twenty-two to launch into journalism. In spite of 
his contacts he had difficulty in placing his story Gallagher, but in 1890 
it appeared in Scribner’s Magazine, and made the author famous. “Her^ 
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with,*’ says Thomas Beer, “Davis mounted into celebrity as gracefully 
as he might have swung his fine body in its handsome dress to the 
cushion of a waiting cab.” His Van Bibber stories, charming but super- 
ficial studies of New York society of his day, made him a fortune. 

The Bar Sinister was such a valuable literary property that its original 
publishers are here permitting its reproduction in an anthology for the 
first time. 


GEORGE ADE 

(1866-1944) 

Perhaps it is true, as Professor Fred L. Pattee says, that “In the evolution 
of a native literature, original Iiumor is the last element to come. It 
arrives only with independence grown habitual, with national unique- 
ness achieved, with localized individuality become as ingrained as the 
fundamentals of race.” In the history of American letters, these requisites 
seem to have been met within twenty or thirty years after the close of the 
Civil War. George Ade, born in Indiana, graduated from Purdue 
University, belongs in the best tradition of American humor. But one 
must distinguish between earlier American humor and the gracious wit 
and urbanity of the writings of George Ade. 

When he left college, he went into journalism. He is best known for 
his stories in the American vernacular, antedating by some years the work 
of Ring Lardner, and chiefly for his Fables in Slang (1899). He has 
written musical comedy librettos, plays and film scenarios. “My early 
story stuff,” he says, “was intended to be ‘realistic,’ and I believed firmly 
in short words and short sentences. By a queer twist of circumstances I 
have become known to the general public as a ‘humorist’ and a writer 
of ‘slang.’ I never wanted to be a comic or tried to be one. The playful 
vernacular and idiomatic talk of the street and the fanciful figures of 
speech which came out for years under the heading Fables in Slang had 
no relation whatever to the cryptic language of the underworld or the 
patois of the criminal element. Always I wrote for the ‘family trade’ and 
I used no word or phrase which might give offense to mother and the 
;jirls or a professor of English.” 

BOOTH TARKINGTON 

(1869-1946) 

Booth Tarkington, born in Indianapolis, Indiana, was educated at 
Princeton. His first work was in the romantic vein that was decidedly 
in the taste of the day. His little novelette. Monsieur Beaucaire, had a 
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tremendous vogue. But Booth Tarkington responded to the changes 
of the American scene throughout his career, and he soon began to 
look with a more realistic eye at the life about him. Though he wrote 
several interesting novels with profound themes, his most important 
contribution to American letters, perhaps, is his work dealing with 
adolescents. His Penrod books are those to which one constantly returns. 
Even though his novels mirror their particular period with truth, they 
are often dated.” The stories about Penrod and the other young people 
remain as fresh as youth itself and interest in them recurs generation 
after generation. 


FRANK NORRIS 
(1870-1902) 

The brief thirty-two years of Frank Norris’s life were crowded with 
ambitious projects. At the age of seventeen he left his native Chicago to 
enroll as an art student in Paris. After two years at Julian’s Academy, he 
returned to America to attend the University of California and Harvard 
The college records do not show that he achieved scholastic prominence, 
nor do they reveal that one of the first American naturalistic novels was 
begun within their walls. At the outbreak of the Boer War, Frank Norris 
was sent to South Africa as a war correspondent for the San Francisco 
Chronicle, On his return, he became associate editor of the San Fran- 
cisco Wave and began his career as a novelist in earnest. The Spanish 
American War found him in Cuba as a correspondent for McClure' i 
Magazine, He had also been a publishers’ reader in New York. He went 
back to California to launch on what was to have been his magnum 
opus: The Epic oj Wheat, a trilogy, the first two volumes of which, The 
Octopus and The Pit, created a national furor. The final volume, The 
Wolf, had not been begun when an operation for appendicitis proved 
fatal. The story A Deal in Wheat might well serve as a microcosm of 
the great epic he had in mind. 

STEPHEN CRANE 
(1871-1900) 

Stephen Crane’s place in American literature was made secure by one 
book— Red Badge of Courage— thsit superb story of the Civil War 
whose breath-taking descriptions of actual battle scenes are all the more 
remarkable in light of the fact that their author never saw as much as a 
skirmish in his whole life. The Red Badge stands by itself, but other 
works, not.ibly Maggie, A Girl of the Streets, and The Open Boat con^ 
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tributcd to the gradual acceptance of Crane as one of America’s trul) 
important writers. Thomas Beer’s admirable biography sent present-day 
readers scurrying for his books. 

Stephen Crane was born in Newark, New Jersey. His short life was 
full of sickness and trouble. His record as a journalist and war corre^ 
spondeat is studded with discouragements and failures. He had very 
pronounced — and for his time, advanced— ideas al)out writing, with 
which most of his editors emphatically disagreed. He died abroad, 
where he had gone for his health 

T he Open Boat was a favorite story of Joseph Conrad’s. “The deep 
and simple humanity of the presentation of that story of four men in a 
tery small boat,” he wrote, “seems somehow to illustrate the essentials 
)f life itseE” 


THEODORE DREISER 

(1871-1945) 

From the time Sister Carrie was published in 1900, Theodore Dreiser 
hewed to his own line as a realistic writer. His has been perhaps the 
most invigorating and inspiriting influence in American letters. Sher- 
wood Anderson has said of Dreiser: “Something gray and bleak and 
hurtful, that has been in the world perhaps forever, is personified in 
him.” He goes on to say that after Dreiser many young men will write 
books, and their books will have qualities, it may be, that Dreiser’s have 
not; they will have humor and “grace, lightness of touch, a dream of 
beauty breaking through the husks of life.” But Theodore Dreiser was 
the pioneer; he was the man who had fought always for the truth. And 
that, Mr. Anderson felt, was one of the great merits of this author. “The 
feet of Theodore arc making a path, the heavy brutal feet. They arc 
tramping through the wilderness of lies, making a path . . . The prose 
writers in America who follow Dreiser will have much to do that he has 
never done. Their road is a long one, but, because of him, those who 
follow will never have to face the road through the wilderness of Puritan 
denial, the road that Dreiser faced alone.” 

<For those who are given to carping about the unpolished style of 
Theodore Dreiser, this story The Lost Phoebe, with its case and grace 
and beauty, is suflicient evidence that he could, and often did, write 
beautifully. 
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GERTRUDE STEIN 

(1874-1946) 

About I9^> Sherwood Anderson returned from a trip to France^ and 
published in The New Republic an article on Gertrude Stein, extolling 
her literary gifts, and explaining that her Tender Buttons had made a 
deep impression upon him. But this eulogy was more than twelve years 
after Miss Stein had published her Three Lives (1909). One cannot help 
but feel that what Sherwood Anderson had accomplished in fiction, 
with no conscious awareness of what he was actually doing, Miss Stein 
had as early as 1909 done with a very deep artistic awareness indeed. To 
read any of the tlu-ee stories in Three Lives, remembering when they 
were written, is to realize that Miss Stein stands within the tradition of 
American realism fostered with such fanatic devotion by Frank Norris 
and Stephen Crane. There are, to be sure, the tricks of repetitive prose 
in these stories that Miss Stein later carried toward a conclusion that 
some people might call logical. The fact remains that these early stories 
are readable and clearly understandable, whereas much of Miss Stein’s 
later work, interestingly experimental though it may be, is unintelligible 
to a great many readers. 

Gertrude Stein was born in Allegheny, Pennsylvania, educated at 
Radclifle and at Johns Hopkins University in Baltimore. About forty- 
five years ago she went to Europe, and lived in France, chiefly in Paris, 
continuously until her visit to her own country in the Winter of 1934- 
1935. She died in Paris in 1946. For details about Miss Stein the reader is 
referred to her own autobiography, perhaps the most interesting of all 
her experiments, entitled The Autobiography of Alice B. To^lfis. 

WILLA GATHER 

(1875-1947) 

WiLLA Gather was born in Virginia, and moved in the i88o’s to Ne- 
braska. She attended the University of Nebraska, then she taught in 
Pittsburgh, and came to New York later to do editorial work with 
McClure’s Magazine. The impressions of the early years of her life in 
Nebraska arc beautifully recorded in the novel My Antonia. Her first 
novel, Alexander’s Bridge, was an attempt to manage material with 
which she was not familiar at first hand. Very early in Miss Gathers 
career, Sarah Ornc Jewett advised her to write “truthfully and simply” 
about her own subject matter. And Miss Gather followed that admoni- 
tion conscientiously. Thus, in all of her books, when she went back to 
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the scenes and the people of her earlier life in the Middle West, she was 
most successful. She enriched American literature with her novels of 
these pioneering people. 

Miss Gather wrote few short stories. Those that are collected, notably 
the volume Youth and the Bright Medusa, though well written, are not 
as consistently fine as her novels. But a few of them stand out — A Wagner 
Matinee, The Sculptors Funeral, and Paul's Case, And perhaps one 
should also mention Death in the Desert, 

In the story Paul's Case, Miss Gather recorded what must have been, 
in essence, an experience encountered while she was teaching English 
in Pittsburgh. The subject matter is pathological, and it would be merely 
another case history, except for the creative imagination that took the 
facts and fused them into a story that is illuminating and sympathetic 
and profound. 


JACK LONDON 

(1876-1916) 

fACK London was born in Oakland, California. His life is more extraor- 
dinary than his books. He himself must have felt this, because he has 
written much that is of an autobiographical nature. One of his most 
interesting books, particularly from this viewpoint, is Martin Eden, 
Due to poverty in childhood and the terrible struggles of early manhood, 
his sympathies were always with the downtrodden. In book after book, 
he champions the cause of the unfortunate and dispossessed. His intense 
interest in propaganda often mars the artistry of his work. 

The violent struggles in the world of nature, he believed, were little 
less violent than the struggles between man and man. His most success- 
ful book The Call of the Wild has a kind of allegorical parallelism: as 
the animals behave, so, really, do men behave. 

In some of his very finest short stories the struggle depicted is between 
man and the external world of nature. T 0 Build a Fire belongs in this 
group. 


HARVFY O’HIGGINS 

(1876-1928) 

Mr. O’Higgins was born in London, Ontario, attended the University 
of T oronto for a few years, left without taking his degree, and came to 
New York to make his way as a writer. He served his apprenticeship in 
journalism — that school, or training place of so many American writers 
—and indeed he never got quite completely away from newspaper work. 
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During the years when “muck-raking” was the fashion, Mr. O’Higgins 
was constantly engaged to write up the findings of the investigators. He 
had a great gift for journalism. But he was always deeply concerned 
with the art of fiction, and his best work in that field was undoubtedly 
in the short story. He came to be much interested in the findings of the 
new psychologists— Freud and Jung— and believed that their discoveries 
were fruitful fields for the fiction writer. In one of his justly famous 
stories, Sir Watson Tyler, he chooses a certain significant moment in 
die life of the eminent man who is the hero, to show how the man’s 
whole success in life was based upon his choice of alternatives during 
one dramatic moment. It is a psycho-analytical story, but its art lies in 
the fact that Mr. O’Higgins has so beautifully subdued the analysis. 
Written about the same time, his Big Dan Reilly, based on the model of 
an actual political “boss” that he knew well, and understood deeply, 
deserves a place in an American anthology of short stories. 

Mr. O’Higgins died at the too early age of fifty-two. 


SHERWOOD ANDERSON 
(1876-1941) 


Chekhov once wrote in a letter to a friend that he thought it would be 
a good thing for short story writers to cut off the beginnings and the 
ends of their stories, for “that is where we are most inclined to lie.” Since 
the Russian writer is often accused of writing formless stories, that is, 
stories that are not like those of Poe and O. Henry, and since Sherwood 
Anderson is accused of the same thing, it is not remarkable that some 
critics felt, when Mr. Anderson’s stories appeared, that he had been 
influenced by the Russian. Mr. Anderson humorously meets this chal- 
lenge in an episode in his The Story Teller s Story, where he explains. 
“This I found, that in Russian novels the characters are always eating 
cabbage soup and I have no doubt Russian writers eat it too. This was 
a revelation to me. Many of the Russian tales are concerned with the 
lives of peasants and a Boston critic once said I had brought the American 
peasant into literature; and it is likely that Russian writers, like all the 
other writers who have ever lived and have not pandered to the popular 
demand for sentimental romances, were fortunate if they could live as 
well as a peasant. ‘What the critics say is no doubt true,’ I told myself; 
for, like so many of the Russian writers, I was raised largely on cabbage 


*°Mn Anderson was born in Ohio, moved to Chicago, then to New 
York, and later to Virginia. He never subscriM to die “pattern story; 
he was a born teller of tales; and his chief gift was his depth of insight 
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into his character, and, in his best work, the simplicity and clarity of 
his prose. 


OWEN JOHNSON 

(1878-1952) 

Owen Johnson was born in New York City, and when his affluent 
parents selected Lawrcnceville as his “prep” school they little realized 
what a fortunate choice they were making for both their son and the 
school. For Johnson’s series of books about Lawrcnceville (The Pro- 
digious Hic\ey, The Tennessee Shad, The Varmint, etc., etc.) arc among 
the finest stories of adolescent boyhood in our literature, and if present- 
day youngsters aren’t as familiar with them as they should be, that’s 
their loss! 

Stover at Yale was published in 1911. Thereafter Mr. Johnson abruptly 
abandoned this type of book, and, until his death, devoted himself to the 
writing of novels of the highly sophisticated, “best-seller” variety. In 1926 
he married for the fifth time. He lived in New York and Stockbridge. 

JAMES BRANCH CABELL 

(1879- ) 

James Branch Cabell is one of the few American writers living througft 
an age given over almost wholly to the more relentless and violent forms 
of realism who has chosen quite deliberately to be the spokesman for 
romanticism, Mr. Cabell, born in Richmond, Virginia, educated at 
William and Mary, for a while instructor in Latin and Greek, returned 
to live his life quietly and charmingly in the city of his birth. With his 
equipment, then, and in such a setting, one might well expect to find in 
his romantic books and stories both scholarship and a very urbane out- 
look on life. And these are precisely what one does find. There are also 
to be found wit and irony, and often profound reflections on manners 
and morals. From his own account, in These Restless Heads, he tells us 
that in most of his books he has steadily praised the conventional and 
jtried virtues, “in praise of monogamy in Jurgen, and of keeping up 
ajfpearanccs in Figures of Earth, and of chastity in Something About 
Eve . . But even this statement may contain its own irony. 

The story, called for convenience Porcelain Cups, is one part of a book 
of stories that are held together by a common line of interest. The full 
title is The Episode called Porcelain Cups, from The Line of Love: 
Dizain des mariagu. 
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JOSEPH HERGESHEIMER 

(1880-- ) 

Although born in Philadelphia, Joseph Hergesheimer has for a number 
of years lived a life of pleasant retirement in West Chester, Pennsyl- 
vania as everyone knows who has read much of his fiction, or his 
essays. But his retirement has been one filled with work, for he set 
himself years ago the long task of learning to write — an apprenticeship 
almost as arduous as that of Maupassant. The result was that when Mr. 
Hergesheimer began to publish there was a finish and in authority about 
his craftsmanship that few will deny. He gained his first popular success 
with his novels The Three Blac\ Penny s and Java Head, It is perhaps 
not unfair to say that Mr. Hergesheimer is usually more successful in 
dealing with the romantic or romanticized past than he is when con- 
fronted by the immediate and realistic present— life in Palm Beach, for 
example I With his passions for collecting and his deep interest in 
antiquarianism, he manages to reconstruct other times and other places 
with a fidelity of detail that aids much in establishing the characters as 
authentic individuals in their various scenes. In his creation of character 
he follows in the steps of Galsworthy and Arnold Bennett rather, let us 
say, than in the technical experimentations of James Joyce or Virginia 
Woolf. Wild Oranges is deservedly one of the most popular of his 
stories. 


SUSAN GLASPELL 

(1882-T948) 

Susan Glaspell and her husband, George Cram Cook, were the leaders 
of that discerning and enterprising group of writers who established the 
Provincetown Players on an old wharf on the tip of Cape Cod in the 
summer of 1913. It was they who were responsible for the first produc- 
tion of a play by a then unknown youngster just back from a stretch of 
sailing and adventuring around the world. His name is Eugene O’Neill. 

Later Miss Glaspell and Mr. Cook moved to Greece, and, after his 
death there in 1923, she wrote The Road to the Temple, a moving and 
most successful story of his life. Among her numerous plays and novels 
is Alisons House, the Pulitzer Prize Play for 1931. 

Miss Glaspell was a native of Davenport, Iowa. She lived, until her 
death, in Truro, Massachusetts. 
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RING LARDNER 

(1885-1933) 

Ring Lardner was born in 1885 at Niles, Michigan. He was educated 
at the Armour Institute in Chicago; was a reporter on the South Bend> 
Ind. Times for two years; and for four years he did newspaper work 
in Chicago, St. Louis and New York. During this period he gained for 
himself a wide audience as a gifted and original writer on sports. But 
with the publication of his You Know Me, Al about the time of the 
War, it was evident that this sports writer was more than a sports 
reporter — that there was a creative imagination at work. With the ap- 
pearance of further stories he gained steadily in reputation, until even 
the “highbrow” critics acclaimed him a master in his own genre. 

More perhaps than any contemporary American writer he caught the 
flavor of American speech and of various American types of character.. 
Some of his stories dealing with baseball players are masterpieces of their 
kind. At his best he is a humorist of the highest order. And like other 
humorous writers — notably Mark Twain and Chekhov — there is a deep 
undercurrent of sadness and satire as well as a sense of tragedy underly- 
ing some of his work. His stories Haircut and Champion exemplify this. 
I'hesc two stories, however, usual nominations of anthologists, were 
never among Lardner’s personal favorites. The two he preferred above 
all others were The Golden Honeymoon and Some Li\e Them Cold, 
and they arc the two you will find in this collection. 

WILBUR DANIEL STEELE 

(1886- ) 

Wilbur Daniel Steele has won the O. Henry Memorial Award four 
times. His stories are characterized by originality of theme and by 
skillful dramatic presentation. Often his themes are morbid or melo- 
dramatic, but Mr. Steele stands with the few contemporary writers 
who can, by their art, give plausibility to their material. The story The 
Mem Who Saw Through Heaven, printed first in Harper s Magazine, is 
often regarded as one of his best stories. 

Born in Greensboro, North Carolina, Mr. Steele as a child was edu- 
cated in Berlin. He was reared in Denver, where he attended the uni- 
versity. His education continued with the study of painting in Paris, 
etching in Italy. He has traveled a great de?l — in Europe, North Africa, 
the West Indies. For a number of years he made his home in Province- 
town or Nantucket, and many of his stories deal with the people he 
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has known on Cape Cod. He now lives either in Charleston, South 
Carolina, or in Connecticut. 


EDNA FERBER 

(1887- ) 


Beneath the perfect urbanity and savoir faire of Miss Edna Ferber’s 
present-day manner there beats still the heart of a simple, eager country 
girl, born in Kalamazoo, Michigan, and educated in Appleton, Wis- 
consin. The blend gives her every story just the right warmth and just 
the right sophistication to send it catapulting to the top of the national 
best-seller list. These, however, are best sellers that we may be proud of. 
Edna Ferber’s Show Boat, Cimarron, So Big and Giant possess genuine 
literary quality; they are real pictures of American life. 

Miss Ferber’s training as a writer began on the Milwaukee Journal. 
Her first fictional work appeared in 1911. Today she lives on a fabulous 
Westchester estate, makes fabulous sums from her plays, short stories 
and novels, and is constantly surrounded by all the most fabulously 
clever people in New York. Some of her other books; Peculiar 7 leas- 
ure, Saratoga Trunk, Great Man, Giant. 


THOMAS BEER 

(1889-1940) 

Thomas Beer was a native of Ohio, educated at Yale, but lived most of 
his life in or near New York and was identified with the wrjters of that 
section. He spent much time in Nantucket, and many of his stories have 
their localethere.Hewas successful in creating a number of chara^cters and 
using them in story after story, so that for one who has followed his work, 
his men and women become as familiar as people in a novel. His story. 
Tact is one of the first to introduce Mrs. Egg and her son Dammy. 

There is a lightness of touch in Mr. Beer’s stones, but very often it is 
a lightness of touch that deceives, because if you examine his work 
closdy, there is always some very human trait involved-vicious and 
wicked and designing people are exposed, or very human follies re- 

vcaled, or decent human behavior extolled. 

Mr. Beer is the author of several novels, of a life of btephen Crane, 
of a sensitive and discerning book. The Mauve Decade. 
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CONRAD AIKEN 

(1889- ) 

Born in Savannah, Georgia, Conrad Aiken was left an orphan when 
a small child and was brought up in New Bedford, Massachusetts. He 
was graduated from Harvard, where, as a student, he distinguished 
himself in poetry. In 1930 Mr. Aiken was awarded the Pulitzer Prize 
for his Selected Poems, Mr. Aiken is primarily a poet, and in the forms 
of poetry, an experimenter. But his experimentations usually show the 
hand of a master technician. When he turned to prose, his gifts served 
him in that form with equal distinction. His novel Blue Voyage is a 
tour de force in the manipulation of the “stream of consciousness” 
technique. 

The story here reprinted. Silent Snow, Secret Snow, is Conrad Aiken 
at his very best. He handles one of the most difficult of all themes; he 
reproduces the workings of the mind of a twelve-year-old boy— a mind 
hovering on the brink of madness. 

CHRISTOPHER MORLE^ 

(1890- ) 

Born into the academic world, at Haverford, Pennsylvania, Christopher 
Morley war brought up in that atmosphere. His father moved from 
Haverford to become Professor of Mathematics at Johns Hopkins Uni- 
^^ersity, in Baltimore. Mr. Morley went back to Haverford for his under- 
graduate work. He was appointed a Rhodes Scholar to Oxford. When 
he returned to America, he went into newspaper work, and for a num- 
ber of years he conducted a “column” on the old New Yor\ Evening 
Post. His gifts arc peculiarly adapted to this kind of journalistic work. 
Each issue of his old column was something of an intimate and personal 
essay. His work has in fact been largely in the essay. But he has con- 
tributed as well to American letters longer pieces of fiction. In The 
Arrow there arc brought together Mr. Morley’s various talents— the 
^it, the urbanity, and the penchant for telling a story that have made 
him one of the most eagerly “collected” authors in America, as well 
as New York’s most indefatigable and indispensable after-dinner speak- 
ers. When he is not writing or speaking, Mr. Morley serves as judge 
for the Book-of-thc-Month Club, publishes a book himself ever so often, 
and holds down six or seven other jobs w- cannot recall offhand. 
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DOROTHY PARKER 

(1893- ) 

On the basis of three slim volumes of verse, two books of short stories, 
and coundess (usually scandalous) anecdotes, Dorothy Parker has 
become a myth to the entire country. Behind a mask of childlike inno- 
cence there lurks in her a ruthless malice, a devastating humor, that lays 
bare in a trice the foibles of humanity. Mr. Chesterton said of Jane 
Austen “that though she might have been protected from life, there 
was very litde of life that was protected from Jane Austen.” Dorothy 
Parker is the Jane Austen of her day. 

Dorothy Parker is a native of New York, where she spends most of 
her time, unless called to Hollywood for a writing stint for the movies. 
Her public, however, longs for her to resume the literary life, and write 
more stories like Big Blonde. 

THYRA SAMTER WINSLOW 

(1893- ) 

Thyra Samter V^inslow was born in Fort Smith, Arkansas, was edu- 
cated in Little Rock and the University of Missouri, and proceeded to 
Chicago, where for a number of years she worked in journalism. Then 
she came to New York and has lived there for the last fifteen years. 
She brought with her to her newspaper work, as well as to her fictiom 
her very sharp powers of observation. Unlike Ruth Suckow, Mrs, 
Winslow has written more of city people than of people on the land or 
in the small towns and cities of the Middle West. It is for city people 
of all kinds that she has the most sensitive appreciation— of their petty 
and circumscribed lives, of their struggles, their aspirations, and their 
achievements and defeats. Her work is for the most part impersonal, 
detached; she records faithfully and lets the facts speak for themselves. 
Mrs. Winslow’s oudook is one of trenchant irony. A Cycle of Manhat^ 
tan is a characteristic story, and one of her best. 

KATHERINE ANNE PORTER 

(1894- ) 

Because Katherine Anne Porter is one of the most meticulous and dis- 
criminating of our contemporary writers, her books of short novels and 
stories have appeared after long intervals of preparation and revision. 
Her first, Flowering Judas, was published in 1930. It was not until 1939 

L 
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that Pale Horse, Pale Rider, a collection of three short novels, was 
issued, and, after five years. The Leaning Tower and Other Stories 
made its appearance in 1944. Her most recent book. The Days Before, 
was published in 1952. Born in Texas and brought up in New Orleans, 
Miss Porter has lived in many parts of the United States, Mexico and 
Europe. She has been awarded two Guggenheim grants, a Book-of-thc- 
Month Club fellowship and the honorary degree of Litt.D. by the 
Women’s College of the University of North Carolina. She has been a 
vice-president of the National Institute of Arts and Letters and a fel- 
low of the Library of Congress. Her tales, exquisitely wrought, have 
earned for her a world-wide reputation as an artist in the medium of 
rhe short story. 


JAMES THURBER 

(1894- ) 

Columbus, Ohio, James Thurber’s birthplace, has been lovingly cele- 
brated by its most tolerant yet critical son. But it is through the world 
of his own making — in memoirs, fables, satires, fantasies, stories and 
drawings — that James Thurber wanders restlessly and, in passing, be- 
comes its recording angel. His imagination has given life to many 
quaint and hitherto obscure characters and has caricatured ambiguous 
fears into simple and not-at-all-frightening realities. Thurber, virtually 
blind, sees life in all its direct manifestations and fantasies and sets it 
down in simplified line and in crystal prose. The short story by which 
he is represented in this collection is, in our opinion, Thurber at his 
inimitable best. 


F. SCOTT FITZGERALD 

(1896--1940) 

t\ Scott Fitzgerald, bright, glittering star of the jazz age in American 
fiction, was born in Saint Paul, Minnesota, educated at Princeton, and as 
a handsome, popular young officer in the A. E. F., rounded off a pre- 
liminary training that equipped him to perfection for the sort of books 
he was destined to write. This Side of Paradise in 1920 and The Beaw 
tiful and Damned in 1922 not only enjoyed an enormous vogue, but set 
a new fashion for stories of the younger generation. And all the while, 
Fitzgerald and his beautiful wife, Zelda, were the toast of the smart set 
in New York, perfect counterparts of the characters he was writing 
about. 

With maturity came adventures and misadventures of many descrip' 
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tions. Fitzgerald’s writing took a more serious turn. In 1925 he pro- 
duced his finest book: The Great Gatsby, And then, after an eight-year 
silence, he produced another memorable novel, in lo^^, called Tender 
Is the Night. 

Fitzgerald (a direct descendant of the author of “The Star-Spangled 
Banner”) spent the best years of his life in Baltimore. Then he went to 
Hollywood, where, when his heart gave way at forty-four, he was work- 
ing on an unfinished novel about the fantastic motion-picture world, 
called The Last Tycoon, The Rich Boy is a typical Fitzgerald creation. 

JOHN DOS PASSOS 

(1896- ) 

For a few years after the close of the War in 1918 American fiction 
maintained a silence about the events of the conflict, or treated the sub- 
ject sentimentally. But with the publication in 1921 of John Dos Passes 
Three Soldiers a new voice arose with the ring of truth about what 
really happened to young men engaged in the brutal conflict. And in 
every other book that followed, Dos Passes has maintained a high levei 
of reality. Few authors have been as sensitive to the constantly changing 
American scene of the past thirty years. He has attempted to evolve 
new technical devices in writing that will most truly and adequately 
record that scene. His book, 79/9, records, episodically, the impression 
upon a sensitive man of the swift kaleidoscope of American life. 7 'he 
Body of an American is taken from this book because it forms a com- 
plete story. 

Dos Passos was born in Chicago ana educated at Harvard. When he 
was very young he went to France as an ambulance driver, at the very 
outset of the World War. Today he is engaged in the writing of novels 
and many articles on the American social and political scene. 

WILLIAM FAULKNER 
(1897- ) 

The value and significance of William Faulkner’s work has aroused 
more controversy than that of any other contemporary writer. On the 
one hand he has been completely damned, and on the other very highly 
praised. His damnation derives from his preoccupation with the lives 
of decadent and neurotic and even insane people in the South. Never- 
theless, many modern critics arc unanimous in their recognition of 
Faulkner’s unusual power to impose upon his characters a vivid reality. 
More than any modern writer he can create moods and atmosphere. 
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He was born in Ripley, Mississippi; but since childhood he has lived in 
Oxford, in that State. He left the University of Mississippi when he was 
very young to join the Canadian Flying Corps. Wounded in an air- 
plane crash, he returned to the United States, went to New Orleans, 
shared an apartment with Sherwood Anderson, did some sketches for 
newspapers, and settled down to write. In 1951 Faulkner was awarded 
the Nobel Prize for Literature. 

Mr. Harlan Hatcher says of his work: “In an age inured to horror 
and indifferent through repetition to the cruelty and the crudity of 
decadent people, he has succeeded in extending their potency for shock. 
. . . And he defines the farthest limits to which the innovations and 
revolts that were at one time necessary to the continued well-being of 
our literature can be carried without final self-defeat.” 

ERNEST HEMINGWAY 
(1898- ) 

Ernest Hemingway’s reputation as the leading American writer of the 
post-war generation rests squarely on his two fine novels, The Sun Also 
Rises and A Farewell to Arms, but his short stories have also contributed 
to his fame. The two stories reprinted in this anthology, or The Unde- 
feated, or Fifty Grand, have been analyzed and discussed in probably 
every short story class in American colleges. 

Hemingway himself has become an almost mythical character. He 
was born in Illinois. His father was a country doctor, and Hemingway 
accompanied him on many of his rounds (sec his first book of stories. 
In Our Time). Just before the First World War, he served as a reporter 
on the Kansas City Star, but soon after the outbreak of hostilities, he 
enlisted in an American ambulance unit. He served with conspicuous 
bravery on the Italian front, where he was seriously wounded. After the 
Armistice, he became foreign correspondent for the Toronto Star, and 
later moved to Paris for the Hcarst Syndicate. These Paris days marked 
the beginning of Hemingway’s fame. His brusque, highly individual 
style of writing became the model for a horde of imitators; publish- 
ers began hailing one new hopeful after another as “another Ernest 
^ Hemingway!” 

Hemingway’s visit to the front in the Spanish Civil War furnished 
the material for one of his best novels, For Whom the Bell Tolls. At 
home, he usually can be found fishing off the Florida keys or in Cuba. 
His most recent work. The Old Man and the Sea, has reaffirmed his 
greatness as a story-teller. An avid outdoors man, he sedulously avoids 
the so-called literary set, particularly book critics. 
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JOHN STEINBECK 

(1900- ) 

John Steinbeck is generally recognized today as one of the four greatest 
writers in America. 7 he Grapes of Wrath is his outstanding novel, but 
Tortilla Flat, Of Mice and Men, and The Moon Is Down follow close 
behind. The best of his short stories are contained in a volume called 
The Long Valley, which includes “The Red Pony,” reprinted here. 
Steinbeck was born in Salinas, California, and his close association with 
the bunkhouses and workingmen he describes so graphically began 
while he was in school. After intermittent attendance at Stanford 
University, he headed for New York. One of his jobs there was carry- 
ing bricks for the construction of Madison Square Garden. His first 
novel. Cup of Gold, published in 1929, was written while he was labor- 
ing as a watchman on a job seven thousand feet up in the High Sierras. 
In 1952 East of Eden, perhaps his most ambitious work of fiction, be- 
came a national best-seller and again confirmed the reputation he has 
maintained for more than twenty years as one of the foremost novelists 
of America. 


THOMAS WOLFE 

(1900-1938) 

We have more information about Mr. Wolfe than about any con- 
temporary writer, because Mr. WJfe had, under a thin veil of auto- 
biography, written about himself in two very long and revealing novels: 
LooI{ Homeward, Angel and Of Time and the River, In them, one 
feels, all is set down. If one weic trying to evaluate the defects and the 
virtues of this writer, one would have first to speak of the amazing 
prolificity of the man, and of his equally amazing treatment of scene, 
after scene of the most restrained and telling realism. Then one would 
have to speak of the pages overladen with rhapsodic paeans, and of the 
repetitions that often weary. In A Portrait of Bascom Hawke are to be 
discovered his best qualities. 

Mr. Wolfe was a “born” writer, but even with his unusual natural gifts 
he was tormented by his own despair and his lack of self-confidence be- 
fore he had arrived. Like other young men aspiring to authorship, he was 
always thinking that he would go to Paris, or to Oxford, or some little 
place in Spain or Switzerland, “to settle down and write.” And then he 
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discovered finally that the place to write was anywhere, “so long as the 
heart, the power, the faith, the desperation, the bitter and unendurable 
necessity, and the naked courage were there inside him all the time.” 
These references are to the hero Eugene Gant who is, however, often 
indistinguishable from Thomas Wolfe himself. 

His untimely death in 1938 cut short a career that gave promise of a 
rich and permanent contribution to Amercian fiction. 

KATHARINE BRUSH 

(1902-1952) 

The work of this writer, particularly in Night Club, the story here in- 
cluded, exemplifies the statement that the very effective short story 
“comes nearer to the domain of the dramatist than the novelist; for it 
is in the truest sense a dramatic moment, which seizes on us by its 
Intensity, its swift dynamic, its direct appeal.” Instead of there being 
one such moment, there are a series of such moments in this story, each 
involving separate stories, yet all whirling ironically about the life of 
the very prosaic Mrs. Brady. 

Katharine Brush, born in Middletown, Connecticut, was the daughter 
of the headmaster of a boys’ school in New England. When she was 
confronted with the choice of going to college or to work, she preferred 
the latter, and began her career in the newspaper world. She lived for 
a while in Ohio, and then came to New York, and later went to Cali- 
fornia. Her work is characterized by keen observation and penetrating 
insight— all recorded in a swift and sophisticated style. Her best and most 
popular novels are Young Man of Manhattan and Red-Headed Woman. 

ERSKINE CALDWELL 

(1903- ) 

Mr. Caldwell is best known for his novel Tobacco Road and for the 
play that was made from that book. His fame was of course enhanced 
by attempts to suppress his second novel, God* 5 Little Acre, but his 
rejjutation as an artist did not need that artificial stimulant. He writes 
of the poor white trash of the Southern mountains, of the people of 
Georgia, chiefly. Where William Faulkner, dealing with some of the 
same people, casts his own spell upon them, and creates compelling 
moods, Mr. Caldwell, with much greater detachment from his people, 
merely records them; they create their own moods. And the result is 
that the characters in Mr. Caldwell’s world — though difficult for mosf 
people to accept — arc nevertheless made plausible on their own account 
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It is as if the author said : Believe it or not, but this is what they arc like. 

Mr. Caldwell is the son of a Presbyterian pastor. The migratory life 
of his family made formal schooling diflScult. The son finally attended 
the University of Virginia for a while and then the University of 
Pennsylvania, but after three years “of effort to educate myself on uni- 
versity grounds, I gave the whole thing up,” Mr. Caldwell writes, “and 
got a job in a newspaper office.” He wrote for seven years before any- 
thing was published. 


JOHN O’HARA 
(1905- ) 

For ten years after his graduation from prep school in 1924, John 
O’Hara wandered from one casual job to another as ship steward, rail- 
way freight clerk, gas-meter reader, amusement-park guard, soda clerk 
and secretary to the late Hey wood Broun. Then, in 1934, the publication 
of his first novel. Appointment in Samarra, won for him a startlingly 
immediate and then a more lasting literary reputation. Subsequent 
novels and collections of short stories confirmed the first generous 
praise of critics and his early readers. His novel, A Rage to Live, was 
an enormous success and the musical comedy. Pal Joey, based on his 
short stories, became one of the all-time Broadway hits when it was 
revived eleven years after its original production. John O’Hara’s short 
stories are notable for their accuracy in significant detail, for the acute 
ear which catches the most subtle distinctions of speech and the sug- 
gested, but never underlined, tensions of human conflict. 

WILLIAM SAROYAN 
(1908- ) 

William Saroyan, an American of Armenian parentage, burst into the 
limelight with the publication in Story Magazine early in 1934 of his 
story The Daring Young Man on the Flying Trapeze, His first volume, 
bearing the same title, was published a few months later, and evoked 
critical hoop-las from many high places. He is one of the young con- 
temporary writers who has breathed new life into the American short 
story. And he has managed to do this in part by completely disregard- 
ing all formulae for the conventionally constructed short story. Let him 
speak for himself in the following words, quoted from a letter written 
to a friend: “I cannot understand why you should be so excited about 
the violation of a number of rules of writing . . . inasmuch as rules. 
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actually, are valuable and necessary only when they emerge from the 
immediate and specific needs of a work. ... It is wise to presume, 1 
think, that rules, by themselves, do not exist at all. They come into being 
when material for a work of art comes into being, and their function is 
to give the work grace and liveliness, meaning, ^ality, wholeness. . . • 
What I write is not a story; very good. It doesn’t matter in the slightest. 
I dislike dickering. Whatever it is, it is not dead. ... I am very much 
interested in the potentialities of our literature, and my notion is that if 
we monkey with rules too much our best writing is never going to get 
into print.” 

His play, T/ie Time of Your Life, won the Pulitzer Prize in 1940, but 
the unpredictable Saroyan disdained to accept it. The Book-of-the- 
Month Club chose both My Name Is Aram and The Human Comedy, 
which more than offset the failure on Broadway of his last two plays. 
During the Second World War he enlisted in the Signal Corps and 
since then has written several novels, many plays, innumerable short 
stories and even a very popular song. 

EUDORA WELTY 

(1909- ) 

To Mississippi Eudora Welty owes the memories and impressions of 
her childhood and early womanhood which later she fashioned into 
novels and stories of imagination and insight. She was born in the 
Delta State and, except for absences to complete her education at the 
University of Wisconsin and Columbia University, has lived there all 
her life. While an undergraduate at the Mississippi State College for 
Women she began to write stories and soon they made their appearance 
in national magazines. Author of five books — A Curtain of Green 
(1941), The R^ber Bridegroom (1942), The Wide Net (1943), Delta 
Wedding (1946) and The Golden Apples (1949) — ^Miss Welty received 
the O. Henry Memorial Prize for the short story in 1942 and 1943 and 
was awarded Jiooo by the American Academy of Arts and Letters “in 
recognition of her skill in the short story and her artistry in the subtle 
portrayal of character.” 

WALTER VAN TILBURG CLARK 

(1909- ) 

Although he was born in East Oreland, Maine, virtually all of Walter 
Van Tilburg Clark’s life has been identified with the Rocky Mountain 
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West His father was President of the University of Nevada in Reno and 
it was there that the author of 'The Portable Phonograph” spent his 
undergraduate days. He became a teacher of English, a lecturer and a 
basketball coach. When his first novel, The Ox-Bow Incident, was 
published it was acclaimed as the greatest “Western” since Owen 
Wister’s The Virginian and in its motion-picture incarnation became a 
film classic. Two other novels— The City of Trembling Leaves (1945) 
and The Tracl(^ of the Cat (1949)— and many short stories, notaoly the 
collection. The Watchful Gods and Other Stories (1950), have added 
to his stature as a writer of scrupulous and uncompromising devotion 
to his craft and art. 


IRWIN SHAW 

(1913- ) 

Irwin Shaw’s progress from his apprenticeship as a writer of countless 
radio serials to his present position as one of America’s foremost novel- 
ists and short-story writers did not lack for color and excitement on its 
own account. At college he was a star football player, a prolific under- 
graduate dramatist, columnist and ghost writer. On the side, he am- 
plified his income by tutoring, typing and anonymously collaborating 
on doctoral theses. In 1936, his first play. Bury the Dead, earned for him 
a national reputation, and when he went to Hollywood he became a 
top-flight screen writer. In the meantime, he wrote several plays which 
achieved Broadway production and a very considerable success. During 
the Second World War he saw <=ervicc, as enlisted man and then as 
officer, in Africa, England, France and Germany. His first novel. The 
Young Lions, immediately became a national best-seller and his second. 
The Troubled Air, stirred up a tempest of controversy. But Irwin Shaw 
is best known for his short stories, the last collection of which— Mfxrd 
Company — was received with unmixed praise from critics and readers 
alike. 


BUDD SCHULBERG 

(1914- ) 

After a chUdhoed and youth in Hollywood, Budd Schulbcrg reversed 
the direction in Horace Greeley’s advice and came East to ^y his tor 
tunes as a novelist. He was brought up, virtu^y, on a inotton-picture 
lot^ for many years his father was production chief of Paramount 
Studios. After graduation from Dartmouth, where he was a frequent 
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contributor to the college literary journal, Budd Schulberg tried his 
hand at short stories, many of which were published in national mag- 
azines. One of these was called “What- Makes Sammy Run?” Subse 
quently it was developed into the novel of that name and immediately 
after publication in 1941 aroused a whirlwind of praise and blame. Its 
title soon became a phrase incorporated into our language and its cen- 
tral character, Sammy Click, came to personify the All-American heel. 
In 1947, Schulberg’s second novel, The Harder They Fall, written after 
many years’ association with prize fighters and the ring, gained what 
is tnown among followers of the manly art as a split decision. But it was 
in 1950, with the publication oi^The Disenchanted, the novel of a 
golden figure in the glittering decade of the Twenties, a Book-of-the- ' 
Month Club choice and a national best-seller, that Budd Schulberg won 
a place in the very first rank of American writers. His collection of short 
stories, Some Faces in the Crowd, made its appearance in the Spring of 

1953- 


J. D. SALINGER 

(1919- ) 

The wonder and pleasure and pain of the world to a boy of sixteen, set 
down with imagination and compassion in The Catcher in the Rye, 
called nationwide attention to a new and unmistakably original voice 
in American fiction. Before his impressive debut as a novelist, J. D. 
Salinger had been writing short stdries, most of which appeared in 
The New Yorl^er, He was born in New York City and attended its 
public schools until he entered a military academy in Pennsylvania. 
Exposure to three colleges, none of which granted him a degree, com- 
pleted his formal education. After one footloose year in Europe and 
four as a foot soldier in the Army during World War Two, Salinger 
established non-military headquarters in Westport, Connecticut, where 
he is devoting himself to the writing of a novel and more short stories. 


These biographical sketches have been revised in 
August, As further changes become necessary, 
they will be made in future editions. ^ 

The Editors 
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“I don’t believe that would do. No, I’ll do the writing. She’ll under- 
stand a little if I say thar I thought the way to minimize it was to make 
war on the largest possible scale at once — that I felt I must have been 
helping on the war somehow if I hadn’t helped keep it from coming, and 
I knew 1 hadn’t; when it came, I had no right to stay out of it.” 

Whether his sophistries satisfied him or not, they satisfied her. She 
clung to his breast, and whispered, with closed eyes and quivering lips: 
“Yes, yes, yes!” 

“But if anything should happen, you might go to her and see what you 
could do for her. You know? It’s rather far off; she can’t leave her 
chair — ” 

“Oh, I’ll go, if it’s the ends of the earth! But nothing will happen! 
Nothing can! I — ” 

She felt herself lifted with his rising, and Gcarson was saying, with 
his arm still round her, to her father: “Well, we’re off at once, Mr. 
Balcom. We’re to be formally accepted at the capital, and then bunched 
up with the rest somehow, and sent into camp somewhere, and go to 
the front as soon as possible. We all want to be in the van, of course; 
we’re the first company to report to the Governor. I came to tell Editha, 
but I hadn’t got round to it.” 

She saw him again for a moment at the capital, in the station, just 
before the train started southward with his regiment. He looked well, in 
his uniform, and very soldierly, but somehow girlish, too, with his clean- 
shaven face and slim figure. The manly eyes and the strong voice satis- 
fied her, and his preoccupation with some unexpected details of duty 
flattered her. Other girls were weeping and bemoaning themselves, but 
she felt a sort of noble distinction in the abstraction, the almost uncon- 
sciousness, with which they parted. Only at the last moment he said: 
“Don’t forget my mother. It mayn’t be such a walk-over as I supposed,” 
and he laughed at the notion. 

He waved his hand to her as the train moved off — she knew it among a 
score of hands that were waved to other girls from the platform of the 
car, for it held a letter which she knew was hers. Then he went inside 
the car to read it, doubtless, and she did not see him again. But she felt 
safe for him through the strength of what she called her love. What she 
called her God, always speaking the name in a deep voice and with the 
implication of a mutual understanding, would watch over him and keep 
him and bring him back to her. If with an empty sleeve, then he should 
have three arms instead of two, for both of hers should be his for life. 
She did not sec, though, why she should always be thinking of the arm 
his father had lost. 

There were not many letters from him, but they were such as she 
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could have wished, and she put her whole strength into making hers 
buch as she imagined he could have wished, glorifying and supporting 
him. She wrote to his mother glorifying him as their hero, but the brief 
answer she got was merely to the effect that Mrs. Gearson was not well 
enough to write herself, and thanking her for her letter by the hand of 
someone who called herself “Yrs truly, Mrs. W. J. Andrews.” 

Editha determined not to be hurt, but to write again quite as if the 
answer had been all she expected. Before it seemed as if she could have 
written, there came news of the first skirmish, and in the list of the 
killed, which was telegraphed as a trifling loss on our side, was Gear- 
son’s name. There was a frantic time of trying to make out that it might 
be, must be, some other Gearson; but the name and the company and 
the regiment and the State were too definitely given. 

T hen there was a lapse into depths out of which it seemed as if she 
never could rise again; then a lift into clouds far above all grief, black 
clouds, that blotted out the sun, but where she soared with him, with 
Cieorge — George! She had the fever that she expected of herself, but she 
did not die in it; she was not even delirious, and it did not last long. 
When she was well enough to leave her bed, her one thought was of 
George’s mother, of his strangely worded wish that she should go to her 
and sec what she could do for her. In the exaltation of the duty laid upon 
her — it buoyed her up instead of burdening her — she rapidly recovered. 

Her father went with her on the long railroad journey from Northern 
New York to Western Iowa; he had business out at Davenport, and he 
said he could just as well go then as any other time; and he went with 
her to the little country town where George’s mother lived in a little 
house on the edge of the illimitable cornfields, under trees pushed to a 
top of the rolling prairie. George’s father had settled there after the Civil 
War, as so many other old soldiers had done; but they were Eastern 
people, and Editha fancied touches of the East in the June rose over- 
hanging the front door, and the garden with early summer flowers 
stretching from the gate of the paling fence. 

It was very low inside the house, and so dim, with the closed blinds, 
that they could scarcely see one another: Editha tall and black in her 
crapes which filled the air with the smell of their dyes; her father stand- 
ing decorously apart with his hat on his forearm, as at funerals; a 
woman rested in a deep armchair, and the woman who had let the 
strangers in stood behind the chair. 

The seated woman turned her head round and up, and asked the 
woman behind her chair: *'Who did you say.?” 

Editha, if she had done what she expected of herself, would have 
gone down on her knees at the feet of the seated figure and said, “I am 
George’s Editha,” for answer. 
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But instead of her own voice she heard that other woman’s voice, 
saying: “Well, I don’t know as I did get the name just right. I guess I’ll 
have to make a little more light in here,” and she went and pushed two 
of the shutters ajar. 

“Then Editha’s father said, in his public will-now-address-a-few- 
remarks tone: “My name is Balcom, ma’am — Junius H. Balcom, of 
Balcom’s Works, New York; my daughter — ” 

“Oh!” the seated woman broke in, with a powerful voice, the voice 
that always surprised Editha from Gearson’s slender frame. “Let me see 
you. Stand round where the light can strike on your face,” and Editha 
dumbly obeyed. “So, you’re Editha Balcom,” she sighed. 

“Yes,” Editha said, more like a culprit than a comforter. 

“What did you come for?” Mrs. Gearson asked. 

Editha’s face quivered and her knees shook. “I came — because — be- 
cause George — ” She could go no further. 

“Yes,” the mother said, “he told me he had asked you to come if he 
got killed. You didn’t expect that, I suppose, when you sent him.” 

“I would rather have died myself than done it!” Editha said, with 
more truth in her deep voice than she ordinarily found in it. “I tried to 
leave him free — ” 

“Yes, that letter of yours, that came back with his other things, left 
him free.” 

Editha saw now where George’s irony came from. 

“It was not to be read before — ^unless — until — I told him so,” she 
faltered. 

“Of course, he wouldn’t read a letter of yours, under the circum- 
stances, till he thought you wanted him to. Been sick?” the woman 
abruptly demanded. 

“Very sick,” Editha said, with self-pity. 

“Daughter’s life,” her father interposed, “was almost despaired of, at 
one time.” 

Mrs. Gearson gave him no heed. “I suppose you would have been 
glad to die, such a brave person as you! I don’t believe he was glad to 
die. He was always a timid boy, that way; he was afraid of a good many 
things; but if he was afraid he did what he made up his mind to. I 
suppose he made up his mind to go, but I knew what it cost him by 
what it cost me when I heard of it. I had been through one war before. 
When you sent him you didn’t expect he would get killed.” 

The voice seemed to compassionate Editha, and it was time. “No,” she 
huskily murmured. 

“No, girls don’t; women don’t, when they give their men up to their 
country. They think they’ll come marching back, somehow, just as gay 
as they v/ent, or if it’r an empty sleeve, or even an empty pantaloon, it’s 
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all the more glory, and they’re so much the prouder of them, poor 
things!” 

The tears began to run down Editha’s face; she had not wept till then; 
but it was now such a relief to be understood that the tears came. 

“No, you didn’t expect him to get killed,” Mrs. Gearson repeated, in a 
voice which was startlingly like George’s again. “You just expected him 
to kill someone else, some of those foreigners, that weren’t there because 
they had any say about it, but because they had to be there, poor wretches 
—conscripts, or whatever they call ’em. You thought it would be all 
right for my George, your George, to kill the sons of those miserable 
mothers and the husbands of those girls that you would never see the 
faces of.” The woman lifted her powerful voice in a psalmlike note. “I 
thank my God he didn’t live to do it! I thank my God they killed him 
first, and that he ain’t livin’ with their blood on his hands!” She dropped 
her eyes, which she had raised with her voice, and glared at Editha. 
“What you got that black on for.?” She lifted herself by her powerful 
arms so high that her helpless body seemed to hang limp its full length. 
“Take it off, take it off, before I tear it from your back!” 

The lady who was passing the summer near Balcom’s Works was 
sketching Editha’s beauty, which lent itself wonderfully to the effects of 
a colorist. It had come to that confidence which is rather apt to grow 
between artist and sitter, and Editha had told her everything. 

“To think of your having such a tragedy in your life!” the lady said 
She added : “I suppose there are people who feel that way about war 
But when you consider the good this war has done — how much it ha? 
done for the country! I can’t understand such people, for my part. And 
when you had come all the way out there to console her— got up out ol 
a sickbed! Well!” 

“I think,” Editha said, magnanimously, “she wasn’t quite in her right 
mind; and so did papa.” 

“Yes,” the lady said, looking at Editha’s lips in nature and then at her 
lips in art, and giving an empirical touch to them in the picture. “But 
how dreadful of her! How perfectly— excuse me— how vulgarV^ 

A light broke upon Editha in the darkness which she felt had been 
without a gleam of brightness for weeks and months. The mystery that 
had bewildered her was solved by the word; and from that moment she 
rose from groveling in shame and self-pity, and began to live again in 
the ideal. 



The Outcasts of Poker Flat 

BY FRANCIS BRET HARTE 
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M jLS Mr. John Oakhurst, gambler^ 
stepped into the main street of Poker Flat on the morning of the twenty- 
third of November, 1850, he was conscious of a change in its moral 
atmosphere since the preceding night. Two or three men, conversing 
earnestly together, ceased as he approached, and exchanged significant 
glances. There was a Sabbath lull in the air, which, in a settlement 
unused to Sabbath influences, looked ominous. 

Mr. Oakhurst’s calm, handsome face betrayed small concern of these 
indications. Whether he was conscious of any predisposing cause, was 
another question. “I reckon they’re after somebody,” he reflected; “likely 
it’s me.” He returned to his pocket the handkerchief with which he had 
been whipping away the red dust of Poker Flat from his neat boots, and 
quietly discharged his mind of any further conjecture. 

In point of fact. Poker Flat was “after somebody.” It had lately 
suffered the loss of several thousand dollars, two valuable horses, and a 
prominent citizen. It was experiencing a spasm of virtuous reaction, 
quite as lawless and ungovernable as any of the acts that had provoked 
it. A secret committee had determined to rid the town of all improper 
persons. This was done permanently in regard of two men who were 
then hanging from the boughs of a sycamore in the gulch, and tempo- 
rarily in the banishment of certain other objectionable characters. I regret 
to say that some of these were ladies. It is but due to the sex, however, to 
state that their impropriety was professional, and it was only in such 
easily established standards of evil that Poker Flat ventured to sit in 
judgment. 

Mr. Oakhurst was right in supposing that he was included in this 
category. A few of the committee had urged hanging him as a possible 
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example, and a sure method of reimbursing themselves from his pockets 
of the sums he had won from them. “It’s agin justice,” said Jim Wheeler, 
“to let this yer young man from Roaring Camp — an entire stranger — 
carry away our money.” But a crude sentiment of equity residing in the 
breasts of those who had been fortunate enough to win from Mr. Oak- 
hurst overruled this narrower local prejudice. 

Mr. Oakhurst received his sentence with philosophic calmness, none 
the less coolly that he was aware of the hesitation of his judges. He was 
too much of a gambler not to accept Fate. With him life was at best an 
uncertain game, and he recognized the usual percentage in favor of the 
dealer. 

A body of armed men accompanied the deported wickedness of Poker 
Flat to the outskirts of the settlement. Besides Mr. Oakhurst, who was 
known to be a coolly desperate man, and for those intimidation the 
armed escort was intended, the expatriated party consisted of a young 
woman familiarly known as “The Duchess”; another, who had gained 
the infelicitous title of “Mother Shipton”; and “Uncle Billy,” a suspected 
sluice-robber and confirmed drunkard. The cavalcade provoked no com- 
ments from the spectators, nor was any word uttered by the escort. 
Only, when the gulch which marked the uttermost limit of Poker Flat 
was reached, the leader spoke briefly and to the point. The exiles were 
forbidden to return at the peril of their lives. 

As the escort disappeared, their pent-up feelings found vent in a few 
hysterical tears from the Duchess, some bad language from Mother 
Shipton, and a Parthian volley of expletives from Uncle Billy. The 
philosophic Oakhurst alone remained still. He listened calmly to Mother 
Shipton’s desire to cut somebody’s heart oui, to the repeated statements 
of the Duchess that she would die on the road, and to the alarming 
oaths that seemed to be bumped out of Uncle Billy as he rode forward. 
With the easy good humor characteristic of his class, he insisted upon 
exchanging his own riding-horse, Five Spot, for the sorry mule which 
the Duchess rode. But even this act did not draw the party into any 
closer sympathy. The young woman readjusted her somewhat draggled 
plumes with a feeble, faded coquetry; Mother Shipton eyed the pos- 
sessor of Five Spot with malevolence, and Uncle Billy included the 
whole party in one sweeping anathema. 

The road to Sandy Bar — a camp that, not having as yet expeiienccd 
the regenerating influences of Poker Flat, consequently seemed to offer 
some invitation to the emigrants — lay over a steep mountain range. It 
was distant a day’s severe journey. In that advanced season, the party 
soon passed out of the moist, temperate regions of the foothills into the 
dry, cold, bracing air of the Sierras. The trail was narrow and difficult. 
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At noon the Duchess, rolling out of her saddle upon the ground, dc* 
dared her intention of going no farther, and the party halted. 

The spot was singularly wild and impressive, A wooded amphi- 
theater, surrounded on three sides by precipitous cliffs of naked granite, 
sloped gently toward the crest of another precipice that overlooked the 
valley. It was undoubtedly the most suitable spot for a camp, had camp- 
ing been advisable. But Mr. Oakhurst knew that scarcely half the journey 
to Sandy Bar was accomplished, and the party were not equipped or 
provisioned for delay. This fact he pointed out to his companions curtly, 
with a philosophic commentary on the folly of “throwing up their hand 
before the game was played out.” But they were furnished with liquor, 
which in this emergency stood them in place of food, fuel, rest, and 
prescience. In spite of his remonstrances, it was not long before they were 
more or less under its influence. Uncle Billy passed rapidly from a belli- 
cose state into one of stupor, the Duchess became maudlin, and Mother 
Shipton snored. Mr. Oakhurst alone remained erect, leaning against a 
rock, calmly surveying them. 

Mr. Oakhurst did not drink. It interfered with a profession which 
required coolness, impassiveness, and presence of mind, and, in his own 
language, he “couldn’t afford it.” As he gazed at his recumbent fellow- 
exiles, the loneliness begotten of his pariah-trade, his habits of life, his 
very vices, for the first time seriously oppressed him. He bestirred him- 
self in dusting his black clothes, washing his hands and face, and other 
acts characteristic of his studiously neat habits, and for a moment forgot 
his annoyance. The thought of deserting his weaker and more pitiable 
companions never perhaps occurred to him. Yet he could not help feel- 
ing the want of that excitement which, singularly enough, was most 
conducive to that calm equanimity for which he was notorious. He 
looked at the gloomy walls that rose a thousand feet sheer above the 
circling pines around him; at the sky, ominously clouded; at the valley 
below, already deepening into shadow. And, doing so, suddenly he 
heard his own name called. 

A horseman slowly ascended the trail. In the fresh, open face of the 
new-comer Mr. Oakhurst recognized Tom Simson, otherwise known as 
“The Innocent” of Sandy Bar. He had met him some months before 
over a “little game,' and had, with perfect equanimity, won the entire 
fortune — amounting to some forty dollars — of that guileless youth. After 
the game was finished, Mr. Oakhurst drew the youthful speculator be- 
hind the door and thus addressed him: “Tommy, you’re a good little 
man, but you can’t gamble worth a cent. Don’t try it over again.” He 
then handed him his money back, pushed him gently from the room, . 
and so made a devoted slave of Tom Simson. 

There was a remembrance of this in his boyish and enthusiastic greet- 
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ing of Mr. Oakhurst. He had started, he said, to go to Poker Flat to seek 
his fortune. “Alone?” No, not exactly alone; in fact— a giggle— he had 
run away with Piney Woods. Didn’t Mr. Oakhurst remember Piney? 
She that used to wait on the table at the Temperance House? They had 
been engaged a long time, but old Jake Woods had objected, and so they 
had run away, and were going to Poker Flat to be married, and here they 
\^'i;re. And they were tired out, and how lucky it was they had found a 
place to camp and company. All this the Innocent delivered rapidly, 
while Piney— a stout, comely damsel of fifteen— emerged from behind 
(he pine-tree, where she had been blushing unseen, and rode to the side 
of her lover. 

Mr. Oakhurst seldom troubled himself with sentiment, still less with 
propriety; but he had a vague idea that the situation was not felicitous. 
He retained, however, his presence of mind sufficiently to kick Uncle 
Billy, who was about to say something, and Uncle Billy was sober 
enough to recognize in Mr. Oakhurst’s kick a superior power that would 
nor bear trifling. He then endeavored to dissuade Tom Simson from 
delaying further, but in vain. He even pointed out the fact that there 
was no provision, nor means of making a camp. But, unluckily, the 
Innocent met this objection by assuring the party that he was provided 
with an extra mule loaded with provisions, and by the discovery of a 
rude attempt at a log-house near the trail. “Piney can stay with Mrs. 
Oakhurst,” said the Innocent, pointing to the Duchess, “and I can shift 
for myself.” 

Nothing but Mr. Oakhurst’s admonishing foot saved Uncle Billy from 
bursting into a roar of laughter. As it was, he felt compelled to retire up 
the canyon until he could recover his gravity. There he confided the 
joke to the tall pine trees, with many slaps of his leg, contortions of his 
face, and the usual profanity. But when he returned to the party, he 
found them seated by a fire— for the air had grown strangely chill and 
the sky overcast— in apparently amicable conversation. Piney was actu- 
ally talking in an impulsive, girlish fashion to the Duchess, who was 
listening with an interest and animation she had not shown for many 
days. The Innocent was holding forth, apparently with equal effect, to 
Mr. Oakhurst and Mother Shipton, who was actually relaxing into 
amiability. “Is this yer a d— d picnic?” said Uncle Billy, with inward 
scorn, as he surveyed the sylvan group, the glancing fire-light, and the 
tethered animals in the foreground. Suddenly an idea mingled with the 
alcoholic fumes that disturbed his brain. It was apparently of a jocular 
nature, for he felt impelled to slap his leg again and cram his fist into his 
mouth. 

As the shadows crept slowly up the mountain, a slight breeze rocked 
the tops of the pine-trees, and moaned through their long and gloomy 
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aisles. The ruined cabin, patched and covered with pine boughs, was set 
apart for the ladies. As the lovers parted, they unaffectedly exchanged a 
kiss, so honest and sincere that it might have been heard above the sway- 
ing pines. Tht frail Duchess and the malevolent Mother Shipton were 
probably too stunned to remark upon this last evidence of simplicity, 
and so turned without a word to the hut. The lire was replenished, the 
men lay down before the door, and in a few minutes were asleep. 

Mr. Oakhurst was a light sleeper. Toward morning he awoke be- 
numbed and cold. As he stirred the dying fire, the wind, which was now 
blowing strongly, brought to his cheek that which caused the blood to 
leave it — snow! 

He started to his feer with the intention of awakening the sleepers, 
for there was no time to lose. But turning to where Uncle Billy had been 
lying, he found him gone. A suspicion leaped to his brain and a curse to 
his lips. He ran to the spot where the mules had been tethered; they 
were no longer there. The tracks were already rapidly disappearing in 
the snow. 

The momentary excitement brought Mr. Oakhurst back to the lire 
with his usual calm. He did not waken the sleepers. The Innocent 
Numbered peacefully, with a smile on his good humored, freckled face; 
the virgin Piney slept beside her frailer sisters as sweetly as though 
attended by celestial guardians, and Mr. Oakhurst, drawing his blanket 
ovc** his shoulders, stroked his mustachios and waited for the dawn. It 
came slowly in the whirling mist of snowflakes, that dazzled and con- 
fused the eye. What could be seen of the landscape appeared magically 
changed. He looked over the valley, and summed up the present and 
future in two words — “Snowed in!” 

A careful inventory of the provisions, which, fortunately for the party, 
had been stored within the hut, and so escaped the felonious fingers of 
Uncle Billy, disclosed the fact that with care and prudence they might 
last ten days longer. “That is,” said Mr. Oakhurst, soUo voce to the 
Innocent, “if you're willing to board us. If you ain't — and perhaps you'd 
better not — you can wait till Uncle Billy gets back with provisions.” 
For some occult reason, Mr. Oakhurst, could not bring himself to dis- 
close Uncle Billy’s rascality, and so offered the hypothesis that he had 
wandered from the camp and had accidentally stampeded the animals. 
He dropped a warning to the Duchess and Mother Shipton, who of 
course knew the facts of their associate’s defection. “They’ll find out the 
truth about us alU when they find out anything,” he added, significantly, 
“and there’s no good frightening them now.” 

Tom Simson not only put all his worldly store at the disposal of Mr. 
Oakhurst, but seemed to enjoy the prospect of their enforced seclusion. 
"We’ll have a good camp for a week, and then the snow'll melt, and 
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we’ll all go back together.” The cheerful gayety of the young man and 
Mr. Oakhurst’s calm infected the others. The Innocent, with the aid of 
pine boughs, extemporized a thatch for the roofless cabin, and the 
Duchess directed Piney in the rearrangement of the interior with a taste 
and tact that opened the blue eyes of that provincial maiden to their 
fullest extent. 

“I reckon now you’re used to fine things at Poker Flat,” said Piney. 
The Duchess turned away sharply to conceal something that reddened 
her cheek through its professional tint, and Mother Shipton requested 
Piney not to “chatter.” But when Mr. Oakhurst returned from a weary 
search for the trail, he heard the sound of happy laughter echoed from 
the rocks. He stopped in some alarm, and his thoughts first naturally 
reverted to the whisky, which he had prudently cached, “And yet it 
don’t somehow sound like whisky,” said the gambler. It was not until 
he caught sight of the blazing fire through the still blinding storm, and 
the group around it, that he settled to the conviction that it was “square 
fun.” 

Whether Mr. Oakhurst had cached his cards with the whisky as 
something debarred the free access of the community, I cannot say. It 
was certain that, in Mother Shipton’s words, he “didn’t say cards once” 
during the evening. Haply the time was beguiled by an accordion, 
produced somewhat ostentatiously by Tom Simson, from his pack. 
Notwithstanding some difficulties attending th(* manipulation of this 
instrument, Piney Woods managed to pluck several reluctant melodies 
from its keys, to an accompaniment by the Innocent on a pair of bone 
castinets. But the crowning festivity of the evening was reached in a 
rude camp-meeting hymn, which the lovers, joining hands, sang with 
great earnestness and vociferation. I fear that a certain defiant tone and 
Covenanter’s swing to its chorus, rather than any devotional quality, 
caused it speedily to infect the others, who at last joined in the refrain; 

I’m proud to live in the service of the Lord, 

And I’m bound to die in His army. 

The pines rocked, the storm eddied and whirled above the miserable 
group, and the flames of their altar leaped heavenward, as if in token of 
the vow. 

At midnight the storm abated, the rolling clouds parted, and the stars 
glittered keenly above the sleeping camp. Mr. Oakhurst, whose profes- 
sional habits had enabled him to live on the smallest possible amoufkt of 
sleep, in dividing the watch with Tom Simson, somehow managed to 
take upon himseli; the greater part of that duty. He excused himself to 
chc Innocent, by saying that he had “often been a week without sleep.” 
“Doing what.?” asked Tom. “Poker!” replied Oakhurst, sententiously, 
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‘when a man gets a streak of luck— nigger-luck— he don’t get tired. The 
luck gives in first. Luck,” continued the gambler, reflectively, “is a 
mighty queer thing. All you know about it for certain is that it’s bound 
to change. And it’s finding out when it’s going to change that makes 
you. We’ve had a streak of bad luck since we left Poker Flat — ^you come 
along, and slap you get into it, too. If you can hold your cards right along 
you’re all right. For,” added the gambler, with cheerful irrelevance, 

“I’m proud to live in the service of the Lord, 

And I’m bound to die in His army.” 

The third day came, and the sun, looking through the white-curtained 
valley, saw the outcasts divide their slowly decreasing store of provisions 
for the morning meal. It was one of the peculiarities of that mountain 
climate that its rays diffused a kindly warmth over the wintry land* 
scape, as if in regretful commiseration of the past. But it revealed drift 
on drift of snow piled high around the hut; a hopeless, uncharted, track- 
less sea of white lying below the rocky shores to which the castaways 
still clung. Through the marvelously clear air, the smoke of the pastoral 
village of Poker Flat rose miles away. Mother Shipton saw it, and from 
a remote pinnacle of her rocky fastness, hurled in that direction a final 
malediction. It was her last vituperative attempt, and perhaps for that 
reason was invested with a certain degree of sublimity. It did her good, 
she privately informed the Duchess. “Just to go out there and cuss, and 
see.” She then set herself to the task of amusing “the child,” as she and 
he Duchess were pleased to call Piney. Piney was no chicken, but it 
was a soothing and ingenious theory of the pair thus to account for the 
fact that she didn’t swear and wasn’t improper. 

When night crept up again through the gorges, the reedy notes of the 
accordion rose and fell in fitful spasms and long-drawn gasps by the flick- 
ering camp-fire. But music failed to fill entirely the aching void left by 
insufficient food, and a new diversion was proposed by Pmey — story- 
telling. Neither Mr. Oakhurst nor his female companions caring to 
relate their personal experiences, this plan would have failed, too, but 
for the Innocent. Some months before he had chanced upon a stray 
copy of Mr. Pope’s ingenious translation of the Iliad. He now proposed 
to narrate the principal incidents of that poem— having thoroughly mas- 
tered the argument and fairly forgotten the words— in the current 
vernacular of Sandy Bar. And so for the rest of that night the Homeric 
demigods again walked the earth. Trojan bully and wily Greek wrestled 
in the winds, and the great pines in the canyon seemed to bow to the 
wrath of the son of Peleus. Mr. Oakhurst listened with quiet satisfaction. 
Most especially was he interested in the fate of “Ash-heels,” as the InnO' 
cent persisted in denominating the “swift-footed Achilles,” 
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So with small food and much of Homer and the accordion, a week 
passed over the heads of the outcasts. The sun again forsook them, and 
again from leaden skies the snowflakes were sifted over the land. Day 
by day closer around them drew the snowy circle, until at last they 
looked from their prison over drifted walls of dazzling white, that 
t{)wered twenty feet above their heads. It became more and more difS- 
cult to replenish their fires, even from the fallen trees beside them, now 
half-hidden in the drifts. And yet no one complained. The lovers turned 
from the dreary prospect and looked into each other’s eyes, and were 
happy- Mr. Oak hurst setded himself coolly to the losing game before 
him. The Duchess, more cheerful than she had been, assumed the care 
of Piney. Only Mother Shipton — once the strongest of the party — 
seemed to sicken and fade. At midnight on the tenth day she called 
Oakhurst to her side. “Fm going,” she said, in a voice of querulous 
.veakness, “but don’t say anything about it. Don’t waken the kids. Take 
the bundle from under my head and open it.” Mr. Oakhurst did so. It 
contained Mother Shipton’s rations for the last week, untouched. “Give 
’em to the child,” she said, pointing to the sleeping Piney. “You’ve 
starved yourself,” said the gambler. “That’s what they call it,” said the 
woman, querulously, as she lay down again, and, turning her face to the 
wall, passed quietly away. 

T he accordion and the bones were pul aside that day, and Homer was 
forgotten. When the body of Mother Shipton had been committed to the 
snow, Mr. Oakhurst took the Innocent aside, and showed him a pair of 
-^nowshoes, which he had fashioned from the old pack-saddle. “There’s 
one chance in a hundred to save her yet,” he said, pointing to Piney; 
“but it’s there,” he added, pointing toward Poker Flat. “If you can 
reach there in two days she’s safe.” “And you?” asked Tom Simson. “I’ll 
stay here,” was the curt reply. 

The lovers parted with a long embrace. “You are not going, too?” 
said the Duchess, as she saw Mr. Oakhurst apparently waiting to 
accompany him. “As far as the canyon,” he replied. He turned suddenly, 
and kissed the Duchess, leaving her pallid face aflame, and her trembling 
limbs rigid with amazement. 

Night came, but not Mr. Oakhurst. It brought the storm again and 
the whirling snow. Then the Duchess, feeding the fire, found that some 
one had quietly piled beside the hut enough fuel to last a few days 
longer. The tears rose to her eyes, but she hid them from Piney. 

The women slept but little. In the morning, looking into each other’s 
faces, they read their fate. Neither spoke; but Piney, accepting the 
position of the stronger, drew near and placed her arm around the 
Duchess’s waist. They kept this attitude for the rest of the day. That 
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night the storm reached its greatest fury, and, rending asunder the 
protecting pines, invaded the very hut. 

Toward morning they found themselves unable to feed the fire, which 
gradually died away. As the embers slowly blackened, the Duchess crept 
closer to Piney, and broke the silence of many hours: “Piney, can you 
pray?” “No, dear,” said Piney, simply. The Duchess without knowing 
exactly why, felt relieved, and, putting her head upon Piney’s shoulder, 
spoke no more. And so reclining, the younger and purer pillowing the 
head of her soiled sister upon her virgin breast, they fell asleep. 

The wind lulled as if it feared to waken them. Feathery drifts of snow, 
shaken from the long pine boughs, flew like white-winged birds, and 
settled about them as they slept. The moon through the rifted clouds 
looked down upon what had been the camp. But all human stain, all 
trace of earthly travail, was hidden beneath the spotless mantle merci- 
fully flung from above. 

They slept all that day and the next, nor did they waken when voices 
and footsteps broke the silence of the camp. And when pitying fingers 
brushed the snow from their wan faces, you could scarcely have told 
from the equal peace that dwelt upon them, which was she that had 
sinned. Even the Law of Poker Flat recognized this, and turned away, 
leaving them still locked in each other’s arms. 

But at the head of the gulch, on one of the largest pine trees, they 
found the deuce of clubs pinned to the bark with a bowie knife- It bore 
the following, written in pencil, in a firm hand: 

t 

BENEATH THIS TREE 
LIES THE BODY 
OF 

JOHN OAKHURST, 

WHO STRUCK A STREAK OF BAD LUCK 
ON THE 23D OF NOVEMBER, 185O, 

AND 

HANDED IN HIS CHECKS 
ON THE 7TH OF DECEMBER, 185O. 

+ 

And pulseless and cold, with a Derringer by his side and a bullet in his 
heart, though still calm as in life, beneath the snow lay he who was at 
once the strongest and yet the weakest of the outcasts of Poker Flat. 



An Occurrence at Qrwl Creek Bridge 

BY AMBROSE BIERCE 


A 

X MAN stood upon a railroad 
bridge in northern Alabama, looking down into the swift water twenty 
feet below. The man’s hands were behind his back, the wrists bound 
with a cord. A rope closely encircled his neck. It was attached to a stout 
cross-timber above his head and the slack fell to the level of his knees. 
Some loose boards laid upon the sleepers supporting the metals of the 
railway supplied a footing for him and his executioners — two private 
soldiers of the Federal army, directed by a sergeant who in civil life 
may have been a deputy sherifl. At a short remove upon the same tem- 
porary platform was an officer in the uniform of his rank, armed. He 
was a captain. A sentinel at each end of the bridge stood with his rifle 
in the position known as ‘‘support,” that is to say, vertical in front of 
the left shoulder, the hammer resting on the forearm thrown straight 
across the chest— a formal and unnatural position, enforcing an erect 
carriage of the body. It did not appear to be the duty of these two men 
to know what was occurring at the center of the bridge; they merely 
blockaded the two ends of the foot planking that traversed it. 

Beyond one of the sentinels nobody was in sight; the railroad ran 
straight away into a forest for a hundred yards, then, curving, was lost 
to view. Doubtless there was an outpost farther along. The other bank 
of the stream was open ground— a gentle acclivity topped with a stock- 
ade of vertical tree trunks, loopholed for rifles, with a single embrasure 
through which protruded the muzzle of a brass cannon commanding 
the bridge. Midway of the slope between the bridge and fort were the 
spectators— a single company of infantry in line, at “parade rest,” the 
butts of the rifles on the ground, the barrels inclining slightly backward 
against the right shoulder, the hands crossed upon the stock. A lieu- 
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tenant stood at the right of the line, the point of his sword upon the 
ground, his left hand resting upon his right. Excepting the group of 
four at the center of the bridge, not a man moved. The company faced 
the bridge, staring stonily, motionless. The sentinels, facing the banks 
of the stream, might have been statues to adorn the bridge. The captain 
stood with folded arms, silent, observing the work of his subordinates, 
but making no sign. Death is a dignitary who when he comes announced 
is to be received with formal manifestations of respect, even by those 
most familiar with him. In the code of military etiquette silence and 
fixity are forms of deference. 

The man who was engaged in being hanged was apparently about 
thirty-five years of age. He was a civilian, if one might judge from his 
habit, which was that of a planter. His features were good — a straight 
nose, firm mouth, broad forehead, from which his long, dark hair was 
combed straight back, falling behind his ears to the collar of his well- 
fitting frock coat. He wore a mustache and pointed beard, but no whisk- 
ers; his eyes were large and dark gray, and had a kindly expression 
which one would hardly have expected in one whose neck was in the 
hemp. Evidently this was no vulgar assassin. The liberal military code 
makes provision for hanging many kinds of persons, and gentlemen are 
not excluded. 

The preparations being conipietc, the two private soldiers stepped 
aside and each drew away the plank upon which he had been standing. 
The sergeant turned to the captain, saluted and placed himself imme- 
diately behiiid that officer, who in turn moved apart one pace. These 
movements left the condemned man and the sergeant standing on the 
two ends of the same plank, which spanned three of the cross-ties of the 
bridge. The end upon which the civilian stood almost, but not quite, 
reached a fourth. This piank had been held in place by the weight of 
the captain; it was now held by that of the sergeant. At a signal from 
the former the latter would step aside, the plank would tilt and the 
condemned man go down between two ties. The arrangement com- 
mended itself to his judgment as simple and effective. His face had not 
been covered nor his eyes bandaged. He looked a moment at his “un- 
steadfast footing,” then let his gaze wander to the swirling water of the 
stream racing madly beneath his feet. A piece of dancing driftwood 
caught his attention and his eyes followed it down the current. How 
slowly it appeared to move! What a sluggish stream! 

He closed his eyes in order to fix his last thoughts upon his wife and 
children. The water, touched to gold by the early sun, the brooding 
mists under the banks at some distance down the stream, the fort, the 
soldiers, the piece of drift — all had distracted him. And now he became 
conscious of a new disturbance. Striking through the thought of his 
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dear ones was a sound which he could neither ignore nor understand^ 
a sharp, distinct, metallic percussion like the stroke of a blacksmith’s 
hammer upon the anvil; it had the same ringing quality. He wondered 
what it was» and whether immeasurably distant or near by — it seemed 
both. Its recurrence was regular, but as slow as the tolling of a death 
knell. He awaited each stroke with impatience and — he knew not why 
— apprehension. The intervals of silence grew progressively longer; the 
delays became maddening. With their greater infrequency the sounds 
increased in strength and sharpness. They hurt his ear like the thrust of 
a knife; he feared he would shriek. What he heard was the ticking of 
his watch. 

He unclosed his eyes and saw again the water below him. “If I could 
free my hands,” he thought, “I might throw ofl* the noose and spring 
into the stream. By diving I could evade the bullets and, swimming 
vigorously, reach the bank, take to the woods and get away home. My 
l.ome, thank God, is as yet outside their lines; my wife and little ones 
.ire still beyond the invader’s farthest advance.” 

As these thoughts, which have here to be set down in words, were 
flashed into the doomed man’s brain rather than evolved from it the 
captain nodded to the sergeant. The sergeant stepped aside. 

II 

Peyton Farquhar was a well-to-do planter, of an old and highly re- 
spected Alabama family. Being a slave owner and like other slave 
owners a politician he was naturally an original secessionist and ardently 
devoted to the Southern cause. Circumstances of an imperious nature, 
winch it is unnecessary to relate here, had prevented him from taking 
service with the gallant army that had fought the disastrous campaigns 
ending with the fall of Corinth, and he chafed under the inglorious re- 
straint, longing for the release of his energies, the larger life of the 
soldier, the opportunity for distinction. That opportunity, he felt, would 
come, as it comes to all in war time. Meanwhile he did what he could. 
No service was too humble for him to perform in aid of the South, no 
adventure too perilous for him to undertake if consistent with the char- 
acter of a civilian who was at heart a soldier, and who in good faith and 
without too much qualification assented to at least a part of the frankly 
villainous dictum that all is fair in love and war. 

One evening while Farquhar and his wife were sitting on a rustic 
bench near the entrance to his grounds, a gray-clad soldier rode up to 
the gate and asked for a drink of water. Mrs. Farquhar was only too 
happy to serve him with her own white hands. While she was fetching 
the water her husband approached the dusty horseman and inquired 
eagerly for news from the front. 
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“The Yanks arc repairing the railroads,” said the man, “and arc 
getting ready for another advance. They have reached the Ow^l Creek 
bridge, put it in order and built a stockade on the north bank. The com- 
mandant has issued an order, which is posted everywhere, declaring 
that any civilian caught interfering with the railroad, its bridges, tun- 
nels or trains will be summarily hanged. I saw the order.” 

“How far is it to the Owl Creek bridge?” Farquhar asked. 

“About thirty miles.” 

“Is there no force on this side the creek?” 

“Only a picket post half a mile out, on the railroad, and a single 
sentinel at this end of the bridge.” 

“Suppose a man — a civilian and student of hanging — should elude 
the picket post and perhaps get the better of the sentinel,” said Far- 
quhar, smiling, “what could he accomplish?” 

The soldier reflected. “I was there a month ago,” he replied. “I ob- 
served that the flood of last winter had lodged a great quantity of drift- 
wood against the wooden pier at this end of the bridge. It is now dry 
and would burn like tow.” 

The lady had now brought the water, which the soldier drank. He 
thanked her ceremoniously, bowed to her husband and rode away. An 
hour later, after nightfall, he repassed the plantation, going northward 
in the direction from which he had come. He was a Federal scout. 

Ill 

As Peyton Farquhar fell straight downward through the bridge he 
lost consciousness and was as one already dead. From this state he was 
awakened — ages later, it seemed to him — ^by the pain of a sharp pressure 
upon his throat, followed by a sense of suffocation. Keen, poignant 
agonies seemed to shoot from his neck downward through every fiber 
of his body and limbs. These pains appeared to flash along well-defined 
lines of ramification and to beat with an inconceivably rapid periodicity. 
They seemed like streams of pulsating fire heating him to an intolerable 
temperature. As to his head, he was conscious of nothing but a feeling 
of fulness — of congestion. These sensations were unaccompanied by 
thought. The intellectual part of his nature was already effaced; he had 
power only to feel, and feeling was torment. He was conscious of motion. 
Encompassed in a luminous cloud, of which he was now merely the 
fiery heart, without material substance, he swung through unthinkable 
arcs of oscillation, like a vast pendulum. Then all at once, with terrible 
suddenness, the light about him shot upward with the noise of a loud 
plash; a frightful roaring was in his ears, and all was cold and dark. 
The power of thought was restored; he knew that the rope had broken 
and he had fallen into the stream. There was no additional strangula- 
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tion; the noose about his neck was already suffocating him and kept 
the water from his lungs. To die of hanging at the bottom of a river!— 
the idea seemed to him ludicrous. He opened his eyes in the darkness 
and saw above him a gleam of light, but how distant, how inaccessible! 
He was still sinking, for the light became fainter and fainter until it 
was a mere glimmer. Then it began to grow and brighten, and he knew 
that he was rising toward the surface — knew it with reluctance, for he 
was now very comfortable. “To be hanged and drowned,*’ he thought, 
“that is not so bad; but I do not wish to be shot. No; I will not be shot; 
thai is not fair.” 

He was not conscious of an effort, but a sharp pain in his wrist apprised 
him that he was trying to free his hands. He gave the struggle his atten- 
tion, as an idler might observe the feat of a juggler, without interest in 
the outcome. What splendid effort! — what magnificent, what super- 
human strength! Ah, that was a fine endeavor! Bravo! The cord fell 
away; his arms parted and floated upward, the hands dimly seen on each 
sale in the growing light. He watched them with a new interest as first 
one and then the other pounced upon the noose at his neck. They tore 
it away and thrust it fiercely aside, its undulations resembling those of 
a water snake. “Put it back, put it back!” He thought he shouted these 
words to his hands, for the undoing of the noose had been succeeded by 
the direst pang that he had yet experienced. His neck ached horribly; 
Ills brain was on fire; his heart, which had been fluttering faintly, gave 
a great leap, trying to force itself out at his mouth. His whole body was 
racked and wrenched with an insupportable anguish! But his dis- 
obedient hands gave no heed to the command. They beat the water 
vigorously with quick, downward strokes, forcing him to the surface. 
He felt his head emerge; his eyes were blinded by the sunlight; his chest 
expanded convulsively, and with a supreme and crowning agony his 
lungs engulfed a great draught of air, which instantly he expelled in a 
shriek! 

He was now in full possession of his physical senses. They v/ere, 
indeed, preternaturally keen and alert. Something in the awful disturb- 
ance of his organic system had so exalted and refined them that they 
made record of things never before perceived. He felt the ripples upon 
his face and heard their separate sounds as they struck. He looked at 
the forest on the bank of the stream, saw the individual trees, the leaves 
and the veining of each leaf — saw the very insects upon them: the 
locusts, the brilliant-bodied flies, the gray spiders stretching their webs 
from twig to twig. He noted the prismatic colors in all the dewdrops 
upon a million blades of grass. The humming of the gnats that danced 
above the eddies of the stream, the beating of the dragon flies’ wings, 
the strokes of the water-spiders’ legs, like oars which had lifted their 
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boat — all these made audible music. A fish slid along beneath his eyes 
and he heard the rush of its body parting the water. 

He had come to the surface facing down the stream; in a moment the 
visible world seemed to wheel slowly round, himself the pivotal point, 
and he saw the bridge, the fort, the soldiers upon the bridge, the captain, 
the sergeant, the two privates, his executioners. They were in silhouette 
against the blue sky. They shouted and gesticulated, pointing at him. 
The captain had drawn his pistol, but did not fire; the others were 
unarmed. Their movements were grotesque and horrible, their forms 
gigantic. 

Suddenly he heard a sharp report and something struck the water 
smartly within a few inches of his head, spattering his face with spray. 
He heard a second report, and saw one of the sentinels with his rifle 
at his shoulder, a light cloud of blue smoke rising from the muzzle. 
The man in the water saw the eye of the man on the bridge gazing into 
his own through the sights of the rifle. He observed that it was a gray 
eye and remembered having read that gray eyes were keenest, and that 
all famous marksmen had them. Nevertheless, this one had missed. 

A counter-swirl had caught Farquhar and turned him half round; 
he was again looking into the forest on the bank opposite the fort. The 
sound of a clear, high voice in a monotonous singsong now rang out 
liehind him and came across the water with a distinctness that pierced 
and subdued all other sounds, even the beating of the ripples in his ears. 
Allhough no soldier, he had frequented camps enough to know the 
dread significance of that deliberate, drawling, aspirated chant; the lieu- 
tenant on shore was taking a part in the morning’s work. How coldly 
and pitilessly — with what an even, calm intonation, presaging, and 
enforcing tranquillity in the men — with what accurately measured inter- 
vals fell those cruel words: 

“Attention, company! . , . Shoulder arms! . . . Ready! . . . Aim! 

, . . Fire!" 

Farquhar dived — dived as deeply as he could. The water roared in his 
ears like the voice of Niagara, yet he heard the dulled thunder of the 
volley and, rising again toward the surface, met shining bits of metal, 
singularly flattened, oscillating slowly downward. Some of them touched 
him on the face and hands, then fell away, continuing their descent. 
One lodged between his collar and neck; it was uncomfortably warm 
and he snatched it out. 

As he rose to the surface, gasping for breath, he saw that he had been 
a long time under water; he was perceptibly farther down stream— 
nearer to safety. The soldiers had almost finished reloading; the metal 
ramrods flashed all at once in the sunshine as they were drawn from 
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the barrels, turned in the air, and tlirust into their sockets. The twe 
sentinels fired again, independently and ineffectually. 

The hunted man saw all this over his shoulder; he was now swim- 
ming vigorously with the current. His brain was as energetic as his 
arms and legs; he thought with the rapidity of lightning. 

“The officer,” he reasoned, “will not make that martinet’s error a sec- 
ond time. It is as easy to dodge a volley as a single shot. He has probably 
already given the command to fire at will. God help me, I cannot dodge 
them all!” 

An appalling plash within two yards of him was followed by a loud, 
rushing sound, diminuendo, which seemed to travel back through the 
air to the fort and died in an explosion which stirred the very river 
to its deeps! A rising sheet of water curved over him, fell down upon 
him, blinded him, strangled him! The cannon had taken a hand in the 
game. As he shook his head free from the commotion of the smitten 
water he heard the deflected shot humming through the air ahead, 
and in an instant it was cracking and smashing the branches in the 
forest beyond. 

“They will not do that again,” he thought; “the next time they will 
use a charge of grape. I must keep my eye upon the gun; the smoke 
will apprise me— the report arrives too late; it lags behind the missile. 
That is a good gun.” 

Suddenly he felt himself whirled round and round — spinning like a 
top. The water, the banks, the forests, the now distant bridge, fort and 
men — all were commingled and blurred. Objects were represented by 
their colors only; circular horizontal streaks of color — that was all he 
saw. He had been caught in a vortex and was being whirled on with a 
velocity of advance and gyration that made him giddy and sick. In a 
few moments he was flung upon the gravel at the foot of the left bank 
of the stream — the southern bank — and behind a projecting point which 
concealed him from his enemies. The sudden arrest of his motion, the 
abrasion of one of his hands on the gravel, restored him, and he wep* 
with delight. He dug his fingers into the sand, threw it over himself h 
handfuls and audibly blessed it. It looked like diamonds, rubies, era 
eralds; he could think of nothing beautiful which it did not resemble. 
The trees upon the bank were giant garden plants; he noted a definite 
order in their arrangement, inhaled the fragrance of their blooms, A 
strange, roseate light shone through the spaces among their trunks and 
the wind made in their branches the music of iEolian harps. He had no 
wish to perfect his escape — was content to remain in that enchanting 
spot until retaken. 

A whiz and rattle of grapeshot among the branches high above his 
head roused him from his dream. The baffled cannoneer had fired him 



344 AMBROSE BIERCE 

a random farewell. He sprang co his feet, rushed up the sloping bank, 
and plunged into the forest. 

All that day he traveled, laying his course by the rounding sun. The 
forest seemed interminable; nowhere did he discover a break in it, not 
even a woodman’s road. He had not known that he lived in so wild a 
region. There was something uncanny in the revelation. 

By nightfall he was fatigued, footsore, famishing. The thought of his 
wife and children urged him on. At last he found a road which led him 
in what he knew to be the right direction. It was as wide and straight 
as a city street, yet it seemed untraveled. No fields bordered it, no 
dwelling anywhere. Not so much as the barking f)f a dog suggested 
human habitation. The black bodies of the trees lormed a straight wall 
on both sides, terminating on the horizon in a point, )'ke a diagram in 
a lesson in perspective. Overhead, as he looked up through this rjft in 
the wood, shone great golden stars looking unfamiliar and grouped in 
strange constellations. He was sure they were arranged in some order 
which had a secret and malign significance. The wood on either side 
was full of singular noises, among which — once, twice, and again — he 
distinctly heard whispers in an unknown tongue. 

His neck was in pain and lifting his hand to it found it horribly 
swollen. He knew that it had a circle of black where the rope had 
bruised it. His eyes felt congested; he could no longer close them. His 
tongue was swollen with thirst; he relieved its fever by thrusting it 
forward from between his teeth into the cold air. How softly the turf 
had carpeted the untraveled avenue — he could no longer feel the road- 
way beneath his feet! 

Doubtless, despite his suffering, he had fallen asleep while walking, 
for now he sees another scene — perhaps he has merely recovered from 
a delirium. He stands at the gate of his own home. All is as he left it, and 
all bright and beautiful in the morning sunshine. He must have traveled 
the entire night. As he pushes open the gate and passes up the wide 
white walk, he sees a flutter of female garments; his wife, looking fresh 
and cool and sweet, steps down from the veranda to meet him. At the 
bottom of the steps she stands waiting, with a smile of ineffable joy, an 
attitude of matchless grace and dignity. Ah, how beautiful she is! He 
springs forward with extended arms. As he is about to clasp her he feels 
a stunning blow upon the back of the neck; a blinding white light 
blazes all about him with a sound like the shock of a cannon— then all 
is darkness and silence! 

Peyton Farquhar was dead; his body, with a broken neck, swung 
gently from side to side beneath the timbers of the Owl Creek bridge 
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l^N 1830, only a few miles away 
from what is now the great city of Cincinnati, lay an immense and 
almost unbroken forest. The whole region was sparsely settled by people 
of the frontier— restless souls who no sooner had hewn fairly habitable 
homes out of the wilderness and attained to that degree of prosperity 
which today we should call indigence, than, impelled by some mysteri- 
ous impulse of their nature, they abandoned all and pushed farther west- 
ward, to encounter new perils and privations in the effort to regain the 
meager comforts which they had voluntarily renounced. Many of them 
had already forsaken that region for the remoter settlements, but among 
those remaining was one who had been of those first arriving. He lived 
alone in a house of logs surrounded on all sides by the great forest, of 
whose gloom and silence he seemed a part, for no one had ever known 
him to smile nor speak a needless word. His simple wants were supplied 
by the sale or barter of skins of wild animals in the river town, for not a 
thing did he grow upon the land which, if needful, he might have 
claimed by right of undisturbed possession. There were evidences of 
“improvement”— a few acres of ground immediately about the house 
had once been cleared of its trees, the decayed stumps of which were 
half concealed by the new growth that had been suffered to repair the 
ravage wrought by the ax. Apparently the man’s zeal for agriculluro 
had burned with a failing flame, expiring in penitential ashes. 

The little log house, with its chimney of sticks, its roof of warping 
clapboards weighted with traversing poles and its “chinking” of clay, 
had a single door and, directly opposite, a window. The latter, however, 
was boarded up— nobody could remember a time when it was not. And 
none knew why it was so closed; certainly not because of the occupant’s 
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dislike of light and air, for on those rare occasions when a hunter had 
passed that lonely spot the recluse had commonly been seen sunning 
himself on his doorstep if heaven had provided sunshine for his need. 
I fancy there are few persons living today who ever knew the secret of 
that window, but I am one, as you shall see. 

The man’s name was said to be Murlock. He was apparently seventy 
years old, actually about fifty. Something besides years had had a hand 
in his aging. His hair and long, full beard were white, his gray, luster- 
less eyes sunken, his face singularly seamed with wrinkles which ap- 
peared to belong to two intersecting systems. In figure he was tall and 
spare, with a stoop of the shoulders — a burden bearer. I never saw him; 
these particulars I learned from my grandfather, from whom also I got 
the man’s story when I was a lad. He had known him when living 
near by in that early day. 

One day Murlock was found in his cabin, dead. It was not a time and 
place for coroners and newspapers, and 1 suppose it was agreed that 
he had died from natural causes or I should have been told, and should 
remember. I know only that with what was probably a sense of the fitness 
of things the body was buried near the cabin, alongside the grave of his 
wife, who had preceded him by so many years that local tradition had 
retained hardly a hint of her existence. That closes the final chapter of 
this true story — excepting, indeed, the circumstance that many years 
afterward, in company with an equally intrepid spirit, I penetrated to 
the place and ventured near enough to the ruined cabin to throw a 
stone against it, and ran away to avoid the ghost which every well-in- 
formed boy thereabout knew haunted the spot. But there is an earlier 
chapter — th it supplied by my grandfather. 

When Murlock built his cabin and began laying sturdily about with 
his ax to hew out a farm — the rifle, meanwhile, his means of support 
— he was young, strong and full of hope. In that eastern country 
whence he came he had married, as was the fashion, a young woman 
in all ways worthy of his honest devotion, who shared the dangers 
and privations of his lot with a willing spirit and light heart. There is 
no known record of her name; of her charms of mind and person 
tradition is silent and the doubter is at liberty to entertain his doubt; 
but God forbid that I should share it! Of their affection and happiness 
there is abundant assurance in every added day of the man’s widowed 
life; for what but the magnetism of a blessed memory could have 
chained that venturesome spirit to a lot like that.? 

One day Murlock returned from gunning in a distant part of the 
forest to find his wife prostrate with fever, and delirious. There was 
no physician within miles, no neighbor; nor was she in a condition 
to be left, to summon help. So he set about the task of nursing her back 
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to health, but at the end of the third day she fell into unconsciousness 
and so passed away, apparently, with never a gleam of returning reason. 

From what we know of a nature like his we may venture to sketch 
in some of the details of the outline picture drawn by my grandfather. 
When convinced that she was dead, Murlock had sense enough to re- 
member that the dead must be prepared for burial. In performance of this 
sacred duty he blundered now and again, did certain things incorrectly, 
and others which he did correctly were done over and over. His occa- 
sional failures to accomplish some simple and ordinary act filled him 
with astonishment, like that of a drunken man who wonders at the sus- 
pension of familiar natural laws. He was surprised, too, that he did not 
weep — surprised and a little ashamed; surely it is unkind not to weep for 
the dead. “Tomorrow,” he said aloud, “I shall have to make the coffin 
and dig the grave; and then I shall miss her, when she is no longer in 
sight; but now — she is dead, of course, but it is all right — it must be all 
right, somehow. Things cannot be so bad as they seem.” 

He stood over the body in the fading light, adjusting the hair and 
putting the finishing touches to the simple toilet, doing all mechanically, 
with soulless care. And still through his consciousness ran an undersensc 
of conviction that all was right — that he should have her again as before, 
and everything explained. He had had no experience in grief; his 
capacity had not been enlarged by use. His heart could not contain it 
all, nor his imagination rightly conceive it. He did not know he was 
so hard struck; that knowledge would come later, and never go. Grief 
is an artist of powers as various as the instruments upon which he plays 
his dirges for the dead, evoking from some the sharpest, shrillest notes, 
from others the low, grave chords that throb recurrent like the slow 
beating of a distant drum. Some natures it startles; some it stupefies. 
To one it comes like the stroke of an arrow, stinging all the sensibilities 
to a keener life; to another as the blow of a bludgeon, which in crushing 
benumbs. We may conceive Murlock to have been that way affected, 
for (and here we are upon surer ground than that of conjecture) no 
sooner had he finished his pious work than, sinking into a chair by 
the side of the table upon which the body lay, and noting how white the 
profile showed in the deepening gloom, he laid his arms upon the table s 
edge, and dropped his face into them, tearless yet and unutterably weary. 
At that moment came in through the open window a long, wailing 
sound like the cry of a lost child in the far deeps of the darkening woods! 
But the man did not move. Again, and nearer than before, sounded 
that unearthly cry upon his failing sense. Perhaps it was a wild beast: 
perhaps it was a dream. For Murlock was asleep. 

Some hours later, as it afterward appeared, this unfaithful watcher 
awoke and lifting his head from his arms intently listened — ^he knew 
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not why. There in the black darkness by the side of the dead, recalling 
all without a shock, he strained his eyes to see — he knew not what. His 
senses were all alert, his breath was suspended, his blood had stilled its 
tides as if to assist the silence. Who — what had waked him, and where 
was it? 

Suddenly the table shook beneath his arms, and at the same moment 
he heard, or fancied that he heard, a light, soft step — another— sounds as 
of bare feet upon the floor! 

He was terrified beyond the power to cry out or move. Perforce he 
waited— waited there in the darkness through seeming centuries of such 
dread as one may know, yet live to tell. He tried vainly to speak the 
dead woman’s name, vainly to stretch forth his hand across the table to 
learn if she were there. His throat was powerless, his arms and hands 
were like lead. Then occurred something most frightful. Some heavy 
body seemed hurled against the table with an impetus that pushed it 
against his breast so sharply as nearly to overthrow him, and at the same 
instant he heard and felt the fall of something upon the floor with so 
violent a thump that the whole house was shaken by the impact. A 
scuffling ensued, and a confusion of sounds impossible to describe. Mur- 
lock had risen to his feet. Fear had by excess forfeited control of his 
faculties. He flung his hands upon the tabic. Nothing was there! 

There is a point at which terror may turn to madness; and madness 
incites to action. With no definite intent, from no motive but the way- 
ward impulse of a madman, Murlock sprang to the wall, with a little 
groping seized his loaded rifle, and without aim discharged it. By the 
flash which lit up the room with a vivid illumination, he saw an enor- 
mous panther dragging the dead woman toward the window, its teeth 
fixed in her throat! Then there were darkness blacker than before, and 
silence; and when he returned to consciousness the sun was high and 
the wood vocal with songs of birds. 

The body lay near the window, where the beast had left it when 
frightened away by the flash and report of the rifle. The clothing was 
deranged, the long hair in disorder, the limbs lay anyhow. From the 
throat, dreadfully lacerated, had issued a pool of blood not yet entirely 
coagulated. The ribbon with which he had bound the wrists was broken; 
the hands were tightly clenched. Between the teeth was a fragment of 
the animal’s ear. 



The Real Thing 

BY HENRY JAMES 


to answer the house-bell) announced “A gentleman — with a lady, sir,” 
I had, as I often had in those days, for the wish was father to the thought, 
an immediate vision of sitters. Sitters my visitors in this case proved to 
be; but not in the sense I should have preferred. However, there was 
nothing at first to indicate that they might not have come for a portrait. 
The gentleman, a man of fifty, very high and very straight, with a 
mustache slightly grizzled and a dark gray walking-coat admirably 
fitted, both of which I noted professionally— I don’t mean as a barber or 
yet as a tailor— would have struck me as a celebrity if celebrities often 
were striking. It was a truth of which I had for some time been conscious 
that a figure with a good deal of frontage was, as one might say, almost 
never a public institution. A glance at the lady helped to remind me of 
this paradoxical law: she also looked too distinguished to be a “per- 
sonality.” Moreover one would scarcely come across two variations to- 
gether. 

Neither of the pair spoke immediately- they only prolonged the 
preliminary gaze which suggested that each wished to give the other 
a chance. They were visibly shy; they stood there letting me take them 
in— which, as I afterwards perceived, was the most practical thing they 
could have done. In this way their embarrassment served their cause. 
I had seen people painfully reluctant to mention that they desired any- 
thing so gross as to be represented on canvas; but the scruples of my new 
friends appeared almost insurmountable. Yet the gentleman might have 
said “I should like a portrait of my wife,” and the lady might have said 
“I should like a portrait of my husband.” Perhaps they were not husband 
and wife— this naturally would make the matter more delicate. Perhaps 
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they wished to be done together — in which case they ought to have 
brought a third person to break the news. 

“We come from Mr. Rivet,” the lady said at last, with a dim smile 
which had the effect of a moist sponge passed over a “sunk” piece of 
painting, as well as of a vague allusion to vanished beauty. She was as 
tall and straight, in her degree, as her companion, and with ten years 
less to carry. She looked as sad as a woman could look whose face was 
not charged with expression; that is her tinted oval mask sliowed friction 
as an exposed surface shows it. The hand of time had played over her 
freely, but only to simplify. She was shm and stiff, and so well-dressed, 
in dark blue cloth, with lappets and pockets and buttons, that it was 
clear she employed the same tailor as licr husband. The couple had an 
indefinable air (ff prosperous thrift — they evidently got a good deal of 
luxury for their money. If I was to be one of their luxuries it would be- 
hove me to consider my terms. 

“Ah, Claude Rivet recommended me?” I incjuired; and I added that 
it was very kind of him, though I could reflect that, as he only painted 
landscape, this was not a sacrifice. 

The lady looked very hard at the gentleman, and the gentleman 
looked round the room. Then staring at the floor a moment and strok- 
ing his mustache, he rested his pleasant eyes on me with the remark; 
“He said you were the right one.” 

“I try to be, when people want to sit.” 

“Yes, we should like to,” said the lady anxiously. 

“Do you mean together.?” 

My visitors exchanged a glance. “If you could do anything with me, 
I suppose it would be double,” the gentleman stammered. 

“Oh yes, there’s naturally a higher charge for two figures than for 
one.” 

“We should like to make it pay,” the husband confessed. 

“That’s very good of you,” I returned, appreciating so unwonted a 
sympathy — for I supposed he meant pay the artist. 

A sense of strangeness seemed to dawn on the lady. “We mean for 
the illustrations — Mr. Rivet said you might put one in.” 

“Put one in — an illustration.?” I was equally confused. 

“Sketch her off, you know,” said the gentleman, coloring. 

It was only then that I understood the service Claude Rivet had 
rendered me; he had told them that I worked in black and white, for 
magazines, for story books, for sketches of contemporary life, and 
consequently had frequent employment for models. These things were 
true, but it was not less true (I may confess it now — whether because the 
aspiration was to lead to everything or to nothing I leave the reader to 
guess) that I couldn’t get the honors, to say nothing of the emoluments, 
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of a great painter of portraits out of my head. My “illustrations” were 
my pot'boilers; I looked to a different branch of art (far and away the 
most interesting it had always seemed to me) to perpetuate my fame. 
'Fhcrc was no shame in looking to it also to make my fortune; but that 
fortune was by so much further from being made from the moment my 
visitors wished to be “done” for nothing. I was disappointed; for in the 
jiiLiorial sense I had immediately seen them. I had seized tlicir type — 1 
h.ul already settled what I would do with it. Something that wouldn’t 
absolutely have pleased them, 1 afterwards reflected. 

“Ah, you’re — you’re — a — I began, as soon as I had mastered my 
surprise. I couldn’t bring out the dingy word “models”; it seemed to fit 
the case so little. 

“We haven’t had much practice,” said the lady. 

“Wc ve got to do something, and we’ve thought that an artist in your 
line might perhaps make something of us,” her husband threw off. He 
further mentioned that they didn’t know many artists and that they had 
;^oiie first, on the off-chance (ho painted views of course, but somctiney 
put in figures — perhaps I remembered), to Mr. River, whom they had 
met a few years before at a place in Norfolk where he was sketching. 

“We used to sketch a little ourselves,” the lady hinted. 

“It’s very awkward, but we absolutely must do something,” her hus- 
band went on, 

“Of course, we’re not so very young,” she admitted, with a wan smile. 

With the remark that I might as well know something more about 
ihem, the husband had handed me a card extracted from a neat new 
pocketbook (their appurtenances were all of the freshest) and inscribed 
^\lth the words “Major Monarch.” Impressive as these words were they 
didn’t carry my knowledge much further; but my visitor presently 
udcled: “I’ve left the army, and we’ve had the misfortune to lose our 
money. In fact our means arc dreadfully small.” 

“It’s an awful bore,’' said Mrs. Monarch. 

They evidently wished to be discreet — to take care not to swagger 
because they were gentlefolks. I perceived they would have been willing 
to recognize this as something of a drawback, at the same time that I 
guessed at an underlying sense — their consolation in adversity — that 
they had their points. They certainly had; but these advantages struck 
me as preponderantly social; such for instance as would help to make 
a drawing-room look well. However, a drawing-room was always, or 
ought to be, a picture. 

In consequence of his wife’s allusion to their age Major Monarch 
observed: “Naturally, it’s more for the figure that we thought of going 
in. We can still hold ourselves up.” On the instant I saw that the figure 
was inde‘“d their strong point. His “naturally” didn’t sound vain, but 
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it lighted up the question. ^"She has got the best,” he continued, nodding 
at his wife, with a pleasant after-dinner absence of circumlocution. I 
could only reply, as if we were in fact sitting over our wine, that this 
didn’t prevent his own from being very good; which led him in turn 
to rejoin: “We thought that if you ever have to do people like us, we 
might be something like it. She, particularly — for a lady in a book, you 
know.” 

I was so amused by them that, to get more of it, I did my best to 
take their point of view; and though it was an embarrassment to find 
myself appraising physically, as if they were animals on hire or useful 
blacks, a pair whom J should have expected to meet only in one of the 
relations in which criticism is tacit, I looked at Mrs. Monarch judicially 
enough to be able to exclaim, after a moment, with conviction: “Oh, 
yes, a lady in a book!” She was singularly like a bad illustration. 

“We’ll stand up, if you like,” said the Major; and he raised himself 
before me wi^h a really grand air. 

I could take his measure at a glance — he was six feet two and a perfect 
gentleman. It would have paid any club in process of formation and in 
want of a stamp to engage him at a salary to stand in the principal win- 
dow. What struck me immediately was that in coming to me they had 
rather missed tl.cir vocation; they could surely have been turned to 
better account for advertising purposes. I couldn’t, of course, see the 
thing in detail, hut I could see them make someone’s fortune — I don’t 
mean their own. There was something in them for a waistcoat maker, 
an hotel keeper or a soap vendor. I could imagine “We always use it” 
pinned on their bosoms with the greatest effect; I had a vision of the 
promptitude with which they would launch a table d’hote. 

Mrs. Monarch sat still, not from pride but from shyness, and presently 
her husband said to her: “Get up my dear and show how smart you 
are.” She obeyed, but she had no need to get up to show it. She walked to 
the end of the studio, and then she came back blushing, with her flut- 
tered eyes on her husband. I was reminded of an incident I had acci- 
dentally had a glimpse of in Paris — being with a friend there, a dramatist 
about to produce a play — when an actress came to him to ask to be in- 
trusted with a part. She went through her paces before him, walked up 
and down as Mrs. Monarch was doing. Mrs. Monarch did it quite as 
well, but I abstained from applauding. It was very odd to see such 
people apply for such poor pay. She looked as if she had ten thousand 
a year. Her husband had used the word that described her: she was, in 
the London current jargon, essentially and typically “smart.” Her figure 
was, in the same order of ideas, conspicuously and irreproachably 
“good.” For a woman of her age her waist was surprisingly small; her 
elbow moreover had the orthodox crook. She held her head at a con- 
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ventional angle; but why did she come to me? She ought to have tried 
on jackets at a big shop. I feared my visitors were not only destitute, but 
“artistic” — which would be a great complication. When she sat down 
again 1 thanked her, observing that what a draughtsman most valued 
in his model was the faculty of keeping quiet. 

“Oh, she can keep quiet,” said Major Monarch. Then he added, 
jocosely: “I’ve always kept her quiet.” 

“I’m not a nasty fidget, am I Mrs. Monarch appealed to her husband. 

He addressed his answer to me. “Perhaps it isn’t out of place to men- 
tion — because we ought to be quite business-like, oughtn’t \vc ? — that 
when I married her she was known as the Beautiful Statue.” 

“Oh, dear!” said Mrs. Monarch, ruefully. 

“Of course I should want a certain amount of expression,” I rejoined. 

“Of courseV' they both exclaimed. 

“And then I suppose you know that you’ll get awfully tired.” 

“Oh, we neifer get tired!” they eagerly cried. 

“Have you had any kind of practice?” 

They hesitated — they looked at each other. “We've been photographed, 
immensely,'’ said Mrs. Monarch. 

“She means the fellows have asked us,” added the Major. 

“I see — ^because you’re so good-looking.” 

“I don’t know what they thought, but they were always after us.” 

“We always got our photographs for nothing,” smiled Mrs. Monarch. 

“We might have brought some, my dear,” her husband remarked. 

“I’m not sure we have any left. We’ve given quantities away,” she 
explained to me. 

“With our autographs and that sort of thing,” said the Major. 

“Are they to be got in the shops?” I inquired, as a harmless pleasantry. 

“Oh, yes; hers — they used to be.” 

“Not now,” said Mrs. Monarch, with her eyes on the floor. 

II 

I could fancy the “sort of thing” they put on the presentation-copies of 
their photographs, and I was sure they wrote a beautiful hand. It was 
odd how quickly I was sure of everything that concerned them. If they 
were now so poor as to have to earn shillings and pence, they never had 
had much of a margin. Their good looks had been their capital and 
they had good-humoredly made the most of the career that this resource 
marked out for them. It was in their faces, the blankness, the deep intel- 
lectual repose of the twenty years of country house visiting which had 
given them pleasant intonations. I could see the sunny drawing-rooms, 
sprinkled with periodicals she didn’t read, in which Mrs. Monarch had 
continuously sat; I could see the wet shrubberies in which she had 
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walked, equipped to admiration for either exercise. I could see the rich 
covers the Major had helped to shoot and the wonderful garments in 
which, late at night, he repaired to the smoking room to talk about 
them. I could imagine their leggings and waterproofs, their knowing 
tweeds and rugs, their rolls of sticks and cases of tackle and neat um- 
brellas; and I could evoke the exact appearance of their servants and the 
compact variety of their luggage on the platforms of country stations. 

They gave small tips, but they were liked; they didn’t do anything 
themselves, but they were welcome. They looked so well everywhere; 
they gratified the general relish for stature, complexion and “form.” 
They knew it without fatuity or vulgarity, and they respected them- 
selves in consequence. They were not superficial; they were thorough 
and kept themselves up — it had been their line. People with such a 
taste for activity had to have some line. I could feel how, even in a dull 
house, they could have been counted upon for cheerfulness. At present 
something had happened — it didn’t matter what, their little income had 
grown less, it had grown least — and they had to do something for pocket 
money. Their friends liked them, but didn’t like to support them. There 
was something about them that represented credit — their clothes, their 
manners, their type; but if credit is a large empty pocket in which an 
occasional chink reverberates, the chink at least must be audible. What 
they wanted of me was to help make it so. Fortunately they had no chil- 
dren — I soon divined that. They would also perhaps wish our relations 
to be kept secret : this was why it was “for the figure” — the reproduction 
of the face would betray them. 

I liked them — thc'y were so simple; and I had no objection to them 
if they would suit. But, somehow, with all their perfections I didn’t easily 
believe in them. After all they were amateurs, and the ruling passion of 
my life was the detestation of the amateur. Combined with this was 
another perversity — an innate preference for the represented subject over 
the real one : the defect of the real one was so apt to be a lack of represen- 
tation. I liked things that appeared; then one was sure. Whether they 
were or not was a subordinate and almost always a profitless question. 
There were other considerations, the first of which was that I already had 
two or three people in use, notably a young person with big feet, in al- 
paca, from Kilburn, who for a couple of years had come to me regularly 
for my illustrations and with whom I was still — perhaps ignobly — satis- 
fied. I frankly explained to my visitors how the case stood; but they had 
taken more precautions than I supposed. They had reasoned out their 
opfX)rtunity, for Claude Rivet had told them of the projected Edition dc 
luxe of one of the writers of our day — the rarest of the novelists — who, 
long neglected by the multitudinous vulgar and dearly prized by the at- 
tentive (need I mention Philip Vincent.^) had had the happy fortune of 



THE PEAL THING 


355 

seeing, late in life, the dawn and then the full light of a higher criticism 
—.in estimate in which, on the part of the public, there was something 
really of expiation. The edition in question, planned by a publisher of 
taste, was practically an act of high reparation; the woodcuts with which 
It was to be enriched were the homage of English art to one of the most 
independent representatives of English letters. Major and Mrs. Monarch 
confessed to me that they had hoped I might be able to work them into 
iny share of the enterprise. They knew I was to do the first of the books, 
‘Rutland Ramsay,” but I had to make clear to them that my participation 
in the rest of the affair — this first book was to be a test — was to depend 
on the satisfaction I should give. If this should be limited my employers 
would drop me without a scruple. It was therefore a crisis for me, and 
jiaiLirally I was making special preparations, looking about for new 
jK'ople, if they should be necessary, and securing the best types. I ad- 
niiiicd however that I should like to settle down to two or three good 
models who would do for everything. 

“Should we have often to — a — put on special clothes.?” Mrs. Monarch 
timidly demanded. 

“Dear, yes — that’s half the business.” 

“And should we be expected to supply our own costumes.?” 

“Oh, no; I’ve got a lot of things. A painter’s models put on — or put off 
—anything he likes.” 

“And do you mean — a — the same.?” 

“The same?” 

Mrs. Monarch looked at her husband again. 

“Oh, she was just wondering,” he explained, “if the costumes are in 
general use.” I had to confess that they were, and I mentioned further 
that some of them (I had a lot of genuine, greasy last-century things) 
had served their time, a hundred years ago, on living, world-stained men 
and women. “We’ll put on anything that fits'' said the Major. 

“Oh, I arrange that — they fit in the pictures.” 

“I’m afraid I should do better for the modern books. I would come 
as you like,” said Mrs. Monarch. 

“She has got a lot of clothes at home : they might do for contemporary 
life,” her husband continued. 

“Oh, I can fancy scenes in which you’d be quite natural.” And indeed 
1 could see the slipshod rearrangements of stale properties — the stories 
I tried to produce pictures for without the exasperation of reading them 
—whose sandy tracts the good lady might help to people. But I had to 
return to the fact that for this sort of work— the daily mechanical grind 
—I was already equipped; the people I was working with were fully 
adequate^ 
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“ W ; only thought we might be more like some characters,” said Mrs. 
Monarch mildly, getting up. 

Her husband also rose; he stood looking at me with a dim wistfulness 
that was touching in so fine a man. “Wouldn’t it be rather a pull some- 
times to have — a — to have — ?” He hung fire; he v\^anted me to help him 
by phrasing what he meant. But I couldn’t — I didn’t know. So he brought 
It out, awkwardly: “The real thing; a gentleman, you know, or a lady.” 
I was quite ready to give a general assent — I admitted that there was 
a great deal in that. This encouraged Major Monarch to say, following 
up his appeal with an unacted gulp: “It’s awfully hard — we’ve tried 
everything.” The gulp was communicative; it proved too much for his 
wife. Before I knew it Mrs. Monarch had dropped again upon a divan 
and burst into tears. Her husband sat down beside her, holding one of 
her hands; whereupon she quickly dried her eyes with the other, while 
I felt embarrassed as she looked up at me. “There isn’t a confounded 
job I haven’t applied for — waited for — prayed for. You can fancy we’d 
be pretty bad first. Secretaryships and that sort of thing.? You might 
as well ask for a peerage. I’d be anything — I’m strong; a messenger or a 
coalhcaver. I’d put on a gold-laced cap and open carriage doors in front 
of the haberdasher’s; I’d hang about a station, to carry portmanteaus; 
I’d be a postman. But they won’t loo\ at you ; there are thousands, as good 
as yourself, already on tlie ground. Gentlemen, poor beggars, who have 
drunk their wme, who have kept their hunters!” 

I was as reassuring as I knew how to be, and my visitors were presently 
on their feet again while, for the experiment, we agreed on an hour. 
We were discussing it when the door opened and Miss Churm came in 
with a wet umbrella. Miss Churm had to take the omnibus to Maida 
Vale and then walk half a mile. She looked a trifle blowsy and slightly 
splashed. I scarcely ever saw her come in without thinking afresh how 
odd it was that, being so little in herself, she should yet be so much in 
others. She was a meager little Miss Churm, but she was an ample 
heroine of romance. She was only a freckled cockney, but she could 
represent everything, from a fine lady to a shepherdess; she had the 
faculty, as she might have had a fine voice or long hair. She couldn’t 
spell, and she loved beer, but she had two or three “points,” and practice, 
and a knack, and mother-wit, and a kind of whimsical sensibility, and 
a ?ove of the theater, and seven sisters, and not an ounce of respect, 
especially for the A. The first thing my visitors saw was that her um- 
brella was wet, and in their spotless perfection they visibly winced at it. 
The rain had come on since their arrival. 

“I’m all in a soak; there was a mess of people in the ’bus. I wish you 
lived near a stytion,” said Miss Churm. I requested her to get ready as 
quickly as Dos,sible. and ^he passed into the room in which she always 
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changed her dress. But before going out she asked me what she was to 
get into this time. 

“It’s the Russian princess, don’t you know?” I answered; “the one 
with the ‘golden eyes,’ in black velvet, for the long thing in the Cheap- 

side. 

“Golden eyes? I sayV" cried Miss Churm, while my companions 
watched her with intensity as she withdrew. She always arranged her- 
self, when she was late, before I could turn round; and I kept my visitors 
i little, on purpose, so they might get an idea, from seeing her, what 
'voLild be expected of themselves. I mentioned that she was quite my 
notion of an excellent model — she was really very clever. 

“Do you think she looks like a Russian princess?” Major Monarch 
iskcd, with lurking alarm. 

“When I make her, yes.” 

“Oh, if you have to mahe her — !” he reasoned, acutely. 

“Thai’s the most you can ask. There are so many that are not make- 

able.” 

‘Well now, here* s a lady” — and with a persuasive smile he passed his 
arm into his wife’s — “who’s already made!” 

“Oh, I’m not a Russian princess,” Mrs. Monarch protested, a little 
coldly. I could see that she had known some and didn’t like them. 
There, immediately, was a complication of a kind that I never had to 
fear with Miss Churm. 

This young lady came back in black velvet — the gown was rather 
rusty and very lov/ on her lean shoulders — and with a Japanese fan in 
her red hands. I reminded her that in the scene I was doing she had to 
look over someone’s head. “I forget whose it is; but it doesn’t matter 
Just look over a head.” 

“I’d rather look over a stove,” said Miss Churm; and she took hey 
station near the fire. She fell into position, settled herself into a taJi 
attitude, gave a certain backward inclination to her head and a certai/i 
forward droop to her fan, and looked, at least to my prejudiced sens^ 
distinguished and charming, foreign and dangerous. We left her looking 
So, while I went downstairs with Major and Mrs. Monarch. 

“I think I could come about as near it as that,” said Mrs. Monarch. 
“Oh, you think she’s shabby, but you must allow for the alchemy of 
art.” 

However, they went off with an evident increase of comfort, founded 
on their demonstrable advantage in being the real thing. I could fancy 
them shuddering over Miss Churm. She was very droll about them 
when I went back, for I told her what they wanted. 

“Well, if she can sit I’ll tyke to bookkeeping,” said my model. 
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“She’s very lady-like,” I replied, as an innocent form of aggravation, 
“So much the worse for you. That means she can’t turn round.” 
“She’ll do for the fashionable novels.” 

“Oh yes, she’ll do for them!” my model humorously declared. “Ain’t 
they bad enough without her?” I had often sociably denounced them 
to Miss Churm. 


Ill 

It was for the elucidation of a mystery in one of these works that I first 
tried Mrs. Monarch. Her husband came with her, to be useful if neces- 
sary — it was sufficiently clear that as a general thing he would prefer 
to come with her. At first I wondered if this were for “propriety’s” sake 
—if he were going to be jealous and meddling. The idea was too tire- 
some, and if it had been confirmed it would speedily have brought our 
acquaintance to a close. But I soon saw there was nothing in it and that 
if he accompanied Mrs. Monarch it was (in addition to the chance of 
being wanted) simply because he had nothing else to do. When she was 
away from him his occupation was gone — she never had been away 
from him. I judged, rightly, that in their awkward situation their close 
union was their main comfort and that this union had no weak spot. 
It was a real marriage, an encouragement to the hesitating, a nut for 
pessimists to crack. Their address was humble (I remember afterwards 
thinking it had been the only thing about them that was really profes- 
sional), and I could fancy the lamentable lodgings in which the Major 
would have been left alone. He could bear them with his wife — he 
couldn’t bear them without her. 

He had too much tact to try and make himself agreeable v/hen he 
couldn’t be useful; so he simply sat and waited, when I was too absorbed 
in my work to talk. But I liked to make him talk — it made my work, 
when it didn’t interrupt it, less sordid, less special. To listen to him 
to combine th.:' cxciicment of going out with the economy of staying 
at home. There was only one hindrance: that I seemed not to know any 
of the people he and his wife had known. 1 think he wondered extremely, 
during the term of our intercourse, whom the deuce I did know. He 
hadn’t a stray sixpence of an idea to fumble for; so we didn’t spin it very 
fine — we confined ourselves to questions of leather and even of liquor 
(saddlers and breeches makers and how to get good claret cheap), and 
matters like “good trains” and the habits of small game. His lore on these 
last subjects was astonishing, he managed to interweave the station- 
master with the ornithologist. When he couldn’t talk about greater things 
he could talk cheerfully about smaller, and since I couldn’t accompany 
him into reminiscences of the fashionable world he could lower the con- 
versation without a visible effort to my level 
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So earnest a desire to please was touching in a man who could so easily 
have knocked one down. He looked after the fire and had an opinion on 
the draught of the stove, without my asking him, and I could see that 
he thought many of my arrangements not half clever enough. I remein- 
her telling him that if I were only rich I would offer him a salary to 
come and teach me how to live. Sometimes he gave a random sigh, of 
which the essence was: “Give me even such a bare old barrack as this, 
and rd do something with it!’* When I wanted to use him he came 
alone; which was an illustration of the superior courage of women. 
His wife could bear her solitary second floor, and she was in general 
more discreet; showing by various small reserves that she was alive to 
the propriety of keeping our relations markedly professional — not let- 
ting them slide into sociability. She wished it to remain clear that she 
and the Major were employed, not cultivated, and if she approved of 
me as a superior, who could be kept in his place, she never thought me 
quite good enough for an equal. 

She sat with great intensity, giving the whole of her mind to it, and 
was capable of remaining for an hour almost as motionless as if she 
were before a photographer’s lens. I could see she had been photographed 
often, but somehow the very habit that made her good for that purpose 
unfitted her for mine. At first I was extremely pleased with her ladylike 
air, and it was a satisfaction, on coming to follow her lines, to see how 
good they were and how far they could lead the pencil. But after a few 
times I began to find her too insurmountably stiff; do what I would 
with it my drawing looked like a photograph or a copy of a photograph. 
Her figure had no variety of expression — she herscll had no sense of 
variety. You may say that this was my business, was only a question of 
placing her. I placed her in every conceivable position, but she managed 
to obliterate their differences. She was always a lady certainly, and into 
the bargain was always the same lady. She was the real thing, hut always 
the same thing. There were moments when I \vjs opj)ressed by the 
serenity of her confidence that she was the real thing. All her dealings 
wdth me and all her husband's were an implication that this was lucky 
for me. Meanwhile I found myself trying to invent types that ap[)roachccl 
her own, instead of making her own transform itself — in the clever way 
that was not impossible, for instance, to poor Miss Churm. Arrange as 
I would and take the precautions I would, she always, in my pictures, 
came out too tall — landing me in the dilemma of having represented a 
fascinating woman as seven feet high, which, out of respect perhaps to 
my own very much scantier inches, was far from my idea of such a 
personage. 

1 he case was worse with the Major — nothing I could do would keep 
him down, so that he became useful only for the representation of 
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brawny giants. I adored variety and range, I cherished human accidents, 
the illustrative note; I wanted to characterize closely, and the thing in 
the world I most hated was the danger of being ridden by a type. I had 
quarrelled with some of my friends about it — I had parted company 
with them for maintaining that one had to be, and that if the type was 
beautiful (witness Raphael and Leonardo), the servitude was only a 
gain. I was neither Leonardo nor Raphael; I might only be a presumptu- 
ous young modern searcher, but 1 held that everything was to be 
sacrificed sooner than character. When they averred that the haunting 
type in question could easily he character, I retorted, perhaps superfi- 
cially: “Whose?” It couldn’t be everybody’s — it might end in being 
nobody’s. 

After I had drawn Mrs. Monarch a dozen times 1 perceived more 
clearly than before that the value of such a model as Miss Churm resided 
precisely in the fact that she had no positive stamp, combined, of course, 
with the other fact that what she did have was a curious and inexplicable 
talent for imitation. Her usual appearance was like a curtain which she 
could draw up at request for a capital performance. This performance 
was simply suggestive; but it was a word to the wise — it was vivid and 
pretty. Sometimes, even, I thought it, though she was plain herself, too 
insipidly pretty; I made it a reproach to her that the figures drawn from 
her were monotonously {bete merit, as we used to say) graceful. Nothing 
made her more angry: it was so much her pride to feel that she could 
sit for characters that had nothing in common with each other. She 
would accuse me at such moments of raking away her “reputytion.” 

It suffered a certain shrinkage, this queer quantity, from the repeated 
visits of my new friends. Miss Churm was greatly in demand, never in 
want of employment, so I had no scruple in putting her off occasionally, 
to try them more at my ease. It was certainly amusing at first to do the 
real thing — it was amusing to do Major Monarch’s trousers. They were 
the real thing, even if he did come out colossal. It was amusing to do 
his wife’s back hair (it was so mathematically neat) and the particular 
“smart” tension of her tight stays. She lent herself especially to positions 
in which the face was somewhat averted or blurred; she abounded in 
ladylike back views and profils perdus. When she stood erect she took 
naturally one of the attitudes in which court painters represent queens 
and princesses; so that I found myself wondering whether, to draw 
out this accomplishment, I couldn’t get the editor of the Cheapside to 
publish a really royal romance, “A Tale of Buckingham Palace.” Some- 
times, however, the real thing and the make-believe came into contact; 
by which I mean that Miss Churm, keeping an appointment or coming 
to make one on days when I had much work in hand, encountered her 
invidious rivals. The encounter was not or their part, for they noticed 
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her no more than if she had been the housemaid; not from intentional 
loftiness, but simply because, as yet, professionally, they didn’t know 
how to fraternize, as I could guess that they would have liked— or at 
least that the Major would. They couldn’t talk about the omnibus— 
they always walked; and they didn’t know what else to try— she wasn’t 
interested in good trains or cheap claret. Besides, they must have felt- 
in the air— that she wa^ amused at them, secretly derisive of their ever 
knowing how. She was not a person to conceal her scepticism if she had 
had a chance to show it. On the other hand Mrs. Monarch didn’t think 
her tidy; for why else did she take pains to say to me (it was going out 
of the way, for Mrs. Monarch), that she didn’t like dirty women? 

One day when my young lady happened to be present with my other 
sitters (she even dropped in, when it was convenient, for a chat), I 
asked her to be so good as to lend a hand in getting tea— a service with 
w'hich she was familiar and which was one of a class that, living as I 
did in a small way, with slender domestic resources, I often appealed to 
my models to render. They liked to lay hands on my property, to break 
the sitting, and sometimes the china— I made them feel Bohemian. The 
next time I saw Miss Churm after this incident she surprised me greatly 
by making a scene about it— she accused me of having wished to hu- 
miliate her. She had not resented the outrage at the time, but had 
seemed obliged and amused, enjoying the comedy of asking Mrs. 
Monarch, who sat vague and silent, whether she would have cream 
and sugar, and putting an exaggerated simper into the question. She 
had tried intonations— as if she too wished to pass for the real thing; till 
1 was afraid my other visitors would lake offense. 

Oh, they were determined not to do this; and their touching patience 
was the measure of their great need. They would sit by the hour, un- 
complaining, till I was ready to use them; they would come back on the 
chance of being Vv^anted and would walk away cheerfully if they were 
not. I used to go to the door with them to see in what magnificent order 
they retreated. I tried to find other employment for them— I introduced 
them to several artists. But they didn’t “take,” for reasons I could ap- 
preciate, and I became conscious, rather anxiously, that after such disap- 
pointments they fell back upon me with a heavier weight. They did me 
the honor to think that 't was I who was most their form. They were 
not picturesque enough for the painters, and in those days there Were 
not so many serious workers in black and white. Besides, they had an 
eye to the great job I had mentioned to them— they had secretly set their 
hearts on supplying the right essence for my pictorial vindication of our 
fine novelist. They knew that for this undertaking I should want no 
costume effects, none of the frippery of past ages— that it was a case 
in which everything would be contemporary and satirical and. presume 
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ably, genteel. If 1 could work them into it their future would be assured, 
for the labor would of course be long and the occupation steady. 

One day Mrs. Monarch came without her husband — she explained 
his absence by his having had to go to the City. While she sat there in 
her usual anxious stiiTncss there came, at the door, a knock which I 
immediately recognized as the subdued appeal of a model out of work. 
It was followed by the entrance of a young man whom I easily perceived 
to be a foreigner and who proved in fact an Italian acquainted with no 
English word but my name, which he uttered in a way that made it 
seem to include all others. 1 had not then visited his country, nor was 
I proficient in his tongue; but as he was not so meanly constituted — 
what Italian is? — as to depend only on that member for expression he 
conveyed to me, in familiar but graceful mimicry, that he was in search 
[)f exactly the employment in which the lady belore me was engaged, 
f was not struck with him at first, and while I continued to draw I 
emitted rough sounds of discouragement and dismissal. He stood his 
ground, however, not importunately, but with a dumb, dog-like fidelity 
in his eyes which amounted to innocent impudence — the manner of a 
devoted servant (he might have been in the house for years) unjustly 
suspected. Suddenly I saw that this very attitude and expression made 
a picture, whereupon I U;ld him to sit down and wail till I should be 
free. There was another picture in the way he obeyed me, and I observed 
as I worked tl at there were others still in the way he looked wondcringly, 
with his head thrown back, about the high studio. He might have been 
crossing himself in St. Peter’s. Before I finished I said to myself: “The 
fellow’s a b/dikrupt orange-monger, but he’s a treasure.” 

When M/ ;. Monarch withdrew he passed across the room like a flash 
to open the door for her, standing there with the rapt, pure gaze of the 
young Dante spellbound by the young Beatrice. As I never insisted, in 
such situ.’tions, on the blankness of the British domestic, I reflected that 
he had die making of a servant (and I needed one, but couldn’t pay him 
to be rnly that), as well as of a model; in short I made up my mind to 
adop: my bright adventurer if he would agree to officiate in the double 
capr.ity. He jumpjcd at rny offer, and in the event my rashness (for I 
hrd known nothing about him) was not brought home to me. He 
p»^oved a sympathetic though desultory ministrant, and had in a wonder- 
ful degree the sentiment de la pose. It was uncultivated, instinctive; a 
part of the happy instinct which had guided him to my door and helped 
him to spell out my name on the card nailed to it. He had had no other 
introduction to me than a guess, from the shape of my high north win- 
dow, seen outside, that my place was a studio and that as a studio 1^ 
would contain an artist. He had wandered to England in search of 
fortune, like other itinerants, and had embarked^ with a partner and 
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a small green handcart, on the sale of penny ices. The ices had melted 
away and the partner had dissolved in their train. My young man wore 
tight yellow trousers with reddish stripes and his name was Orontc. 
He was sallow but fair, and when I put him into some old clothes of 
my own he looked like an Englishman. He was as good as Miss Churm, 
who could look, when required, like an Italian. 

IV 

I thought Mrs. Monarch’s face slightly convulsed when, on her coming 
back with her husband, she found Oronte installed. It was strange to 
have to recognize in a scrap of a lazzarone a competitor to her mag- 
nificent Major. It was she who scented danger first, for the Major was 
anecdotically unconscious. But Oronte gave us tea, with a hundred eager 
confusions (he had never seen such a queer process), and I think she 
thought better of me for having at last an “establishment.” They saw a 
couple of drawings that I had made of the establishment, and Mrs. 
Monarch hinted that it never would have struck her that he had sat 
for them. “Now the drawings you make from us, they look exactly like 
us,” slie reminded me, smiling in triumph; and I recognized that this 
was indeed just their defect. When I drew the Monarchs I couldn’t, 
somehow, get away from them — ^get into the cha^'acter I wanted to 
represent; and I had not the least desire my model should be discoverable 
in my picture. Miss Churm never was, and Mrs. Monarch thought I hid 
hci, very properly, because she was vulgar; whereas if she was lost it was 
only as the dead who go to heaven are lost — in the gain of an angel the 
more. 

By this time I had got a certain start with “Rutland Ramsay,” the 
first novel in the great projected series; that is I had produced a dozen 
drawings, several with the help of the Major and his wife, and I had 
sent them in for approval. My understanding with the publishers, as I 
have already hinted, had been that I was to be left to do my work, in 
this particular case, as I liked, with the whole book committed to me; 
hut my connection with the rest of the series was only contingent. There 
were moments when, frankly, it was a comfort to have the real thing 
under one’s hard; for there were characters in “Rutland Ramsay” that 
were very much like it. There were people presumably as straight as the 
Major and women of as good a fashion as Mrs. Monarch. There was a 
great deal of country-house life — treated, it is true, in a fine, fanciful, 
ironical, generalized way — and there was a considerable implication of 
knickerbockers and kilts. There were certain things I had to settle at 
the outset; such things for instance as the exact appearance of the hero, 
the particular bloom of the heroine. The author of course gave me a lead, 
but there was a margin for interpretation. I took the Monarch.^ into my 
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confidence, I told them frankly what I was about, I mentioned my 
embarrassments and alternatives. “Oh, take himT Mrs. Monarch mur- 
mured sweetly, looking at her husband; and “What could you want 
better than my wife?” the Major inquired, with the comfortable candor 
that now prevailed between us. 

I was not obliged to answer these remarks — I was only obliged to place 
my sitters. I was not easy in mind, and I postponed, a little timidly per- 
haps, the solution of the question. The book was a large canvas, the 
other figures were numerous, and I worked off at first some of the 
episodes in which the hero and the heroine were not concerned. When 
once I had set them up I should have to slick to them — I couldn’t make 
my young man seven feet high in ore place and five feet nine in another. 
I inclined on the whole to the latter measurement, though the Major 
more than once reminded me that he looked about as young as anyone. 
It was indeed quite possible to arrange him, for the figure, so that it 
would have been difficult to detect his age. After the spontaneous Oronte 
had been with me a month, and after I had given him to understand 
several different times that his native exuberance would presently consti- 
tute an insurmountable barrier to our further intercourse, I waked to a 
sense of his heroic capacity. He was only five feet seven, but the remain- 
ing inches were latent. I tried him almost secretly at first, for I was really 
rather afraid of the judgment my other models would pass on such a 
choice. If they regarded Miss Churm as little better than a snare, what 
would they think of the representation by a person so little the real thing 
as an Italian street vendor of a protagonist formed by a public school? 

If I went a little in fear of them it was not because they bullied me, 
because they had got an oppressive foothold, but because in their really 
pathetic decorum and mysteriously permanent newness they counted 
on me so intensely. I was therefore very glad when Jack Hawiey came 
home: he was always of such good counsel. He painted badly himself, 
but there was no one like him for putting his finger on the place. He 
had been absent from England for a year; he had been somewhere — I 
don’t remember where — to get a fresh eye. I was in a good deal of dread 
of any such organ, but we were old friends; he had been away for 
months and a sense of emptiness was creeping into my life. I hadn’t 
dodged a missile for a year. 

He came back with a fresh eye, but with the same old black velvet 
blouse, and the first evening he spent in my studio we smoked cigarettes 
till the small hours. He had done no work himself, he had only got the 
eye; so the field was clear for the production of my little things. He 
wanted to see what I had done for the Cheap side, but he was disappointed 
in the exhibition. That at least seemed the meaning of two or three 
comprehensive groans which, as he lounged on my big divan, on a 
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folded leg, looking at my latest drawings, issued from his lips with the 
smoke of the cigarette. 

'‘What’s the matter with you?” I asked. 

“What’s the matter with yo«?” 

“Nothing save that I’m mystified.” 

“You arc indeed. You’re quite ofl the hinge. What’s the meaning of 
this new fad?” And he tossed me, with visible irreverence, a drawing 
in which I happened to have depicted both my majestic models. I asked 
if he didn’t think it good, and he replied that it struck him as execrable, 
given the sort of thing I had always represented myself to him as wishing 
to arrive at; but I let that pass, I was so anxious to see exactly what he 
meant. The two figures in the picture looked colossal, but I supposed 
this was not what he meant, inasmuch as, for aught he knew to the 
contrary, I might have been trying for that. I maintained that I was 
working exactly in the same way as when he last had done me the 
honor to commend me. “Well, there’s a big hole somewhere,” he an- 
swered; “wait a bit and I’ll discover it.” I depended upon him to do so: 
where else was the fresh eye? But he produced at last nothing more 
luminous than “I don’t know— I don’t like your types.” This was lame, 
for a critic who had never consented to discuss with me anything but 
the question of execution, the direction of strokes and the mystery of 
values. 

“In the drawings you’ve been looking at I think my types are very 
handsome.” 

“Oh, they won’t do!” 

“I’ve had a couple of new models.” 

“I see you have. T hey won’t do.” 

“Are you very sure of that?” 

“Absolutely— they’re stupid.” 

“You mean / am— for I ought to get round that.” 

“You cant — with such people. Who are they?” 

I told him, as far as was necessary, and he declared, heartlessly: **Ce 
sont des gens quil faut mettre a la ported' 

“You’ve never seen them; they’re awfully good,” I compassionately 
objected. 

“Not seen them? Why, all this recent work of yours drops to pieces 
with them. It’s all I want to see of them.” 

“No one else has said anything against it— the Cheapside people are 
pleased.” 

“Everyone else is an ass, and the Cheapside people the biggest asses 
of all. Come, don’t pretend, at this time of day, to have pretty illusions 
about the public, especially about publishers and editors. It’s not foi such 
animals you work— it’s for those who know, coloro che sanno; so keep 
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straight for me if you can’t keep straight for yourself. There’s a certain 
sort of thing you tried for from the first — and a very good thing it is. 
But this twaddle isn’t in it.” When I talked with Hawley later 
about “Rutlaiid Ramsay” and its possible successors he declared that I 
must get back into my boat again or I would go to the bottom. His 
voice in short was the voice of warning. 

I noted the warning, but I didn’t turn my friends out of doors. They 
bored me a good deal; but the very fact that they bored me admonished 
me not to sacrifice them — if there was anything to be done with them 
-“Sim])ly to irritation. As 1 look back at this phase they seem to me to 
have pervaded my life not a little. I have a vision of them as most of the 
time in my studio, seated, against the wall, on an old velvet bench to be 
out of the way, and looking like a pair of patient courtiers in a royal 
aptc-charnber. I am convinced that during the coldest weeks of tlie 
winter they held their ground because it saved them fire. Their newness 
was losing its gloss, and it was impossible not to fed that they were 
objects of charity. Whenever Miss ('hurm arrived they went away, and 
after 1 was fairly launched in “Rutland Ramsay” Miss Churm arrived 
pretty often. They managed to express to me tacitly that they supposed 
1 wanted her for the low life of the book, and I let them suppose il, 
since they had attempted to study the work — it was lying about the 
studio — without discovering that it dealt only wdth the higliest circles. 
They had dipped into the most brilliant of our novelists without de- 
ciphering many passages. I still took an hour from them, now and again, 
in spite of Jack Hawley’s warning: it would be time enough to dismiss 
them, if dismissal should be necessary, when the rigor of the season was 
over, Hawley had made their accjuaintance — he had met them at my 
fireside — and thought them a ridiculous pair. Learning that he was a 
painter they tried to approach him, to show him too that they were 
the real thing; but he looked at them, across the big room, as if they 
were miles away : they were a compendium of everything that he most 
objected to in the social system of his country. Such people as that, all 
convention and patent leather, with ejaculations that stopped conversa- 
tion, had no business in a studio. A studio was a place to learn to see, and 
how could you see through a pair of feather beds.? 

The main inconvenience I suffered at their hands was that, at first, 
I was shy of letting them discover how my artful little servant had begun 
to sit to me for “Rutland Ramsay.” They knew that I had been odd 
enough (they were prepared by this time to allow oddity to artists) to 
pick a foreign vagabond out of the streets, when I might have had a per- 
son with whiskers and credentials; but it was some time before they 
learned how high I rated his accomplishments. They found him in an 
attitude more than once, but they never doubted I was doing him as an.i 
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organ grinder. There were several things they never guessed, and one of 
ilicm was that for a striking scene in the novel, in which a footman briefly 
hgurccl, it occurred to me to make use of Major Monarch as the menial. 
1 kept putting this off, I didn’t like to ask him to don the livery— besides 
ihc difficulty of finding a livery to fit him. At last, one day late in the 
winter, when I was at work on the despised Oronte (he caught one’s 
jdca in an instant), and was in the glow of feeling that I was going 
very straight, they came in, the Major and his wife, with their society 
laugh about nothing (there was less and less to laugh at), like country 
callers— they always reminded me of that— who have walked across the 
jiark after church and are presently persuaded to stay to luncheon. 
Luncheon was over, but they could stay to tea— I knew they wanted it. 
The fit was on me, however, and I couldn’t let my ardor cool and my 
worl: wait, with the fading daylight, while my model prepared it. So I 
asked Mrs. Monarch if she would mind laying it out— a request which, 
fur an instant, brought all the blood to her face. Her eyes were on her 
lui sband’s for a second, and some mute telegraphy passed between them. 
The ir folly was over the next instant; his cheerful shrewdness put an end 
1(1 11. So far from pitying their wounded pride, I must add, I was moved 

10 give it as complete a lesson as I could. They bustled about together 
aiul got out the cups and saucers and made the kettle boil. I know they 
felt as if they were waiting on my servant, and when the tea was jire- 
)iared 1 said: “He’ll have a cup, please— he’s tired.” Mrs. Monarch 
brought him one where he stood, and he took it from her as if he had 
been a gentleman at a party, squeezing a crush-hat with an elbow. 

Then it came over me that she had made a great effort for me— made 

11 with a kind of nobleness— and that I owed her a compensation. Each 
i!ine I saw her after this I wondered what the compensation could be. 

I couldn’t go on doing the wrong thing to oblige them. Oh, it was the 
verong thing, the stamp of the work for which they sat— Hawley was 
not the only person to say it now. I sent in a large number of the draw- 
ings I had made for “Rutland Ramsay,” and I received a warning that 
was more to the point than Hawley’s. The artistic adviser of the house 
for which I was working was of opinion that many of my illustrations 
were not what had been looked for. Most of these illustrations were the 
subjects in which the Monarchs had figured. Without going into the 
question of what had been looked for, I saw at this rate I shouldn t get 
the other books to do. I hurled myself in despair upon Miss Churm, 

I put her through all her paces. I not only adopted Oronte publicly as 
iny hero, but one morning when the Major looked in to see if I didn’t 
require him to finish a figure for the Cheapside, for which he had begun 
to sit the week before, I told him that I had changed my mind— I would 
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as I wished to see him 

I had kept my letter of introduction three weeks in my pocket-book. I 
was nervous and timid about meeting him— conscious of youth and 
ignorance, convinced that he was tormented by sfangers, and especially 
by my country-people, and not exempt from the suspicion that he had 
the irritability as well as the dignity of genius. Moreover, the pleasure if 
it should occur— for I could scarcely believe it was near at hand— would 
be so great that I wished to think of it in advance, to feel it there against 
my breast, not to mix it with satisfactions more superficial and usu.i!. In 
the little game of new sensations that I was playing with my ingenuous 
mind I wished to keep my visit to the author of “Ikltraflio” as a triiinp- 
card. It was three years after the publication of that fascinating work, 
which I had read over five times and which now, with my riper judg- 
ment, I admire on the whole as much as ever. This will give you about 
the date of my first visit— of any duration— to England; for you will not 
have forgotten the commotion, I may even say the scandal, produced by 
Mark Ambient’s masterpiece. It was the most complete presentation that 
had yet been made of the gospel of art; it was a kind of aesthetic war cry. 
People had endeavored to sail nearer to “truth” in the cut of their 
sleeves and the shape of their sideboards; but there had not as yet been, 
among English novels, such an example of beauty of execution and 
“intimate” importance of theme. Nothing had been done in that line 
from the point of view of art for art. That served me as a fond formula 
I may mention, when I was twenty-five; how much it still serves I won’t 
take upon myself to say— especially as the discerning reader will be able 
to judge for himself. I had been in England, briefly, a twelve-month 
Wore the time to which I began by alluding, and had then learned that 
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IVir. Ambient was in distant lands— was making a considerable tour in 
the East; so that there was nothing to do but to keep my letter till I 
should be in London again. It was of little use to me to hear that his 
wife had not left England and was, with her little boy, their only child, 
spending the period of her husband’s absence— a good many months— 
at a small place they had down in Surrey. They had a house in London, 
but actually in the occupation of other persons. All this I had picked up, 
and also that Mrs. Ambient was charming— my friend the American 
poet, from whom I had my introduction, had never seen her, his rela- 
tions with the great man confined to the exchange of letters; but she 
wasn’t, after all, though she had lived so near the rose, the author of 
“lieltraffio,” and I didn’t go down into Surrey to call on her. I went to 
the Continent, spent the following winter in Italy and returned to Lon- 
don in May. My visit to Italy had opened my eyes to a good many things, 
but to nothing more than the beauty of certain pages in the works of 
Mark Ambient, I carried his productions about in my trunk— they are 
not, as you know, very numerous, but he had preluded to “Bcltraffio” by 
some exquisite things— and I used to read them over in the evening at 
the inn. I used profoundly to reason that the man who drew those char- 
acters and wrote that style understood what he saw and knew what he 
was doing. This is my sole ground for mentioning my winter in Italy. 
He had been there much in former years— he was saturated with what 
painters call the “feeling” of that classic land. He expressed the charm 
of the old hill-cities of Tuscany, the look of certain lonely grass-grown 
places which, in the past, had echoed with life; he understood the great 
artists; he understood the spirit of the Renaissance; he understood every- 
thing. The scene of one of his earlier novels was laid in Rome, the scene 
of another in Florence, and I had moved through these cities in company 
with the figures he set so firmly on their feet. This is why I was now so 
much happier even than before in the prospect of making his acquaint- 
ance. 

At last, when I had dallied with my privilege long enough, I dispatched 
to him the missive of the American poet. He had already gone out of 
town; he shrank from the rigor of the London “season,” and it was his 
habit to migrate cn the first of June. Moreover I had heard he was this 
year hard at work on a new book, into which some of his impressions of 
the East were to be wrought, so that he desired nothing so much as quiet 
days. That knowledge, however, didn’t prevent mcr-cet dge est sans 
pitii— bom sending with my friend’s letter a note of my own, in which 
I asked his leave to come down and see him for an hour or two on some 
day to be named by himself. My proposal was accompanied with a very 
frank expression of my sentiments, and the effect of the entire appeal was 
to elicit from the great man the kindest possible invitation. He would 
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be delighted to see me, especially if I should turn up on the following 
Saturday and would remain till the Monday morning. We would take 
a walk over the Surrey commons, and I could tell him all about the other 
great man, the one in America. He indicated to me the best train, and it 
may be imagined whether on the Saturday afternoon I was punctual at 
Waterloo. He carried his benevolence to the point of coming to meet me 
at the little station at which I was to alight, and my heart beat very fast 
as I saw his handsome face, surmounted with a soft wide-awake and 
which I knew by a photograph long since enshrined on my mantel 
shelf, scanning the carriage windows as the train rolled up. He recog- 
nized me as infallibly as I had recognized himself; he appeared to know 
by instinct how a young American of critical pretensions, rash youth, 
would look when much divided between eagerness and modesty. He 
took me by the hand and smiled at me and said : “You must be — a — you, 
I think!” and asked if I should mind going on foot to his house, which 
would take but a few minutes. I remember feeling it a piece of extraor- 
dinary affability that he should give directions about the conveyance of 
my bag; I remember feeling altogether very happy and rosy, in fact c|uite 
transported, when he laid his hand on my shoulder as we came out of 
the station. 

I surveyed him, askance, as we walked together; I had already, I had 
indeed instantly, seen him as all delightful. His face is so well known 
that I needn’t describe it; he looked to me at once an English gentleman 
and a man of genius, and I thought that a happy combination. There 
was a brush of the Bohemian in his fineness; you would easily have 
guessed his belonging to the artist guild. He was addicted to velvet 
jackets, to cigarettes, to loose shirt-collars, to looking a little disheveled. 
His features, which were firm but not perfectly regular, are fairly enough 
represented in his portraits; but no portrait I have seen gives any idea of 
his expression. There were innumerable things in it, and they chased 
each other in and out of his face. I have seen people who were grave and 
gay in quick alternation; but Mark Ambient was grave and gay at one 
and the same moment. There were other strange oppositions and contra- 
dictions in his slightly faded and fatigued countenance. He affected me 
somehow as at once fresh and stale, at once anxious and indifferent. He 
had evidently had an active past, which inspired one with curiosity; yet 
what was that compared to his obvious future? He was just enough 
above middle height to be spoken of as tall, and rather lean and long in 
the flank. He had the friendliest frankest manner possible, and yet I 
could see it cost him something. It cost him small spasms of the self- 
consciousness that is an Englishman’s last and dearest treasure — the 
thing he pays his way through life by sacrificing small pieces of even as 
the gallant but moneyless adventurer in “Quentin Durward” broke off 



THE AUTHOR OF BELTRAFFIO 


373 

links of his brave gold chain. He had been thirty-eight years old at the 
time “lieltraffio” was published. He asked me about his friend in 
America, about the length of my stay in England, about the last news in 
London and the people I had seen there; and I remember looking for 
the signs of genius in the very form of his questions and thinking I 
found it. I liked his voice as if I were somehow myself having the use 
of it. 

There was genius in his house too, I thought, when we got there; 
rhere was imagination in the carpets and curtains, in the pictures and 
books, in the garden behind it where certain old brown walls were 
muffled in creepers that appeared to me to have been copied from a 
masterpiece of one of the pre-Raphaelitcs. That was the way many 
things struck me at that time, in England — as reproductions of some- 
thing that existed primarily in art or literature. It was not the picture, 
the poem, the Active page, that seemed to me a copy; these things were 
the originals, and the life of happy and distinguished people was fash- 
ioned in their image. Mark Ambient called his house a cottage, and I 
saw afterwards he was right; for if it hadn’t been a cottage it must have 
been a villa, and a villa, in England at least, was not a place in which one 
could fancy him at home. But it was, to my vision, a cottage glorified 
and translated; it was a palace of art, on a slightly reduced scale — and 
might besides have been the dearest haunt of the old English genius loci. 
It nestled under a cluster of magnificent beeches, it had little creaking 
lattices that opened out of, or into, pendent mats of ivy, and gables, and 
old red tiles, as well as a general aspect of being painted in water-colors 
and inhabited by people whose lives would go on in chapters and vol- 
umes. The lawn seemed to me of extraordinary extent, the garden walls 
of incalculable height, the whole air of the place delightfully still, private, 
proper to itself. “My wife must be somewhere about,” Mark Ambient 
said as we went in. “We shall find her perhaps — we’ve about an hour 
before dinner. She may be in the garden. I’ll show you my little place.” 

We passed through the house and into the grounds, as I should have 
called them, which extended into the rear. They covered scarce three or 
four acres, but, like the house, were very old and crooked and full of 
traces of long habitation, with inequalities of level and little flights of 
steps — mossy and cracked were these — which connected the different 
parts with each other. The limits of the place, cleverly dissimulated, were 
muffled in the great verdurous screens. They formed, as I remember, a 
thick loose curtain at the further end, in one of the folds of which, as it 
were, we presently made out from afar a little group. “Ah, there she is!” 
said Mark Ambient; “and she has got the boy.” He noted that last fact 
in a slightly different tone from any in which he yet had spoken. I wasn’t 
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fully aware of this at the time, but it lingered in my ear and I afterwards 
understood it. 

“Is it your son?” I enquired, feeling the question not to be brilliant. 

“Yes, my only child. He’s always in his mother’s pocket. She coddles 
him too much.” It came back to me afterwards too — the sound of these 
critical words. They weren’t petulant; they expressed rather a sudden 
coldness, a mechanical submission. We went a few steps further, and 
then he stopped short and called the boy, beckoning to him repeatedly. 

“Dolcino, come and see your daddy!” There was something in the 
way he stood still and waited that made me think he did it for a purpose. 
Mrs. Ambient had her arm round the child’s waist, and he was leaning 
against her knee; but though he moved at his father’s call she gave no 
sign of releasing him. A lady, apparently a neighbor, was seated near 
her, and before them was a garden-table on which a tea-service had been 
placed. 

Mark Ambient called again, and Dolcino struggled in the maternal 
embrace; but, too tightly held, he after two or three fruitless efforts 
jerked about and buried his head deep in his mother’s lap. There was a 
certain awkwardness in the scene; I thought it odd Mrs. Ambient should 
pay so little attention to her husband. But I wouldn’t for the world have 
betrayed my thought and, to conceal it, I began loudly to rejoice in the 
prospect of our having tea in the garden. “Ah, she won’t let him come!” 
said my host with a sigh; and we went our way till we reached the t^^’o 
ladies. He mentioned my name to his wife, and I noticed that he 
addressed her as “My dear,” very genially, without a trace of resentment 
at her detention of the child. 1 he quickness of the transition made me 
vaguely ask myself if he were perchance henpecked — a shocking surmise 
which I instantly dismissed. Mrs. Ambient was quite such a wife as 1 
should have expected him to have; slim and fair, with a long neck and 
pretty eyes and an air of good breeding. She shone with a certain cold- 
ness and practised in intercourse a certain bland detachment, but she was 
clothed in gentleness as in one of those vaporous redundant scarves that 
muffle the heroines of Gainsborough and Romney. She had also a vague 
air of race, justified by my afterwards learning that she was “connected 
with aristocracy.” I have seen poets married to women of whom it was 
difficult to conceive that they should gratify the poetic fancy — women 
with dull faces and glutinous minds, who were none the less, however, 
excellent wives. But there was no obvious disparity in Mark Ambient’s 
union. My hostess — so far as she could be called so — delicate and quiet, 
in a white dress, with her beautiful child at her side, was worthy of the 
author of a work so distinguished as “Beltraffio.” Round her neck she 
wore a black velvet ribbon, of which the long ends, tied behind, hung 
down her back, and to which, in front, was attached a miniature por- 
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trait of her little boy. Her smooth shining hair was confined in a net. 
She gave me an adequate greeting and Dolcino— *1 thought this small 
name of endearment delightful — took advantage of her getting up to 
slip away from her and go to his father, who seized him in silence and 
held him high for a long moment, kissing him several times. 

I had lost no time in observing that the child, not more than seven 
years old, was extraordinarily beautiful. He had the face of an angel — 
the eyes, the hair, the smile of innocence, the more than mortal bloom. 
There was something that deeply touched, that almost alarmed, in his 
beauty, composed, one would have said, of elements too fine and pure 
for the breath of this world. When 1 spoke to him and he came and held 
out his hand and smiled at me 1 felt a sudden strange pity for him — 
quite as if he had been an orphan or a changeling or stamped with some 
social stigma. It was impossible to be in fact more exempt from these 
misfortunes, and yet, as one kissed him, it was hard to keep from 
murmuring all tenderly “Poor little devil!” though why one should have 
applied this epithet to a living cherub is more than I can say. Afterwards 
indeed I knew a trifle better; I grasped the truth of his being too fair to 
live, wondering at the same time that his parents shouldn’t have guessed 
it and have been in proportionate grief and desj)air. For myself 1 had no 
doubt of his evanescence, having already more than once caught in the 
fact the particular infant charm that’s as good as a death warrant. 

The lady who had been sitting with ^Irs. Ambient was a jolly ruddy 
personage in velveteen and limp feathers, whom I guessed to be the 
vicar’s wife — our hostess didn’t introduce me — and who immediately 
began to talk to Ambient about chrysanthemums. ITis was a safe sub- 
ject, and yet there was a certain surprise for me in seeing the author of 
“Beltraflio” even in such superficial communion with the Church of 
England. His writings implied so much detachment from that institu- 
tion, expressed a view of life so profane, as it were, so independent and 
so little likely in general to be thought edifying, that I should have 
expected to find him an object of horror to vicars and daeir ^adies — of 
horror repaid on his own part by any amount of effortless derision. This 
proved how little I knew as yet of the English people and therv extraor 
dinary talent for keeping up their forms, as well as of some of the 
mysteries of Mark Ambient’s hearth and home. 1 found afterwards that 
he had, in his study, between nervous laughs and free cigar-puffs, some 
wonderful comparisons for his clerical neighbors; but meanwhile the 
chrysanthemums were a source of harmony, as he and the vicaress were 
equally attached to them, and I was surprised at the knowledge they 
exhibited of this interesting plant. The lady’s visit, however, had pre- 
sumably been long, and she presently rose for departure and kissed Mrs. 
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Ambient. Mark started to walk with her to the gate of the grounds, 
holding Dolcino by the hand. 

“Stay with me, darling,” Mrs. Ambient said to the boy, who had sur- 
rendered himself to his father. 

Mark paid no attention to the summons, but Dolcino turned and 
looked at her in shy appeal. “Can’t 1 go with papa?” 

“Not when I ask you to stay with me.” 

“Rut please don’t ask me, mamma,” said the child in his small clear 
new voice. 

“I must ask you when I want you. Come to me, dearest.” And Mrs, 
Ambient, who had seated herself again, held out her long slender slightly 
loo osseous hands. 

Her husband stopped, his back turned to her, but without releasing 
the child. He was still talking to the vicaress, but this good lady, I think, 
had lost the thread of her attention. She looked at Mrs. Ambient and at 
Dolcino, and then looked at me, smiling in a highly amused cheerful 
manner and almost to a grimace. 

“Papa,” said the child, “mamma wants me not to go with you.” 

“He’s very tired — he has run about all day. He ought to be quiet till 
he goes to bed. Otherwise he won’t sleep.” These declarations fell suc- 
cessively and very distinctly from Mrs. Ambient’s lips. 

Her husband, still without turning round, bent over the boy and 
looked at him in silence. I’hc vicaress gave a genial irrelevant laugh and 
observed that he was a precious little pet. “Let him choose,” said Mark 
Ambient. “My dear little boy, will you go with me or will you stay with 
your mother?” 

“Oh, it’s a shame!” cried the vicar’s lady with increased hilarity. 

“Papa, I don’t think I can choose,” the child answered, making his 
voice very low and confidential. “But I’ve been a great deal with mamma 
today,” he then added. 

“And very little with papal My dear fellow, I think you have chosen!” 
On which Mark Ambient walked off with his son, accompanied by re- 
echoing but inarticulate comments from my fellow visitor. 

His wife had seated herself again, and her fixed eyes, bent on the 
ground, expressed for a few moments so much mute agitation that 
anything I could think of to say would be but a false note. Yet she none 
the less quickly recovered herself, to express the sufficiently civil hope 
‘hat I didn’t mind having had to walk from the station. I reassured her 
on this point, and she went on : “We’ve got a thing that might have gone 
for you, but my husband wouldn’t order it.” After which and another 
longish pause, broken only by my plea that the pleasure of a walk with 
OUT friend would have been quite what I would have chosen, she found 
foT a reply “] believe the Americans walk very litde.” 
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“Yes, wc always run,” I laughingly allowed. 

She looked at me seriously, yet with an absence in her pretty eyes. “I 
suppose your distances are so great.” 

“Yes, but we break our marches! I can’t tell you the pleasure to me of 
finding myself here,” I added. “I’ve the greatest admiration for Mr. 
Ambient.” 

“He’ll like that. He likes being admired.” 

“He must have a very happy life then. He has many worshippers.” 

“Oh, yes, I’ve seen some of them,” she dropped, looking away, very 
far from me, rather as if such a vision were before her at the moment. 
It seemed to indicate, her tone, that the sight was scarcely edifying, and 
I guessed her quickly enough to be in no great intellectual sympathy 
with the author of “Beltraffio.” I thought the fact strange, but somehow, 
in the glow of my own enthusiasm, didn’t think it important; it only 
made me wish rather to emphasize that homage. 

“For me, you know,” I returned — doubtless with a due suffisance^ 
“he’s quite the greatest of living writers.” 

“Of course I can’t judge. Of course he’s very clever,” she said with a 
patient cheer. 

“He’s nothing less than supreme, Mrs. Ambient! There are pages in 
each of his books of a perfection classing them with the greatest things. 
Accordingly, for me to sec him in this familiar way, in his habit as he 
lives, and apparently to find the man as delightful as the artist-well, I 
can’t tell you how much too good to be true it seems and how great a 
privilege I think it.” I knew 1 was gushing, but 1 couldn’t help it, and 
what I said was a good deal less than what I felt. I was by no means 
sure I should dare to say even so much as this to the master himself, and 
there was a kind of rapture in speaking it out to his wife which was 
not affected by the fact that, as a wife, she appeared peculiar. She listened 
to me with her face grave again and her lips a little compressed, listened 
as if in no doubt, of course, that her husband was remarkable, but as 
if at the same time she had heard it frequently enough and couldn’t treat 
it as stirring news. There was even in her manner a suggestion that I 
was so young as to expose myself to being called forward— an imputation 
and a word I had always loathed; as well as a hinted reminder that people 
usually got over their early extravagance. “I assure you that for me this is 
a red-letter day,” I added. 

She didn’t take this up, but after a pause, looking round her, said 
abruptly and a trifle dryly: “We’re very much afraid about the fruit this 
year.” 

My eyes wandered to the mossy mottled garden walls, where plum 
trees and pears, flattened and fastened upon the rusty bricks, looked lik^ 
crucified figures with many arms. “Doesn’t it promise well.?” 
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“No, the trees look very dull. We had such late frosts.” 

Then there was another pause. She addressed her attention to the 
opposite end of the grounds, kept it for her husband’s return with the 
child. “Is Mr. Ambient fond of gardening?” it occurred to me to ask, 
irresistibly impelled as I felt myself, moreover, to bring the conversation 
constantly back to him. 

“He’s very fond of plums,” said his wife. 

“Ah, well, then I hope your crop will be better than you fear. It’s a 
lovely old place,” I continued. “The whole impression’s that of certain 
places he has described. Your house is like one of his pictures.” 

She seemed a bit frigidly amused at my glow. “It’s a pleasant little 
place. There are hundreds like it.” 

“Oh, it has his toner I laughed, but sounding my epithet and insisting 
on my point the more sharply that my companion appeared to see in my 
appreciation of her simple establishment a mark of mean experience. 

It was clear I insisted too much. “His tone?” she repeated with a 
harder look at me and a slightly heightened color. 

“Surely he has a tone, Mrs. Ambient.” 

“Oh, yes, he has indeed! But I don’t in the least consider that I’m 
living in one of his books at all. I shouldn't care for that in the least,” she 
went on with a smile that had in some degree the effect of converting 
her really sharp protest into an insincere joke. “I’m afraid I’m not very 
literary. And I’m not artistic,” she stated. 

“I’m very sure you’re not ignorant, not stupid,” I ventured to reply, 
with the accompaniment of feeling immediately afterwards that I had 
been both familiar and patronizing. My only consolation was in the 
sense that she had begun it, had fairly dragged me into it. She had thrust 
forward her limitations. 

“Well, whatever I am I’m very different from my husband. If you like 
him you won’t like me. You needn’t say anything. Your liking me isn’t 
n the least necessary!” 

“Don’t defy me!” I could but honorably make answer. 

She looked as if she hadn’t heard me, which was the best thing she 
could do; and we sat some time without further speech. Mrs. Ambient 
had evidently the enviable English quality of being able to be mute 
without unrest. But at last she spoke — she asked me if there seemed many 
people in town. I gave her what satisfaction I could on this point, and 
wc talked a little of London and of some of its characteristics at that 
time of the year. At the end of this I came back irrepressibly to Mark. 

“Doesn’t he like to be there now? I suppose he doesn’t find the proper 
quiet for his work. I should think his things had been written for the 
most part in a very still place. They suggest a great stillness following on 
a kind of tumult. Don’t you think so?” I labored on. “I suppose London’s 
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a tremendous place to collect impressions, but a refuge like this, in the 
country, must be better for working them up. Does he get many of his 
impressions in London, should you say.?” I proceeded from point to 
point in this malign enquiry simply because my hostess, who probably 
thought me an odious chattering person, gave me time; for when I 
paused— I’ve not represented my pauses— she simply continued to let 
her eyes wander while her long fair fingers played with the medallion 
on her neck. When I stopped altogether, however, she was obliged to say 
something and what she said was that she hadn’t the least idea where 
her husband got his impressions. This made me think her, for a moment, 
positively disagreeable; delicate and proper and rather aristocratically 
fine as she sat there. But I must either have lost that view a moment later 
or been goaded by it to further aggression, for I remember asking her if 
our great man were in a good vein of work and when we might look for 
the appearance of the book on which he was engaged. I’ve every reason 
now to know that she found me insufferable. 

She gave a strange small laugh as she said: “I’m afraid you think I 
know much more about my husband’s work than I do. I haven’t the 
least idea what he’s doing,” she then added in a slightly different, that is 
a more explanatory, tone and as if from a glimpse of the enormity of her 
confession. “I don’t read what he writes.” 

She didn’t succeed, and wouldn’t even had she tried much harder, in 
making this seem to me anything less than monstrous. I stared at her 
and I think I blushed. “Don’t you admire his genius? Don’t you admire 
‘Beltraffio’?” 

She waited, and I wondered what she could possibly say. She didn’t 
speak, I could see, the first words that rose to her lips; she repeated what 
she had said a few minutes before. “Oh, of course he’s very clever!” And 
v;ith this she got up; our two absentees had reappeared. 

II 

Mrs. Ambient left me and went to meet them; she stopped and had a 
few words with her husband that I didn’t hear and that ended in her 
taking the child by the hand and returning with him to the house. Her 
husband joined me in a moment, looking, I thought, the least bit con- 
scious and constrained, and said that if I would come in with him he 
would show me my room. In looking back upon these first moments of 
my visit I find it important to avoid the error of appearing to have at 
all fully measured his situation from the first or made out the signs of 
things mastered only afterwards. This later knowledge throws a back- 
ward light and makes me forget that, at least on the occasion of my 
present reference— I mean that first afternoon— Mark Ambient struck 
me as only enviable. Allowing for this he must yer have failed of much 
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expression as we walked back to the house, though I remember well the 
answer he made to a remark of mine on his small son. 

“That’s an extraordinary little boy of yours. I’ve never seen such a 
child.” 

“Why,” he asked while we went, “do you call him extraordinary?” 

“He’s so beautiful, so fascinating. He’s like some perfect little work of 
art.” 

He turned quickly in the passage, grasping my arm. “Oh, don’t call 
him that, or you’ll — you’ll — !” Hut in his hesitation he broke off suddenly, 
laughing at my surprise. Immediately afterwards, however, he added; 
'Tou’ll make his little future very difficult.” 

I declared that I wouldn’t for the world take any liberties with his 
little future — it seemed to me to hang by threads of such delicacy. I 
should only be highly interested in watching it. 

“You Americans are very keen,” he commented on this. “You notice 
more things than we do.” 

“Ah, if you want visitors who aren’t struck with you,” I cried, “you 
shouldn’t have asked me down here!” 

He showed me my room, a little bower of chintz., with open windows 
where the light was green, and before he left me said irrelevantly: “As 
for my small son, you know, we shall probably kill him between us 
before we’ve done with him!” And he made this assertion as if he really 
believed it, without any appearance of jest, his fine neat -sighted expres- 
sive eyes looking straight into mine. 

“Do you mean by spoiling him?” 

“No, by fighting for him!” 

“You had better give him to me to keep foi you,” I said. “Let me 
remove the apple of discord!” 

It was my extravagance of course, but he had the air of being perfectly 
serious. “It would be quite the best thing we could do. I should be all 
ready to do it ” 

“I’m greatly obliged to you for your confidence.” 

But he lingered with his hands in his pockets. I felt as if within a few 
moments I had, morally speaking, taken several steps nearer to him. 
He looked weary, just as he faced me then, looked preoccupied and as if 
there were something one might do for him. I was terribly conscious of 
the limits of my young ability, but I wondered what such a service 
might be, feeling at bottom nevertheless that the only thing I could do 
for him was to like him. I suppose he guessed this and was grateful for 
what was in my mind, since he went on presently: “I haven’t the advan- 
tage of being an American, but I also notice a little, and I’ve an idea 
that” — here he smiled and laid his hand on my shoulder — “even count- 
ing out your nationality vou’re not destitute of intelligence. I’ve only 
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known you half an hour, but—!” For which again he pulled up. “You’re 
very young, after all.” 

“But you may treat me as if I could understand you!” I said; and 
before he left me to dress for dinner he had virtually given me a promise 
that he would. 

When I went down into the drawing-room— I was very punctual — I 
found that neither my hostess nor my host had appeared. A lady rose 
from a sofa, however, and inclined her head as I rather surpriscdly gazed 
at her. “I dare say you don’t know me,” she said with the modern laugh. 
“I’m Mark Ambient’s sister.” Whereupon I shook hands with her, 
saluting her very low. Her laugh was modern— by which I mean that it 
consisted of the vocal agitation serving between people who meet in 
drawing-rooms as the solvent of social disparities, the medium of transi- 
tions; but her appearance was— what shall I call it?— medieval. She was 
pale and angular, her long thin face inhabited by sad dark eyes and her 
black hair intertwined with golden fillets and curious clasps. She wore a 
faded velvet robe which clung to her when she moved and was “cut,” as 
to the neck and sleeves, like the garments of old Italians. She suggested 
a symbolic picture, something akin even to Diirer’s Melancholia, and 
was so perfect an image of a type which I, in my ignorance, supposed to 
be extinct, that while she rose before me I was almost as much startled 
as if I had seen a ghost. I afterwards concluded that Miss Ambient wasn’t 
incapable of deriving pleasure from this weird effect, and I now believe 
that reflection concerned in her having sunk again to her seat with her 
long lean but not ungraceful arms locked together in an archaic manner 
on her knees and her mournful eyes addressing me a message of intentness 
which foreshadowed what I was subsequently to suffer. She was a singu- 
lar fatuous artificial creature, and I was never more than half to penetrate 
her motives and mysteries. Of one thing I’m sure at least : that they were 
considerably less insuperable than her appearance announced. Miss 
Ambient was a restless romantic disappointed spinster, consumed with 
the love of Michael-Angelesque attitudes and mystical robes; but I’m 
now convinced she hadn’t in her nature those depths of unutterable 
thought which, when you first knew her, seemed to look out from her 
eyes and to prompt her complicated gestures. Those features in especial 
had a misleading eloquence; they lingered on you with a far-off dimness, 
an air of obstructed sympathy, which was certainly not always a key to 
the spirit of their owner; so that, of a truth, a young lady could scarce 
have been so dejected and disillusioned without having committed a 
crime for which she was consumed with remorse, or having parted 
with a hope that she couldn’t sanely have entertained. She had, I believe, 
the usual allowance of rather vain motives; she wished to be looked at, 
she wished to be married, she wished to be thought original 
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It costs me a pang to speak in this irreverent manner of one of 
Ambient’s name, but I shall have still less gracious things to say before 
I’ve finished my anecdote, and moreover — I confess it — I owe the young 
lady a bit of a grudge. Putting aside the curious cast of her face, she had 
no natural aptitude for an artistic development, had little real intelli- 
gence. But her affectations rubbed off on her brother’s renown, and as 
there were plenty of people who darkly disapproved of him they could 
easily point to his sister as a person formed by his influence. It was quite 
possible to regard her as a warning, and she had almost compromised him 
with the world at large. He was the original and she the inevitable 
imitation. I suppose him scarce aware of the impression she mainly 
produced, beyond having a general idea that she made up very well as 
a Rossetti; he was used to her and was sorry for her, wishing she would 
marry and observing how she didn’t. Doubtless 1 take her too seriously, 
for she did me no harm, though I’m bound to allow that I can only half- 
account for her. She wasn’t so mystical as she looked, but was a strange 
indirect uncomfortable embarrassing woman. My story gives the reader 
at best so very small a knot to untie that I needn’t ho[)e to excite his 
curiosity by delaying to remark that Mrs. Ambient hated her sister-in- 
law, This 1 learned but later on, when other matters came to my knowl- 
eclge. I mention it, however, at once, for I shall perhaps not seem to 
count too much on having beguiled him if I say he must promptly have 
guessed it. Mrs. Ambient, a person of conscience, put the best face on 
her kinswoman, who spent a month with her twice a year; but it took no 
great insight to recognize the very different personal paste of the two 
ladies, and that the usual feminine hypocrisies would cost them on either 
side much more than the usual effort. Mrs. Ambient, smooth-haired, 
thin-lipped, perpetually fresh, must have regarded her crumpled and 
disheveled visitor as an equivocal joke; she herself so the opposite of a 
Rossetti, she herself a Reynolds or a Lawrence, with no more far-fetched 
note in her composition than a cold ladylike candor and a well-starched 
muslin dress. 

It was in a garment and with an expression of this kind that she made 
her entrance after I had exchanged a few words with Miss Ambient. Her 
husband presently followed her and, there being no other company, we 
went to dinner. The impressions I received at that repast are present to 
me still. The elements of oddity in the air hovered, as it were, without 
descending — to any immediate check of my delight. This came mainly 
of course from Ambient’s talk, the easiest and richest I had ever heard. 
I mayn’t say today whether he laid himself out to dazzle a rather juvenile 
pilgrim from over the sea; but that matters little — it seemed so natural 
to him to shine. His spoken wit or wisdom, or whatever, had thus a 
charm almost beyond his written; that is if the high finish of his printed 
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prose be really, as some people have maintained, a fault. There was such 
'1 kindness in him, however, that I've no doubt it gave him ideas for me, 

cibout me, to see me sit as open-mouthed as I now figure myself. Not 
so the two ladies, who not only were very nearly dumb from beginning 
to end of the meal, but who hadn’t even the air of being struck with such 
an cxiiibition of fancy and taste. Mrs. Ambient, detached and inscrutable, 
ipei ncidier my eye nor her husband’s; she attended to her dinner, 
waidu'd her servants, arranged the puckers in her dress, exchanged at 
wide intervals a remark with her sister-in-law and, while she slowly 
iiiihcd her lean white hands between the courses, looked out of the 
W indow at the first signs of evening — the long June day allowing us to 
/:,nc without candles. Miss Ambient appeared to give little direct heed 
<0 .inything said by her brother; but on the other hand she was much 
(ii^.igcd in watching its effect upon me. Her “die-away” pupils con- 
i allied to attach themselves to my countenance, and it was only her air 
()! belonging to another century that kept them from being importunate. 
Siie seemed to look at me across the ages, and the interval of time dimin- 
ished for me the inconvenience. It was as if she knew in a general way 
:hai ht must be talking very well, but she herself was so at home among 
siiJi allusions that she had no need to pick them up and was at liberty 
1(1 sec what would become of the exposure of a candid young American 
to a high aesthetic temperature. 

riie temperature was aesthetic certainly, but it was less so than I 
oLild have desired, for I failed of any great success in making our friend 
.ihoiind about himself. I tried to put him on the ground of his own 
.genius, but he slipped through my fingers every time and shifted the 
saddle to one or other of his contemporaries. He talked about Balzac and 
browning, about what was being done in foreign countries, about his 
recent tour in the East and the extraordinary forms of life to he observed 
in that part of the world. I felt he had reasons for holding off from a 
direct profession of literary faith, a full consistency or sincerity, and 
therefore dealt instead with certain social topics, treating them with 
extraordinary humor and with a due play of that power of ironic evoca- 
bon in which his books abound. He had a deal to say about London as 
bondon apoears to the observer who has the courage of some of his 
conclusions during the high-pressure time — ^from April to July — of its 
gregarious life. He flashed his faculty of playing with the caught image 
‘ind liberating the wistful idea over the whole scheme of manners or 
conception of intercourse of his compatriots, among whom there were 
evidently not a few types fot which he had little love. London in short 
Was grotesque to him, and he made capital sport of it; his only allusion 
that I can remember to his own work was his saying that he meant some 
day to do an immense and general, a kind of epic, social satire. Miss 
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Ambient’s perpetual gaze seemed to put to me: “Do you perceive how 
artistic, how very strange and interesting, we are? Frankly now is it 
possible to be more artistic, more strange and interesting, than this? 
You surely won’t deny that we’re remarkable.” I was irritated by her 
use of the plural pronoun, for she had no right to pair herself with her 
brother; and moreover of course I couldn’t see my way to — at all genially 
— include Mrs. Ambient. Yet there was no doubt they were, taken to- 
gether, unprecedented enough, and, with all allowances, I had never 
been left, or condemned, to draw so many rich inferences. 

After the ladies had retired my host took me into his study to smoke, 
where I appealingly brought him round, or so tried, to some disclosure 
of fond ideals. I was bent on proving I was worthy to listen to him, on 
repaying him for what he had said to me before dinner, by showing him 
how perfectly 1 understood. He liked to talk; he liked to defend his 
convictions and his honor (not that I attacked them) ; he liked a little 
perhaps — it was a pardonable weakness — to bewilder the youthful mind 
even while wishing to win it over. My ingenuous syr^ipathy received at 
any rate a shock from three or four of his professions — he made me 
occasionally gasp and stare. He couldn’t help forgetting, or rather 
couldn’t know, how little, in another and dryer dime, I had ever sal in 
the school in which he was master; and he promoted me as at a jump to 
a sense of its penetralia. My trepidations, however, were delightful; they 
were just what I had hoped for, and their only fault was that they passed 
*"way too quickly; since I found that for the main points I was essen- 
tially, I was quite constitutionally, on Mark Ambient’s “side.” This was 
the taken stand of the artist to whom every manifestation of human 
energy was a thrilling spectacle and who felt forever the desire to resolve 
his experience of life into a literary form. On that high head •of the 
passion for form — the attempt at perfection, the quest for which was to 
his mind the real search for the Holy Grail — he said the most interesting, 
the most inspiring things. He mixed with them a thousand illustrations 
from his own life, from other lives he had known, from history and 
fiction, and above all from the annals of the time that was dear to him 
beyond all periods, the Italian cinque-cento. It came to me thus that in 
his books he had uttered but half his thought, and that what he had kept 
back — from motives I deplored when I made them out later — was the 
finer, and braver part. It was his fate to make a great many still more 
“prepared” people than me not inconsiderably wince; but there was no 
grain of bravado in his ripest things (I’ve always maintained it, though 
often contradicted), and at bottom the poor fellow, disinterested to his 
finger-tips and regarding imperfection not only as an aesthetic but quite 
also as a social crime, had an extreme dread of scandal. There are critics 
who regret that having gone so far he didn’t go further; but I regret 
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ncrhing— putting aside two or three of the motives I just mentioned — 
since he arrived at a noble rarity and I don’t sec how you can go beyond 
that. The hours I spent in his study — this first one and the few that 
followed it; they were not after all so numerous — seem to glow, as I look 
back on them, with a tone that is partly that of the brown old room, 
rich, under the shaded candle-light where we sat and smoked, with the 
dusky delicate bindings of valuable books; partly that of his voice, of 
which I still catch the echo, charged with the fancies and figures that 
came at his command. When we went back to the drawing-room we 
found Miss Ambient alone in possession and prompt to mention that 
her sister-in-law had a quarter of an hour before been called by the nurse 
to see the child, who appeared rather unwell — a little feverish. 

“Feverish! how in the world comes he to be feverish?” Ambient asked 
“lie was perfectly right this afternoon.” 

“Beatrice says you walked him about too much — you almost killed 
him.” 

“Beatrice must be very happy — she has an opportunity to triumph!” 
said my friend with a bright bitterness which was all I could have 
wished it. 

“Surely not if the child’s ill,” I ventured to remark by way of pleading 
for Mrs. Ambient. 

“My dear fellow, you aren’t married — ^you don’t know the nature of 
w’ves!” my host returned with spirit. 

I tried to match it. “Possibly not; but I know the nature of mothers.” 

“Beatrice is perfect as a mother,” sighed Miss Ambient c|uite tremen- 
dously and with her fingers interlaced on her embroidered knees. 

“I shall go up and see my boy,” her brother went on. “Do you suppose 
he’s asleep?” 

“Beatrice won’t let you see him, dear” — as to which our young lady 
looked at me, though addressing our companion. 

“Do you call that being perfect as a mother?” Ambient asked. 

“Yes, from her point of view.” 

‘Damn her point of view!” cried the author of “Beltraffio.” And he 
left the room; after which we heard him ascend the stairs. 

I sat there for some ten minutes with Miss Ambient, and we naturally 
had some exchange of remarks, which began, I think, by my asking her 
what the point of view of her sister-in-law could be. 

“Oh, it’s so very odd. But we’re so very odd altogether. Don’t you find 
us awfully unlike others of our class?— which indeed mostly, in Eng- 
land, is awful. We’ve lived so much abroad. I adore ‘abroad.’ Have you 
people like us in America?” 

“You’re not all alike, you interesting three— or, counting Dolcino, 
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four-— surely, surely: so that I don’t think I understand your question. 
We’ve no one like your brother — I may go so far as that.” 

“You’ve probably more persons like his wife,” Miss Ambient desolately 
smiled. 

“I can tell you that better when you’ve told me about her point of 
view.” 

“Oh, yes — oh, yes. Well,” said my entertainer, “she doesn’t like his 
ideas. She doesn’t like them for the child. She thinks them undesirable.” 

Being quite fresh from the contemplation of some of Mark Ambient’s 
arcana I was particularly in a position to appreciate this announcement. 
But the effect of it was to make me, after staring a moment, burst into 
laughter which I in.'itantly checked when I remembered the indisposed 
child above and the possibility of parents nervously or fussily anxious. 

“What has that infant to do with ideas?” I asked. “Surely he can’t tell 
one from another. Has he read his father’s novels?” 

“He’s very precocious and very sensitive, and his mother thinks she 
can’t begin to guard him too early.” Miss Ambient’s head drooped a 
little to one side and her eyes fixed themselves on futurity. Then of a 
sudden came a strange alteration; her face lighted to an effect more 
joyless than any gloom, to that indeed of a conscious insincere grimace, 
and she added: “When one has children what one writes becomes a 
great responsibility.” 

“Children are terrible critics,” I prosaically answered. “I’m really glad 
1 haven’t any.” 

“Do you also write then? And in the same style as my brother? And 
do you like that style? And do people appreciate it in America? I don’t 
ivrite, but I think I feel.” To these and various other enquiries and 
observations my young lady treated me till we heard her brother’s step 
in the hall again and Mark Ambient reappeared. He was so flushed and 
grave that I supposed he had seen something symptomatic in the con- 
dition of his child. His sister apparently had another idea; she gazed at 
him from afar— as if he had been a burning ship on the horizon— and 
simply murmured “Poor old Mark!” 

“I hope you’re not anxious,” I as promptly pronounced. 

“No, but I’m disappointed. She won’t let me in. She has locked the 
door, and I’m afraid to make a noise.” I dare say there might have been 
a touch of the ridiculous in such a confession, but I liked my new friend 
so much that it took nothing for me from his dignity. “She tells me— 
from behind the door — that she’ll let me know if he’s worse.” 

“It’s very good of her,” said Miss Ambient with a hollow sound. 

I had exchanged a glance with Mark in which it’s possible he read 
that my pity for him was untinged with contempt, though I scarce 
know why he should have cared; and as his sister soon afterward got 
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Lip and ♦ook her bedroom candlestick he proposed we should ^ ) back 
10 his study. We sat there till after midnight; he put himself into his 
slifipers and an old velvet jacket, he lighted an ancient pipe, but he 
talked considerably less than before. There were longish pauses in our 
communion, but they only made me feel we had advanced in intimacy. 
They helped me further to understand my friend’s personal situation 
.11(1 to imagine it by no means the happiest possible. Wlien his face was 
(jiiict it was vaguely troubled, showing, to my increase of interest — if 
(hat was all that was wanted! — that for him too life was the same 
snuggle ii had been for so many another man of genius. At last I pre- 
pj red to leave him, and then, to my incflable joy, he gave me some of 
il\c sheets of his forthcoming book — which, though unfinished, he had 
iiidiilgcd in the luxury, so dear to writers of deliberation, of having “set 
\]\\" from chapter to chapter, as he advanced. These early pages, the 
p}cnnces, in the language of letters, of that new fruit of his imagination, 
I should take to my room and look over at my leisure. I was in the act of 
leaving him when the door of the study noiselessly opened and Mrs. 
Ambient stood before us. She observed us a moment, her candle in her 
hand, and then said to her husband that as she supposed he hadn’t gon**: 
lo bed she had come down to let him know Dolcino was more quiet and 
would probably be better in the morning. Mark Ambient made no reply; 
liL simply slipped past her in the doorway, as if for fear she might seize 
him in his passage, and bounded upstairs lo judge for himself of his 
child’s condition. She looked so frankly discomfited that I for a moment 
believed her about to give him chase. But she resigned herself with a sigh 
.incl licr eyes turned, ruefully and without a ray, to the lamplit room 
u here various books at which I had been looking were pulled out of 
(heir places on the shelves and the fumes of tobacco hung in mid-air. I 
bade her good-night and then, without intention, by a kind of fatality, a 
perversity that had already made me address her overmuch on that ques- 
iion of her husband’s powers, 1 alluded to the precious proof-sheets with 
which Ambient had entrusted me and which I nursed there under my 
m m. “They’re the opening chapters of his new book,” I said. “Fancy my 
satisfaction at being allowed to carry them to my room!” 

She turned away, leaving me to take my candlestick from the tabic 
in the hall; but before we separated, thinking it apparently a good 
occasion to let me know once for all — since I was beginning, it would 
seem, to be quite “thick” with my host — that there was no fitness in my 
appealing to her for sympathy in such a case; before we separated, I say, 
she remarked to me with her quick fine well-bred inveterate curtness: 
“I dare say you attribute to me ideas I haven’t got. I don’t take that sort 
of interest in my husband’s proof-sheets. I consider his writings most 
objectionable!” 
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III 

I had an odd colloquy the next morning with Miss Ambient, whom I 
found strolling in the garden before breakfast. The whole place looked 
as fresh and trim, amid the twitter of the birds, as if, an hour before, the 
housemaids had been turned into it with their dust-pans and feather- 
brushes. I almost hesitated to light a cigarette and was doubly startled 
when, in the a^ t of doing so, I suddenly saw the sister of my host, who 
had, at the best, something of the weirdness of an apparition, stand 
before me. She might have been posing for her photograph. Her sad- 
colored robe arranged itself in serpentine folds at her feet; her hands 
locked themselves listlessly together in front; her chin rested on a 
cinquc<ento ruff. The first thing I did after bidding her good-morning 
was to ask her for news of her little nephew — to express the hope she 
had heard he was better. She was able to gratify this trust — she spoke as 
if we might expect to see him during the day. We walked through the 
shrubberies together and she gave me further light on her brother’s 
household, which offered me an opportunity to repeat to her what his 
wife had so startled and distressed me with the night before. Was it 
the sorry truth that she thought his productions objectionable? 

“She doesn’t usually come out with that so soon!” Miss Ambient re- 
turned in answer to my breathlessness. 

‘‘Poor lady,” I pleaded, “she saw I’m a fanatic.” 

“Yes, she won’t like you for that. But you mustn’t mind, if the rest 
of us like you! Beatrice thinks a work of art ought to have a ‘purpose.’ 
But she’s a charming woman — don’t you think her charming? I find 
in her quite the grand air.” 

“She’s very beautiful,” I produced with an effort; while I reflected 
that though it was apparently true that Mark Ambient was mismated 
it was also perceptible that his sister was perfidious. She assured me her 
brother and his wife had no other difference but this one — ^that she 
thought his writings immoral and his influence pernicious. It was a 
fixed idea; she was afraid of these things for the child. I answered that 
it was in all conscience enough, the trifle of a woman’s regarding hei 
husband’s mind as a well of corruption, and she seemed much struck 
with the novelty of my reniark. “But there hasn’t been any of the sort 
of trouble that there so often is among married people,” she said. “I 
suppose you can judge for yourself that Beatrice isn’t at all — ^well, what- 
ever they call it when a woman kicks over! And poor Mark doesn’t 
make love to other people cither. You might think he would, but I assure 
you he doesn’t. All the same of course, from her point of view, you know, 
she has a dread of my brother’s influence on the child — on the formation 
of his character, his ‘ideals,’ poor little brat, his principles. It’s as if it 
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were a subtle poison or a contagion — ^something that would rub oflf on 
his tender sensibility when his father kisses him or holds him on his 
knee. If she could she’d prevent Mark from even so much as touching 
him. Everyone knows it — ^visitors see it for themselves; so there’s no 
harm in my telling you. Isn’t it excessively odd? It comes from Beatrice’s 
being so religious and so tremendously moral — so ^ cheval on fifty thou 
sand rigmrdi. And then of course we mustn’t forget,” my companion 
added, a little unexpectedly, to this polyglot proposition, “that some ol 
Mark’s ideas are — well, really — rather impossible, don’t you know?” 

I reflected as we went into the house, where we found Ambient un- 
folding The Observer at the breakfast-table, that none of them were 
probably quite so “impossible, don’t you know?” as his sister. Mrs. 
Ambient, a little “the worse,” as was mentioned, for her ministrations, 
during the night to Dolcino, didn’t appear at breakfast. Her husband 
described her however as hoping to go to church. I afterwards learnt 
that she did go, but nothing naturally was less on the cards than that 
\vc should accompany her. It was while the church-bell droned near at 
hand that the author of “Beltraffio” led me forth for the ramble he had 
spoken of in his note. I shall attempt here no record of where we went 
or of what we saw. We kept to the fields and copses and commons, and 
breathed the same sweet air as the nibbling donkeys and the browsing 
sheep, whose woolliness seemed to me, in those early days of acquaintance 
with English objects, but part of the general texture of the small dense 
landscape, which looked as if the harvest were gathered by the shears 
and with all nature bleating and braying for the violence. Everything 
was full of expression for Mark Ambient’s visitor — ^from the big bandy- 
legged geese whose whiteness was a “note” amid all the tones of green 
as they wandered beside a neat little oval pool, the foreground of a 
thatched and whitewashed inn, with a grassy approach and a pictorial 
sign — from these humble wayside animals to the crests of high woods 
which let a gable or a pinnacle peep here and there and looked even at 
a distance like trees of good company, conscious of an individual profile. 
I admired the hedge-rows, I plucked the faint-hued heather, and I was 
forever stopping to say how charming I thought the threadlike foot- 
paths across the fields, which wandered in a diagonal of finer grain 
from one smooth stile to another. Mark Ambient was abundantly good- 
natured and was as much struck, dear man, with some of my observa- 
tions as I was with the literary allusions of the landscape. We sat and 
smoked on stiles, broaching paradoxes in the decent English air; wc 
took short cuts across a park or two where the bracken was deep and 
my companion nodded to the old woman at the gate; wc skirted rank 
coverts which rustled here and t-hcrc as we passed, and we stretched 
ourselves at last on a heathery hillside where if the sun v/asn’t too hot 
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neither was the earth too cold, and where the country lay beneath us 
in a rich blue mist. Of course I had already told him what I thought of 
his new novel, having the previous night read every word of the opening 
chapters before I went to bed. 

“I’m not without hope of being able to make it decent enough,” he 
said as I went back to the subject while we turned up our heels to the 
sky. “At least the people who dislike my stuff — and there are plenty of 
them, I believe — will dislike this thing (if it does turn out well) most.” 
This was the first time I had heard him allude to the people who 
couldn’t read him — a class so generally conceived to sit heavy on the 
consciousness of the man of letters. A being organized for literature 
as Mark Ambient was must certainly have had the normal proportion 
of sensitiveness, of irritability; the artistic ego, capable in some cases of 
such monstrous development, must have been in his composition suf- 
ficiently erect and active. I won’t therefore go so far as to say that he 
never thought of his detractors or that he had any illusions with regard 
to the number of his admirers — he could never so far have deceived 
himself as to believe he was popular, but I at least then judged (and had 
occasion to be sure later on) that stupidity ruffled him visibly but little, 
that he had an air of thinking it quite natural he should leave many 
simple folk, tasting of him, as simple as ever he found them, and that 
he very seldom talked about the newspapers, which, by the way, were 
always even abnormally vulgar about him. Of course he may have 
thought them over — the newspapers — night and day; the only point 
I make is that he didn’t show it; while at the same time he didn’t strike 
one as a man actively on his guard. I may add that, touching his hope 
of making the work on which he was then engaged the best of his books, 
it was only pardy carried out. That place belongs incontestably to “Ikl- 
traffio,” in spite of the beauty of certain parts of its successor. I quite 
believe, however, that he had at the moment of which I speak no sense 
of having declined; he was in love with his idea, which was indeed 
magnificent, and though for him, as I suppose for every sane artist, the 
act of execution had in it as much torment as joy, he saw his result grow 
like the crescent of the young moon and promise to fill the disk. “I want 
to be truer than I’ve ever been,” he said, settling himself on his back 
with his hands clasped behind his head; “I want to give the impression 
of life itself. No, you may say what you will, I’ve always arranged things 
too much, always smoothed them down and rounded them off and 
tucked them in— done everything to them that life doesn’t do. I’ve been 
a slave to the old superstitions.” 

“You a slave, my dear Mark Ambient? You’ve the freest imagination 
of our dayl” 

“All the more shame to me to have done some of the things I have! 
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The reconciliation of the two women in ‘Natalina,’ for instance, which 
could never really have taken place. That sort of thing’s ignoble — I blush 
when I think of it! This new affair must be a golden vessel, filled with 
the purest distillation of the actual; and oh, how it worries me, the 
shaping of the vase, the hammering of the metal! I have to hammer it 
so fine, so smooth; I don’t do more than an inch or two a day. And all 
the while I have to be so careful not to let a drop of the liquor escape! 
When I see the kind of things Life herself, the brazen hussy, does, I 
despair of ever catching her peculiar trick. She has an impudence, Life! 
If one risked a fiftieth part of the effects she risks! It takes ever so long 
to believe it. You don’t know yet, my dear youth. It isn’t till one has 
been watching her some forty years that one finds out half of what she’s 
up to! Therefore one’s earlier things must inevitably contain a mass 
of rot. And with what one sees, on one side, with its tongue in its cheek, 
defying one to be real enough, and on the other the bonnes gens rolling 
up their eyes at one’s cynicism, the situation has elements of the ludicrous 
which the poor reproducer himself is doubtless in a position to appreciate 
better than any one else. Of course one mustn’t worry about the bonnes 
gens,^* Mark Ambient went on while my thoughts reverted to his lady- 
like wife as interpreted by his remarkable sister. 

“To sink your shaft deep and polish the plate through which people 
look into it — that’s what your work consists of,” I remember ingeniously 
observing. 

“Ah, polishing one’s plate — that’s the torment of execution!’’ he ex- 
claimed, jerking himself up and sitting forward. “The effort to arrive 
at a surface, if you think anything of that decent sort necessary — some 
people don’t, happily for them! My dear fellow, if you could see the 
surface I dream of as compared with the one with which I’ve to content 
myself. Life’s really too short for art^ — one hasn’t time to make one’s 
shell ideally hard. Firm and bright, firm and bright is very well to say — 
the devilish thing has a way sometimes of being bright, and even of 
being hard, as mere tough frozen pudding is hard, without being firm. 
When I rap it with my knuckles it doesn’t give the right sound. There 
are horrible sandy stretches where I’ve taken the wrong turn because 
I couldn’t for the life of me find the right. If you knew what a dunce I 
am sometimes! Such things figure to me now base pimples and ulcers 
on the brow of beauty!” 

“They’re very bad, very bad,” I said as gravely as I could. 

“Very bad? They’re the highest social offense I know; it ought— it 
absolutely ought; I’m quite serious — ^to be capital. If I knew I should 
be publicly thrashed else I’d manage to find the true word. The people 
who can’t— some of them don’t so much as know it when they sec it— 
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would shut their inkstands, and we shouldn’t be deluged by this flood 
of rubbish!” 

I shall not attempt to repeat everything that passed between us. nor 
to explain just how it was that, every moment I spent in his company, 
Mark Ambient revealed to me more and more the consistency of his 
creative spirit, the spirit in him that felt all life as plastic material. I 
could but envy him the force of that passion, and it was at any rate 
through the receipt of this impression that by the time we returned I 
had gained the sense of intimacy with him that I have noted. Before 
we got up for the homeward stretch he alluded to his wife’s having once 
— or perhaps more than once — asked him whether he should like Dol- 
cino to read “Bcltraffio.” He must have been unaware at the moment of 
all that this conveyed to me — as well doubtless of my extreme curiosity to 
hear what he had replied. He had said how much he hoped Dolcino 
would read all his works — when he was twenty; he should like him to 
know what his father had done. Before twenty it would be useless; he 
wouldn’t understand them. 

“And meanwhile do you propose to hide them — to lock them up in a 
drawer?” Mrs. Ambient had proceeded. 

“Oh, no — we must simply tell him they’re not intended for small 
boys. If you bring him up properly after that he won’t touch them.’* 

To this Mrs. Ambient had made answer that it might be very awk- 
ward when he was about fifteen, say; and I asked her husband if it were 
his opinion in general then that young people shouldn’t read novels. 

“Good ones — certainly not!” said my companion. I suppose I had had 
other views, for I remember saying that for myself I wasn’t sure it was 
bad for them if the novels were “good” to the right intensity of good- 
ness. “Bad for them. I don’t say so much!” my companion returned. 
“But very bad. I’m afraid for the poor dear old novel itself.” That oblique 
accidental allusion to his wife’s attitude was followed by a greater 
breadth of reference as we walked home. “The difference between us is 
simply the opposition between two distinct ways of looking at the 
world, which have never succeeded in getting on together, or in making 
any kind of common household, since the beginning of time. They’ve 
borne all sorts of names, and my wife would tell you it’s the difference 
between Christian and Pagan. I may be a pagan, but I don’t like the 
name; it sounds sectarian. She thinks me at any rate no better than an 
ancient Greek. It’s the difference between making the most of life and 
making the least, so that you’ll get another better one in some other 
time and place. Will it be a sin to make the most of that one too, I 
wonder; and shall we have to be bribed off in the future state as well as 
in the present? Perhaps I care too much for beauty — ^I don’t know, I 
doubt if a poor devil can\ I delight in it, I adore it, I think of it con* 
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unualiy, I try to produce it, to reproduce it. My wife holds that we 
shouldn’t cultivate or enjoy it without extraordinary precautions and 
reserves. She’s always afraid of it, always on her guard, i don’t know 
what it can ever have done to her, what grudge it owes her or what 
resentment rides. And she’s so pretty too herself! Don’t you think she’s 
lovely? She was at any rate when we married. At that time I wasn’t 
aware of that difference I speak of— I thought it all came to the same 
thing; in the end, as they say. Well, perhaps it will in the end. I don’t 
know what the end will be. Moreover I care for seeing things as they 
are; that’s the way I try to show them in any professed picture. But you 
mustn’t talk to Mrs. Ambient about things as they are. She has a mortal 
dread of things as they are.” 

“She’s afraid of them for Dolcino,’' I said; surprised a moment after- 
wards at being in a position— thanks to Miss Ambient— to be so 
explanatory; and surprised even now that Mark shouldn’t have shown 
visibly that he wondered what the deuce I knew about it. But he didn’t; 
he simply declared with a tenderness that touched: “Ah, nothing shall 
ever hurt hitnl” 

He told me more about his wife before we arrived at the gate of home, 
and if he be judged to have aired overmuch his grievance I’m afraid 1 
must admit that he had some of the foibles as well as the gifts of the 
artistic temperament; adding, however, instantly that hitherto, to the 
best of my belief, he had rarely let this particular cat out of the bag. 
“She thinks me immoral— that’s the long and short of it,” he said as we 
paused outside a moment and his hand rested on one of the bars of his 
gate; while his conscious expressive perceptive eyes— the eyes of a 
foreigner, I had begun to account them, much more than of the usual 
Englishman— viewing me now evidently as quite a familiar friend, 
took pari in the declaration. “It’s very strange when one thinks it all 
over, and there’s a grand comicality in it that I should like to bring out. 
She’s a very nice woman, extraordinarily well-behaved, upright and 
clever and with a tremendous lot of good sense about a good many 
matters. Yet her conception of a novel— she has explained it to me once 
or twice, and she doesn’t do it badly as exposition— is a thing so false 
that it makes me blush. It’s a thing so hollow, so dishonest, so lying, in 
which life is so blinked and blinded, so dodged and disfigured, that it 
makes my ears burn. It’s two different ways of looking at the whole 
affair,” he repeated, pushing open the gate. “And they’re irreconcilable!** 
he added with a sigh. We went forward to the house, but on the walk, 
halfway to the door, he stopped and said to me: “If you’re going into 
this kind of thing there’s a fact you should know beforehand; it may 
S9VC you some disappointment. There’s a hatred of art, there’s a hatred 
^f literature— I mean of the genuine kinds. Oh, the shams— thcyll 
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swallow by the bucket!” I looked up at the charming house, with iti 
genial color and crookedness, and I answered with a smile that those 
evil passions might exist, but that I should never have expected to find 
them there. “Ah, it doesn’t matter after all,” he a bit nervously laughed; 
which I was glad to hear, for I was reproaching myself with having 
worked him up. 

If I had, it soon passed off, for at luncheon he was delightful; strangely 
delightful considering that the difference between himself and his wife 
was, as he had said, irreconcilable. He had the art, by his manner, by his 
smile, by his natural amenity, of reducing the importance of it in the 
common concerns of life; and Mrs. Ambient, I must add, lent herself 
to this transaction with a very good grace. I watched her at table for 
further illustrations of that fixed idea of which Miss Ambient had 
spoken to me; for in the light of the united revelations of her sister-in- 
law and her husband she had come to seem to me almost a sinister 
personage. Yet the signs of a somber fanaticism were not more imme- 
diately striking in her than before; it was only after a while that her air 
of incorruptible conformity, her tapering monosyllabic correctness, be- 
gan to affect me as in themselves a cold thin flame. Certainly, at first, 
she resembled a woman with as few passions as possible; but if she had 
a passion at all it would indeed be that of Philistiilism. She might have 
been (for there are guardian-spirits, I suppose, of all great principles) 
the very angel of the pink of propriety — putting the pink for a principle 
though I’d rather put some dismal cold blue. Mark Ambient, apparentl;, 
ten years before, had simply and quite inevitably taken her for an angcL 
without asking himself of what. He had been right in calling my atten 
lion to her beauty. In looking for some explanation of his original 
surrender to her I saw more than before that she was, physically speak- 
ing, a wonderfully cultivated human plant — that he might well have 
owed her a brief poetic inspiration. It was impossible to be more propped 
and pencilled, more delicately tinted and petalled. 

If I had had it in my heart to think my host a little of a hypocrite 
for appearing to forget at table everything he had said to me in our 
walk, I should instantly have cancelled such a judgment on reflecting 
that the good news his wife was able to give him about their little boy 
was ground enough for any optimistic reaction. It may have come 
partly too from a certain compunction at having breathed to me at all 
harshly on the cool fair lady who sat there— a desire to prove himself 
not after all so mismated. Dolcino continued to be much better, and it 
had been promised him he should come downstairs after his dinner. 
As soon as we had risen from our own meal Mark slipped away, evi- 
dently for the purpose of going to his child; and no sooner had I ob- 
served this than I became aware his wife had simultaneouslv vanished. 
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it happened that Miss Ambient and I, both at the same moment, saw 
the tail of her dress whisk out of a doorway; an incident that led the 
young lady to smile at me as if I now knew all the secrets of the 
Ambients. I passed with her into the garden and we sat down on a 
dear old bench that rested against the west wall of the house. It was a 
perfect spot for the middle period of a Sunday in June, and its felicity 
seemed to come partly from an antique sun-dial which, rising in front of 
us and forming the center of a small intricate parterre, measured the 
moments ever so sluwly and made them safe for leisure and talk. The 
garden bloomed in the suffused afternoon, the tall beeches stood still 
for an example, and, behind and above us, a rose-tree of many seasons, 
clinging to the faded grain of the brick, expressed the whole character 
of the scene in a familiar exquisite smell, it struck me as a place to 
offer genius favor and sanction — not to bristle with challenges and 
(hecks. Miss Ambient asked me if I had enjoyed my walk with her 
brother and whether we had talked of many things. 

“Well, of most things,” I freely allowed, though I remembered wt 
[uidri’t talked of Miss Ambient. 

“And don’t you think some of his theories are very peculiar.?” 

“Oh, I guess I agree with them all.” I was very particular, for Miss 
Ambient’s entertainment, to guess. 

“Do you think art’s everything.?” she put to me in a moment. 

“In art, of course I do!” 

“And do you think beauty’s everything.'*” 

“Everything’s a big word, which 1 think we should use as little as 
possible. But how can we not want beauty.?” 

“Ah, there you are!” she sighed, though I didn’t quite know what she 
meant by it. “Of course it’s difficult for a woman to judge how far to 
go,” she went on. “I adore everything that gives a charm to life. I’m 
intensely sensitive to form. But sometimes I draw back — don’t you see 
what I mean.? — I don’t quite see where I shall be landed. I only want to 
be quiet, after all,” Miss Ambient continued as if she had long been 
bciffled of this modest desire. “And one must be good, at any rate, must 
not one?” she pursued with a dubious quaver — an intimation apparently 
that what I might say one way or the other would settle it for her. 
It was difficult for me to be very original in reply, and I’m afraid I repaid 
her confidence with an unblushing platitude. I remember moreover 
attaching to it an enquiry, equally destitute of freshness and still more 
wanting perhaps in tact, as to whether she didn’t mean to go to church, 
since that was an obvious way of being good. She made answer that she 
had performed this duty in the. morning, and that for her, of Sunday 
afternoons, supreme virtue consisted in answering the week’s letters. 
Then suddenly and without transition she brought out: ‘*It’s quite a 
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mistake about Dolcino’s being better. IVe seen him and he’s not at all 
right.” 

I wondered, and somehow I think I scarcely believed. “Surely his 
mother would know, wouldn’t she?” 

She appeared for a moment to be counting the leaves on one of the 
great beeches. “As regards most matters one can easily say what, in a 
given situation, my sister-in-law will, or would, do. But in the present 
case there are strange elements at work.” 

“Strange elements? Do you mean in the constitution of the child?” 

“No, I mean in my sister-in-law’s feelings.” 

“Elements of affection of course; elements of anxiety,” I concurred. 
“But why do you call them strange?” 

She repeated my words. “Elements of affection, elements of anxiety. 
She’s very anxious.” 

Miss Ambient put me indescribably ill at ease; she almost scared me, 
and I wished she would go and write her letters. “His father will have 
seen him now,” I said, “and if he’s not satisfied he will send for the 
doctor.” 

“The doctor ought to have been here this morning,” she prompt!” 
returned. “He lives only two miles away.” 

I reflected that all this was very possibly but a part of the general 
tragt^dy of Miss Ambient’s view of things; yet I asked hei why she 
hadn’t urged that view on her sister-in-law. She answered me with a 
smile of extraordinary significance and observed that I must have very 
little idea of her “peculiar” relations with Beatrice; but I must do her 
the justice that she reinforced this a little by "he plea that any distin- 
guishable alarm of Mark’s was ground enough for a difference of his 
wife’s. He was always nervous about the child, and as they were pre- 
destined by nature to take opposite views, the only thing for the mother 
was to cultivate a false optimism. In Mark’s absence and that of his 
betrayed fear she would have been less easy. I remembered what he had 
said about their dealings with their son — that between them they’d 
probably put an end to him; but I didn’t repeat this to Miss Ambient; 
the less so that just then her brother emerged from the house, carrying 
the boy in his arms. Close behind him moved his wife, grave and 
pale; the little sick face was turned over Ambient’s shoulder and toward 
the mother. We rose to receive the group, and as they came near us 
Dolcino twisted himself about. His enchanting eyes showed me a smile 
of recognition, in which, for the moment, I should have taken a due 
degree of comfort. Miss Ambient, however, received another impression, 
and I make haste to say that her quick sensibility, which visibly went 
*>ut to the child, argues that in spite of her affectations she might have 
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Dcen of some human use. “It won’t do at all— it won’t do at all,” she said 
[C rne under her breath. “I shall speak to Mark about the doctor.” 

Her small nephew was rather white, but the main difference I saw in 
him was that he was even more beautiful than the day before. He had 
been dressed in his festal garments — a velvet suit and a crimson sash — 
and he looked like a little invalid prince too young to know condescen- 
sion and smiling familiarly on his subjects. 

“Put him down, Mark, he’s not a bit at his ease,” Mrs. Ambient said. 

“Should you like to stand on your feet, my boy?” his father asked. 

He made a motion that quickly responded, “Oh, yes; I’m remarkably 
well.” 

Mark placed him on the ground; he had shining pointed shoes with 
enormous bows. “Are you happy now, Mr. Ambient?” 

“Oh, yes. I’m particularly happy,” Dolcino replied. But the words 
were scarce out of his mouth when his mother caught him up and, in a 
moment, holding him on her knees, took her place on the bench where 
Miss Ambient and I had been sitting. This young lady said something 
to her brother, in consequence of which the two wandered away into the 
garden together. 


IV 

f remained with Mrs. Ambient, but as a servant had brought out a couple 
of ehairs I wasn’t obliged to scat myself beside her. Our conversation 
failed of case, and I, for my part, felt there would be a shade of 
hypocrisy in my now trying to make myself agreeable to the partner of 
my friend’s existence. I didn’t dislike her — I rather admired her; but I 
was aware that I differed from her inexpressibly. Then I suspected, what 
I afterwards definitely knew and have already intimated, that the pool 
lady felt small taste for her husband’s so undisguised disciple; and this 
of course was not encouraging. She thought me an obtrusive and de- 
signing, even perhaps a depraved, young man whom a perverse Provi- 
dence had dropped upon their quiet lawn to flatter his worst tendencies. 
She did me the honor to say to Miss Ambient, who repeated the speech, 
that she didn’t know when she had seen their companion take such a 
fancy to a visitor; and she measured apparently my evil influence by 
Mr ’•k’s appreciation of my society. I had a consciousness, not oppressive 
but quite sufficient, of all this; though I must say that if it chilled my 
flow of small-talk it yet didn’t prevent my thinking the beautiful mother 
and beautiful child, interlaced there against their background of roses, 
a picture such as I doubtless shouldn’t soon see again. I was free, I sup- 
posed, to go into the house and write letters, to sit in the drawing-room, 
to repair to my own apartment and take a nap; but the only use I made 
my freedom was to linger still in my chair and say to myself that the 
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light hand of Sir Joshua might have painted Mark Ambicn Js wife and 
son. I found myself looking perpetually at the latter small mortal, who 
looked constantly back at me, and that was enough to detain me. With 
these vaguely amused eyes he smiled, and I felt it an absolute impos- 
sibility to abandon a child with such an expression. His attention never 
strayed; it attached itself to my face as if among all the small incipient 
things of his nature throbbed a desire to say something to me. If I could 
have taken him on my own knee he perhaps would have managed to say 
it; but it would have been a critical matter to ask his mother to give him 
up, and it has remained a constant regret for me that on that strange 
Sunday afternoon I didn’t even for a moment hold Dolcino in my arms. 
He had said he felt remarkably well and was especially happy; but 
though peace may have been with him as he pillowed his charming 
head on his mother’s breast, dropping his little crimson silk legs from 
her lap, I somehow didn’t think security was. He made no attempt to 
walk about; he was content to swing his legs softly and strike one as 
languid and angelic. 

Mark returned to us with his sister; and Miss Ambient, repeating her 
mention of the claims of her correspondence, passed into the house. 
Mark came and stood in front of his wife, looking down at the child, 
who immediately look hold of his hand and kept it while he stayed. “1 
think Mackintosh ought to see him,” he said; “I think I’ll walk over 
and fetch him.” 

“That’s Gwendolen’s idea, I suppose,” Mrs. Ambient replied very 
wectly. 

“It’s not such an out-of-the-way idea when one’s child’s ill,” he 
returned. 

“I’m not ill, papa; I’m much better now,” sounded in the boy’s silver 
pipe. 

“Is that the truth, or are you only saying it to be agreeable? You’ve a 
great idea of being agreeable, you know.” 

The child seemed to meditate on this distinction, this imputation^ for 
a moment; then his exaggerated eyes, which had wandered, caught my 
own as I watched him. “Do you think me agreeable?” he inquired with 
the candor of his age and with a look that made his father turn round 
tp me laughing and ask, without saying it, “Isn’t he adorable?” 

“Then why don’t you hop about, if you feel so lusty?” Ambient went 
on while his son swung his hand. 

“Because mamma’s holding me dose!” 

“Oh. yes; I know how mamma holds you when I come near!” cried 
Qilark with a grimace at his wife. 

She mmed her charming eyes ixp to him without depcecatJoti or con- 
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cession. “You can go for Mackintosh if you like. I think myself it would 
be better. You ou^t to drive.” 

“She says that to get me away,” he put to me with a gayety that I 
thought a little false; after which he started for the doctor’s. 

I remained there with Mrs. Ambient, though even our exchange of 
twaddle had run very thin. The boy’s little fixed white face seemed, as 
before, to plead with me to stay, and after a while it produced still 
another effect, a very curious one, which I shall find it difficult to express. 
Of course I expose myself to the charge of an attempt to justify by a 
stiained logic after the fact a step which may have been on my part but 
ihc fruit of a native want of discretion; and indeed the traceable con* 
sequences of that perversity were too lamentable to leave me any desire 
U) i rifle with the question. All I can say is that I acted in perfect good 
faiih and that Dolcino’s friendly little gaze gradually kindled the spark 

! of my inspiration. What helped it to glow w’cre the other influences — 
the silent suggestive garden-nook, the perfect opportunity (if it was 
- not an opportunity for that it was an opportunity for nothing) and the 
pica I speak of, which issued from the child’s eyes and seemed to make 
him say: “The mother who bore me and who presses me here to her 
bosom-sympathetic little organism that I am— has really the kind of 
sensibility she has been represented to you as lacking, if you only look 
for it patiently and respectfully. How is it conceivable she shouldn’t 
have it? How is it possible that I should have so much of it — ^for I’m 
quite full of it, dear strange gentleman — if it weren’t also in some degree 
in her? I’m my great father’s child, but I’m also my beautiful mother’s, 
and I’m sorry for the difference between them!” So it shaped itself before 
me, the vision of reconciling Mrs. Ambient with her husband, of putting 
an end to their ugly difference. The project was absurd of course, for 
had I not had his word for it— spoken with all the bitterness of expert 
cnee— that the gulf dividing them was well-nigh bottomless? Neverthe- 
less, a quarter of an hour after Mark had left us, I observed to my 
hostess that I couldn’t get over what she had told me the night before 
about her thinking her husband’s compositions “objectionable.*’ I had. 
been so very sorry to hear it, had thought of it constantly and wondered 
whether it mightn’t be possible to make her change her mind. She gave 
me a great cold stare, meant apparently as an admonition to me to mind 
my business. I wish I had taken this mute counsel, but I didn’t take it. 

1 went on to remark that it seemed an immense pity so much that was 
interesting should be lost on her. 

‘^Nothing’s lost upon me,” she said in a tone that didn’t make the con- 
tradiction less. “I know they’re very interesting.” 

**Don’t you like papa’s books?” Dolcino asked, addressing his mother 
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but still looking, at me. Then he added to me: “Won’t you read them 
to me, American gentleman?” 

**rd rather tell you some stories of my own,” I said. “I know some that 
arc awfully good.” 

“When will you tell them? Tomorrow?” 

“Tomorrow with pleasure, if that suits you.” 

His mother took this in silence. Her husband, during our walk, had 
asked me to remain another day; my promise to her son was an implica- 
tion that I had consented, and it wasn’t possible the news could please 
her. This ought doubtless to have made me more careful as to what I 
said next, but all I can plead is that it didn’t. I soon mentioned that just 
after leaving her the evening before, and after hearing her apply to her 
husband’s writings the epithet already quoted, I had on going up to 
my room sat down to the perusal of those sheets of his new book that 
he had been so good as to lend me. I had sat entranced till nearly three 
in the morning — I had read them twice over. “You say you haven’t 
looked at them. I think it’s such a pity you shouldn’t. Do let me beg you 
to take them up. They’re so very remarkable. I’m sure they’ll convert 
you. They place him in — really — such a dazzling light. All that’s best in 
him is there. I’ve no doubt it’s a great liberty, by saying all this; but par- 
don me, and do read them!” 

“Do read them, mamma!” the boy again sweetly shrilled. “Do read 
them!” 

She bent her head and closed his lips with a kiss. “Of course I know 
he has worked immensely over them,” she said; after which she made 
no remark, but attached her eyes thoughtfully to the ground. The tone 
of these last words was such as to leave me no spirit for further pressure, 
and after hinting at a fear that her husband mightn’t have caught the 
doctor I got up and took a turn about the grounds. When I came back 
ten minutes later she was still in her place watching her boy, who had 
, Mien asleep in her lap. As I drew near she put her finger to her lips 
" and a short time afterwards rose, holding him; it being now best, she 
said, that she should take him upstairs. I offered to carry him and opened 
'my arms for the purpose; but she thanked me and turned away with 
the child still in her embrace, his head on her shoulder. “I’m very 
Itrong,” was her last word as she passed into the house, her slim flexible 
v^£gUre bent backward with the filial weight. So I never laid a longing 
l^d on iDolcino. 

I betook myself to Ambient’s study, delighted to have a quiet hour to 
took over his books by myself. The windows were open to the garden; 
.4be sunny stillness, the mild light of the English summer, filled the room 
^^Rithotit quite chasing away the rich dusky tone that was a part of its 
charm that abode in the serried shelves where old morocco exhaled 
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the fragrance of curious Icarniiig, as wdl as iti the brighter intervals 
where prints and medals and miniatures were suspended on a surface 
of faded stuff. The place had both color and quiet; I thought it a perfect 
room for work and went so far as to say to myself that, if it were 
mine to sit and scribble in, there was no knowing but I might learn to 
write as well as the author of “Beltraffio.” This distinguished man still 
didn’t reappear, and I rummaged freely among his treasures. At last I 
took down a book that detained me a while and seated myself in a fine 
old leather chair by the window to turn it over. I had been occupied in 
this way for half an hour — a good part of the afternoon had waned — 
when I became conscious of another presence in the room and, looking 
up from my quarto, saw that Mrs. Ambient, having pushed open the 
door quite again in the same noiseless way marking or disguising her 
entrance the night before, had advanced across the threshold. On seeing 
me she stopped; she had not, I think, expected to find me. But her 
hesitation was only of a moment; she came straight to her husband s 
writing-table as if she were looking for something. I got up and asked 
her if I could help her. She glanced about an instant and then put her 
hand upon a roll of papers which I recognized, as I had placed it on 
that spot at the early hour of my descent from my room. 

“Is this the new book ?” ‘'he asked, holding it up. 

“The very sheets,” I smiled; “with precious annotations.” 

“I mean to take your advice” — and she tucked the little bundle under 
her arm. I congratulated her cordially and ventured to make of my 
triumph, as I presumed to call it, a subject of pleasantry. But she was 
perfectly grave and turned away from me, as she had presented herself, 
without relaxing her rigor; after which I settled down to my quarto 
again with the reflection that Mrs. Ambient was truly an eccentric. My 
triumph too suddenly seemed to me rather vain. A woman who couldn’t 
unbend at a moment exquisitely indicated would never understand 
Mark Ambient. He came back to us at last in person, having brought the , : 
doctor with him. “He was away from home,” Mark said, “and I went . 
after him to where he was supposed to be. He had left the place, and I, -; 
followed him to two or three others, which accounts for my delay.” He 
Was now with Mrs. Ambient, looking at the child, and was to sec Mark 
again before leaving the house. My host noticed at the end of two minutcjs; 
that the proof-sheets of his new book had been removed from the table ' 
and when I told him, in reply to his question as to what I knew about 
them, that Mrs. Ambient had carried them off to read he turned almost 
pale with surprise. “What has suddenly made her so curious.?” he cried; 
and I was obliged to tell him that I was at the bottom of the mystery. I had^ 
had it on my conscience to assure her that she really ought to know of 
^hat her husband was capable. “Of what Fm capable? EUe s*en\ 
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doute que tropr said Ambient with a laugh; but he took my meddling 
very good-naturedly and contented himself with adding that he was 
really much afraid she would burn up the sheets, his emendations and 
all, of which latter he had no duplicate. The doctor paid a long visit in 
the nursery, and before he came down I retired to my own quarters, 
where I remained till dinner-time. On entering the drawing-room at 
this hour I found Miss Ambient in possession, as she had been the 
evening before. 

was right about Dolcino,” she said, as soon as she saw me, with an 
air of triumph that struck me as the climax of perversity. “He’s really 
very ill.” 

“Very ill I Why, when I last saw him, at four o’clock, he was in fairly 
good form.” 

“There has been a change for the worse, very sudden and rapid, and 
when the doctor got here he found diphtheritic symptoms. He ought to 
have been called, as I knew, in the morning, and the child oughtn’t to 
have been brought into the garden.” 

“My dear lady, he was very happy there,” I protested with horror. 

“He would be very happy anywhere. I’ve no doubt he’s very happy 
now, with his poor little temperature — !” She dropped her voice as her 
brother came in, and Mark let us know that as a matter of course Mrs. 
Ambient wouldn’t appear. It was true the boy had developed diphtheritic 
symptoms, but he was quiet for the present and his mother earnestly 
watching him. She was a perfect nurse, Mark said, and Mackintosh 
would come back at ten. Our dinner wasn’t very gay — with my host 
worried and absent; and his sister annoyed me by her constant tacit 
assumption, conveyed in the very way she nibbled her bread and sipped 
her wine, of having “told me so.” I had had no disposition to deny any- 
thing she might have told me, and I couldn’t see that her satisfaction 
in being justified by the event relieved her little nephew’s condition. 
The truth is that, as the sequel was to prove. Miss Ambient had some 
of the qualities of the sibyl and had therefore perhaps a right to the 
sibylline contortions. Her brother was so preoccupied that I felt my 
presence an indiscretion and waJ sorry I had promised to remain over 
the morrow. I put it to Mark that clearly I had best leave them in the 
tnorning; to which he replied that, on the contrary, if he was to pass 
'the next days in the fidgets my company would distract his attention. 
The fidgets had already begun for him, poor fellow; and as we sat in 
his "tudy with our cigars after dinner he wandered to the door whenever 
he heard the sound of the doctor’s wheels. Miss Ambient, who shared 
>^his apartment with us, gave me at such moments significant glances; 
she had before rejoining us gone upstairs to ask about the child. His 
ftiother and his nurse gave a fair report, but Miss Ambient found his 
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fever high and his symptoms very grave. The doctor came at ten o’clock^ 
and I went to bed after hearing from Mark that he saw no present cause 
for alarm. He had made every provision for the night and was to return 
early in the morning. 

1 quitted my room as eight struck the next day and when I came 
downstairs saw, through the open door of the house, Mrs. Ambient 
standing at the front gate of the grounds in colloquy with Mackintosh. 
She wore a white dressing-gown, but her shining hair was carefully 
tucked away in its net, and in the morning freshness, after a night of 
watching, she looked as much “the type of the lady” as her sister-in-law 
had described her. Her appearance, I suppose, ought to have reassured 
me; but I was still nervous and uneasy, so that I shrank from meeting 
her with the necessary challenge. None the less, however, was I im- 
patient to learn how the new day found him; and as Mrs. Ambient 
hadn’t seen me I passed into che grounds by a roundabout way and,, 
stopping at a further gate, hailed the doctor just as he was driving off. 
Mrs. Ambient had returned to the house before he got into his cart. 

“Pardon me, but as a friend of the family I should like very much to- 
hear about the little boy.” 

The stout sharp circumspect man looked at me from head to foot 
and then said: “I’m sorry to say I haven’t seen him.” 

“Haven’t seen him.?” 

“Mrs. Ambient came down to meet me as I alighted, and told me he 
was sleeping so soundly, after a restless night, that she didn’t wish him 
disturbed. I assured her I wouldn’t disturb him, but she said he was 
quite safe now and she could look after him herself.” 

“Thank you very much. Are you coming back.?” 

“No sir; I’ll be hanged if I come back!” cried the honest practitioner 
in high resentment. And the horse started as he settled beside his man. 

I wandered back into the garden, and five minutes later Miss Ambient 
came forth from the house to greet me. She explained that breakfast 
wouldn’t be served for some time and that she desired a moment herself 
with the doctor. I let her know that the good vexed man had come and 
departed, and I repeated to her what he had told me about his dismissal 
This made Miss Ambient very serious, very serious indeed, and she sank 
onto a bench, with dilated eyes, hugging her elbows with crossed arms. 
She indulged in many strange signs, she confessed herself immensely 
distressed, and she finally told me what her own last news of her nephew 
had been. She had sat up very late — ^after me, after Mark — ^and before 
going to bed had knocked at the door of the child’s room, opened to her 
hy the nurse. This good woman had admitted her and she had found 
him quiet, but flushed and “unnatural,” with his mother sitting by his 
bed. “She held his hand in one of hers,” said Miss Ambient, “and in 
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the other — what do you think? — the proof-sheets of Mark’s new book! 
She was reading them there intently; did you ever hear of anything so 
extraordinary? Such a very odd time to be reading an author whom she 
never could abide!” In her agitation Miss Ambient was guilty of this 
vulgarism of speech, and I was so impressed by her narrative that only 
in recalling her words later did I notice the lapse. Mrs. Ambient had 
looked up from her reading with her finger on her lips — I recognized 
the gesture she had addressed me in the afternoon — and, though the 
nurse was about to go to rest, had not encouraged her sister-in-law to 
relieve her of any part of her vigil. But certainly at that time the boy’s 
state was far from reassuring— his poor little breathing so painful; and 
what change could have taken place in him in those few hours that 
would justify Beatrice in denying Mackintosh access? This was the 
moral of Miss Ambient’s anecdote, the moral for herself at least. The 
moral for me, rather, was that it was a very singular time for Mrs. Am- 
bient to be going into a novelist she had never appreciated and who 
had simply happened to be recommended to her by a young American 
she disliked. I thought of her sitting there in the sick-chamber in the still 
hours of the night and after the nurse had left her, turning and turning 
those pages of genius and wrestling with their magical influence. 

I must be sparing of the minor facts and the later emotions of this 
sojourn — it lasted but a few hours longer — and devote but three words 
to my subsequent relations with Ambient. They lasted five years— till 
his death— and were full of interest, of satisfaction and, I may add, of 
sadness. The main thing to be said of these years is that I had a secret 
from him which I guarded to the end. I believe he never suspected it, 
though of this I’m not absolutely sure. If he had so much as an inkling 
the line he had taken, the line of absolute negation of the matter to 
himself, shows an immense effort of the will. I may at last lay bare my 
secret, giving it for what it is worth; now that the main sufferer has 
gone, that he has begun to be alluded to as one of the famous early dead 
and that his wife had ceased to survive him ; now too that Miss Ambient, 
whom I also saw at intervals during the time that followed, has, with 
her embroideries and her attitudes, her necromantic glances and strange 
intuitions, retired to a Sisterhood, where, as I am told, she is deeply 
immured and quite lost to the world. 

Mark came in to breakfast after this lady and I had for some time been 
seated there. He shook hands with me in silence, kissed my companion, 
opened his letters and newspapers and pretended to drink his coffee. 
But I took these movements for mechanical and was little surprised 
when he suddenly pushed away everything that was before him and, 
with/jnii head in his hands and his elbows on the table, sat staring 
strans^v at the cloth. 
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'‘What’s the matter, caro jratello mioV Miss Ambient quavered peep- 
ing from behind the urn. 

He answered nothing, but got up with a certain violence and strode 
to the window. We rose to our feet, his relative and I, by a common 
impulse, exchanging a glance of some alarm; and he continued to stare 
into the garden. “In heaven’s name what has got possession of Beatrice?” 
he cried at last, turning round on us a ravaged face. He looked from one 
of us to the other — the appeal was addressed to us alike. 

Miss Ambient gave a shrug. “My poor Mark, Beatrice is always — 
Beatrice!” 

“She has locked herself up with the boy — ^bolted and barred the door. 
She refuses to let me come near him!” he went on. 

“She refused to let Mackintosh see him an hour ago!” Miss Ambient 
promptly returned. 

“Refused to let Mackintosh see him? By heaven I’ll smash in the 
door!” And Mark brought his fist down upon the sideboard, which he 
hjd now approached, so that all the breakfast-service rang. 

I begged Miss Ambient to go up and try to have speech of her sister- 
in-law, and I drew Mark out into the garden. “You’re exceedingly nerv- 
ous, and Mrs. Ambient’s probably right,” I there undertook to plead. 
“Women know; women should be supreme in such a situation. Trust 
a mother — a devoted mother, my dear friend!” With such words as 
these I tried to soothe and comfort him, and, marvelous to relate, I suc- 
ceeded, with the help of many cigarettes, in making him walk about the 
garden and talk, or suffer me at least to do so for near an hour. When 
about that time had elapsed his sister reappeared, reaching us rapidly 
and with a convulsed face while she held her hand to her heart. 

“Go for the doctor, Mark — ^go for the doctor this moment!” 

“Is he dying? Has she killed him?” my poor friend cried, flinging 
away his cigarette. 

“I don’t know what she has done! But she’s frightened, and now she 
wants the doctor.” 

“He told me he’d be hanged if he came back!” I felt myself obliged 
to mention. 

“Precisely — therefore Mark himself must go for him, and not a mes- 
senger. You must see him and tell him it’s to save your child. The trap 
has been ordered — it’s ready.” 

“To save him? I’ll save him, please God!” Ambient cried, bounding 
with his great strides across the lawn. 

As soon as he had gone I felt I ought to have volunteered in his place, 
and I said as much to Miss Ambient; but she checked me by grasping 
inv arm while wc heard the wheels of the dog-cart rattle away from the 
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gate. “He’s off— he’s off— and now I can thinki To get him away— while 
I think — while I think!’’ 

“While you think of what, Miss Ambient?” 

“Of the unspeakable thing that has happened under this roof!” 

Her manner was habitually that of such a prophetess of ill that I at 
first allowed for some great extravagance. But I looked at her hard, and 
the next thing felt myself turn white. “Dolcino is dying then — he’s 
dead?” 

“It’s too late to save him. His mother has let him die! I tell you that 
because you’re sympathetic, because you’ve imagination,” Miss Ambient 
was good enough to add, interrupting my expression of horror. “That’s 
why you had the idea of making her read Mark’s new book!” 

“What has that to do with it? I don’t understand you. Your accusa- 
tion’s monstrous.” 

“I see it all — I’m not stupid,” she went on, heedless of my emphasis. 
“It was the book that finished her — ^it was that decided her!” 

“Decided her? Do you mean she has murdered her child?” I de- 
manded, trembling at my own words. 

“She sacrified him; she determined to do nothing to make him live. 
Why else did she lock herself in, why else did she turn away the doctor? 
The book gave her a horror; she determined to rescue him — to prevent 
him from every being touched. He had a crisis at two o’clock in the 
morning. I know that from the nurse, who had left her then, but whom, 
for a short time, she called back. The darling got much worse, but she 
insisted on the nurse’s going back to bed, and after that she was alone 
with him for hours.” 

“I listened with a dread that stayed my credence, while she stood there 
with her tearless glare. “Do you pretend then she has no pity, that she’s 
cruel and insane?” 

“She held him in her arms, she pressed him to her breast, not to see 
him; but she gave him no remedies; she did nothing the doctor ordered. 
Everything’s there untouched. She has had the honesty not even to throw 
the drugs away!” 

I dropped upon the nearest bench, overcome with my dismay — quite 
as much at Miss Ambient’s horrible insistence and distinctness as at the 
monstrous meaning of her words. Yet they came amazingly straight, 
and if they did have a sense I saw myself too woefully figure in it. Had 
I been then a proximate cause — ? “You’re a very strange woman and 
you say incredible things,” I could only reply. 

She had one of her tragic headshakes. “You think it necessary to pro- 
test, but you’re really quite ready to believe me. You’ve received an 
itnpres^on of my sister-in-law— you’ve guessed of what she’s capable.’* 

I don’t feel bound to say what concession on this score I made to Miss 
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Ambient, who went on to relate to me that within the last half-hour 
Beatrice had had a revulsion, that she was tremendously frightened at 
what she had done; that her fright itself betrayed her; and that she 
would now give heaven and earth to save the child. “Let us hope she 
willl” I said, looking at my watch and trying to time poor Ambient; 
whereupon my companion repeated all portentously “Let us hope so!” 
When I asked her if she herself could do nothing, and whether she 
oughtn’t to be with her sister-in-law, she replied: “You had better go 
and judge! She’s like a wounded tigress!” 

I never saw Mrs. Ambient till six months after this, and therefore 
can’t pretend to have verified the comparison. At the latter period she 
was again the type of the perfect lady. “She’ll treat him better after this,” 
I remember her sister-in-law’s saying in response to some quick out- 
burst, on my part, of compassion for her brother. Though I had been in 
the house but thirty-six hours this young lady had treated me with 
extraordinary confidence, and there was therefore a certain demand I 
might, as such an intimate, make of her. I extracted from her a pledge 
that she’d never say to her brother what she had just said to me, that 
she’d let him form his own theory of his wife’s conduct. She agreed with 
me that there was misery enough in the house without her contributing 
a new anguish, and that Mrs. Ambient’s proceedings might be explained, 
to her husband’s mind, by the extravagance of a jealous devotion. Poor 
Mark came back with the doctor much sooner than we could have 
hoped, but we knew five minutes afterwards that it was all too late. His 
sole, his adored little son was more exquisitely beautiful in death than 
he had been in life. Mrs. Ambient’s grief was frantic; she lost her head 
and said strange things. As for Mark’s— but I won’t speak of that. 
Basta, basta, as he used to say. Miss Ambient kept her secret— I’ve al- 
ready had occasion to say that she had her good points— but it rankled 
in her conscience like a guilty participation and, I imagine, had some- 
thing to do with her ultimately retiring from the world. And, apropos 
of consciences, the reader is now in a position to judge of my compunc- 
tion for my effort to convert my cold hostess. I ought to mention that 
the death of her child in some degree converted her. When the new 
book came out (it was long delayed) she read it over as a whole, 4^d 
her husband told me that during the few supreme weeks before her 
death— she failed rapidly after losing her son, sank into a consumptk)n 
and faded away at Mentone— she even dipped into the black “Bcltraffio.” 


:il 



BrerKahbii, Brer Fox, and the 
Tar Baby 

(an uncle REMUS STORY) 

BY JOEL CHANDLER HARRIS 

One evening recently, the lady 
whom Uncle Remus calls “Miss Sally” missed her little seven-year-old 
boy. Making search for him through the house and through the yard, 
she heard the sound of voices in the old man’s cabin, and, looking 
through the window, saw the child sitting by Uncle Remus. His head 
rested against the old man’s arm, and he was gazing with an expression 
of the most intense interest into the rough, weather-beaten face, that 
beamed so kindly upon him. This is what “Miss Sally” heard: 

“Bimeby, one day, arter Brer Fox bin doin’ all dat he could fer ter 
ketch Brer Rabbit, en Brer Rabbit bin doin’ all he could fer to keep ’im 
fum it. Brer Fox say to hissc’f dat he’d put up a game on Brer Rabbit, 
en he ain’t mo’n got dc wuds out’n his mouf twel Brer Rabbit come a 
lopin’ up de big road, lookin’ des ez plump, en ez fat, en ez sassy ez 
a Moggin boss in a barley-patch. 

* ‘Hoi’ on dar, Brer Rabbit,’ sez Brer Fox, sezee. 

“ ‘I ain’t got time, Brer Fox,’ sez Brer Rabbit, sezee, sorter mendin’ 
his licks. 

“ ‘I wanter have some confab wid you, Brer Rabbit,’ sez Brer Fox, 
sezee. 

“ ‘All right, Brer Fox, but you better holler fum whar you stan’. I’m 
monstus full er fleas dis mawnin’,’ sez Brer Rabbit, sezee. 

“ ‘I seed Brer B’ar yistiddy,’ sez Brer F<«, sezee, ‘en he sorter rake me 
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over de coals kaze you en me ain’t make frens en live naberly, cn I told 
’im dat I’d see you.’ 

“Den Brer Rabbit scratch one year wid his off hinefoot sorter jub’usly, 
cn den he ups en sez, sezee: 

“ ‘All a settin’, Brer Fox. Spose’n you drap roun* ter-morrer en take 
dinner wid me. We ain’t got no great doin’s at Dur house, but I speck 
de old ’oman en de chilluns kin sorter scramble roun’ en git up sump’n 
fer ter stay yo’ stummuck.’ 

“ ‘I’m ’gree’ble, Brer Rabbit,’ sez Brer Fox, sezee. 

“ ‘Den I’ll ’pen’ on you,’ sez Brer Rabbit, sezee. 

“Nex’ day, Mr. Rabbit an’ Miss Rabbit got up soon, ’fo’ day, en raided 
on a gyarden like Miss Sally’s out dar, en got some cabbiges, en some 
roas’n years, en some sparrer-grass, en dey fix up a smashin’ dinner. 
Bimeby one er de little Rabbits, playin’ out in de backyard, come runnin’ 
in hollerin’, ‘Oh, ma! oh, ma! I seed Mr. Fox a cornin’!’ En den Brer 
Rabbit he tuck de chilluns by der years cn make um set down, en den 
him and Miss Rabbit sorter dally roun’ waitin’ for Brer Fox. En dey 
keep on waitin’, but no Brer Fox ain’t come. Atter ’while Brer Rabbit 
goes to de do’, easy like, en peep out, ep dar, stickin’ fum behime dc 
cornder, wuz de tip-een’ er Brer Fox tail. Den Brer Rabbit shot de do* 
cn sot down, cn put his paws behime his years en begin fer ter sing: 

“ ‘De Place wharbouts you spill de grease, 

Right dar youer boun’ ter slide. 

An’ whar you fine a bunch er ha’r. 

You’ll sholy fine de hide.’ 

“Nex’ day. Brer Fox sont word by Mr. Mink, cn skuzc hissc’f kaze he 
wuz too sick fer ter come, en he ax Brer Rabbit fer to come en take 
dinner wid him, cn Brer Rabbit say he wuz grce’blc. 

“Bimeby, w’en de shadders wuz at der shortes’, Brer Rabbit he sorter 
brush up en santcr down ter Brer Fox’s house, cn w’en he got dar, he 
hear somebody groanin’, cn he look in dc do’ cn dar he see Brer Fox 
settin’ up in a rockin’ cheer all wrop up wid flannil, cn he look mighty 
weak. Brer Rabbit look all ’roun’, he did, but he ain’t see no dinner, 
De dish-pan wuz settin’ on dc table, en close by wuz a kyarvin* knife. , 

“‘Look like you gwineter have chicken fer dinner, Brer Fox,’ sea 
Brer Rabbit, sezee. 

“ ‘Yes, Brer Rabbit, deyer nice, cn fresh, en tender,’ sez Brer Fox, sezee. 

“Den Brer Rabbit sorter pull his mustarsh, en say: ‘You ain’t got no 
calamus root, is you. Brer Fox? I done got so now dat I can’t cat no 
chicken ’ceppin she’s seasoned up wid calamus root.’ En wid dat Brer 
Rabbit lipt out er de do’ and dodge ’mong dc bushes, en sot dar watchin’ 
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£er Brer Fox; cn he ain’t watch long, nudder, kaze Brer Fox flung off 
de flannil cn cropc out er de house en got whar he could cloze in on 
Brer Rabbit, en bimeby Brer Rabbit holier out: ‘Oh, Brer FoxI I’ll des 
put yo’ calamus root out yer on dish yer stump. Better come git it while 
hit’s fresh,’ and wid dat Brer Rabbit gallop off home. En Brer Fox ain’t 
never kotch ’im yet, cn w’at’s mo*, honey, he ain’t gwineter.” 

“Didn’t the fox never catch the rabbit, Uncle Remus?” asked the litde 
boy the next evening. 

“He come mighty nigh it’ honey, sho’s you born— Brer Fox did. One 
day attcr Brer Rabbit fool ’im wid dat calamus root. Brer Fox went ter 
wuk cn got ’im some tar, cn mix it wid some turkentime, cn fix up a 
contrapshun wat he call a Tar-Baby, cn he tuck dish yer Tar-Baby en 
he sot ’er in de big road, en den he lay off in de bushes fer to see wat 
de news wuz gwineter be. En he didn’t hatter wait long, nudder, kaze 
bimeby here come Brer Rabbit pacin’ down de road — lippity-clippity, 
clippity-lippity — dez cz sassy ez a jay-bird. Brer Fox, he lay low. Brer 
Rabbit come prancin’ ’long twel he spy de Tar-Baby, en den he fotch 
up on his behime legs like he wuz ’stonished. De Tar-Baby, she sot dar, 
she did, cn Brer Fox, he lay low. 

“ Mawnin’!’ sez Brer Rabbit, sezee — ‘nice wedder dis mawnin’,* sezee. 

“Tar-Baby ain’t sayin’ nothin’, cn Brer Fox, he lay low. 

“ How duz yo’ sym’tums seem ter segashuate?’ sez Brer Rabbit, sezee, 

“Brer Fox, he wink his eye slow, en lay low, en de Tar-Baby, she ain’t 
sayin’ nothin’. 

“ ‘How you come on, den? Is you deaf?’ sez Brer Rabbit, sezee. ‘Kaze 
if you is, I kin holler louder,’ sezee. 

“Tar-Baby stay still, en Brer Fox, he lay low. 

“ ‘Youer stuck up, dat’s w’at you is,’ says Brer Rabbit, sezee, ‘cn I’m 
gwineter kyorc you, dat’s w’at I’m a gwineter do,’ sezee. 

“Brer Fox, he sorter chuckle in his stummuck, he did, but Tar -Baby 
ain’t sayin’ nothin’. 

“ ‘I’m gwineter larn you howter talk ter ’specttubblc fokes ef hit’s de 
ias’ ack,’ sez Brer Rabbit, sezee. ‘Ef you don’t take off dat hat cn tell me 
howdy. I’m gwineter bus’ you wide open,* sezee. 

“Tar-Baby stay still, en Brer Fox, he lay low. 

“Brer Rabbit keep on axin’ ’im, en de Tar-Baby, she keep on sayin’ 
nothin’, twel present’y Brer Rabbit draw back wid his fis’, he did, en 
blip he tuck ’er side er de head. Right dar’s whar he broke his mcrlasses 
jug. His fis’ stuck, cn he can’t pull loose. De tar hilt ’im. But Tar-Baby, 
she stay still, cn Brer Fox, he lay low. 

“ ‘Ef you don’t Icmmc loose, I’ll knock you agin,’ sez Brer Rabbit, 
sezee, cn wid dat he fotch ’er a wipe wid de udder han’, cn dat stuck. 
Tar-feby, she ain’t sayin’ nothin’, cn Brer Fox, he lay low. 
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“ ‘Tu’n me loose, fo’ I kick de natal stuffin’ outen you,’ sez Brer Rabbit, 
sezee, but de Tar-Baby, she ain’t sa.yin’ nothin’. She des hilt on, en den 
Brer Rabbit lose de use er his feet in de same way. Brer Fox, he lay low, 
Den Brer Rabbit squall out dat ef de Tar-Baby don’t tu’n ’im loose h« 
butt’er cranksided. En den he butted, en his head got stuck. Den Bret 
Fox, he sa’ntered fort’, lookin’ des ez innercent ez one er yo’ mammy’s 
mockin’-birds. 

“ ‘Howdy, Brer Rabbit,’ sez Brer Fox, sezee. ‘You look sorter stuck 
up dis mawnin’,’ sezee, en den he rolled on de groun’, en laughed en 
laughed twel he couldn’t laugh no mo’. ‘I speck you’ll take dinner wid 
me dis time. Brer Rabbit. I done laid in some calamus root, en I ain’t 
gwineter take no skuse,’ sez Brer Fox, sezee.” 

Here Uncle Remus paused, and drew a two-pound yam out of the 
ashes. 

“Did the fox eat the rabbit?” asked the litde boy to whom the story 
had been told. 

“Dat’s all de fur de tale goes,” replied the old man. “He mout, en den 
agin he moutent, Some say Jedge B’ar come 'long en loosed ’im— some 
say he didn’t. I hear Miss Sally callin’. You better run long.” 
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The Courting of Sister Wishy 

BY SARAH ORNE JEWETT 


A 

Jl \.LL the morning there had 
been an increasing temptation to take an outdoor holiday, and early in 
the afternoon the temptation outgrew my power of resistance. A far 
away pasture on the long southwestern slope of a high hill was persist- 
ently present to my mind, yet there seemed to be no particular reason 
why I should think of it. I was not sure that I wanted anything from 
the pasture, and there was no sign, except the temptation, that the 
pasture wanted anything of me. But I was on the farther side of as 
many as three fences before I stopped to think again where I was go- 
ing, and why. 

There is no use in trying to tell another person about that afternoon 
unless he distinctly remembers weather exactly like it. No number of 
details concerning an Arctic ice blockade will give a single shiver to a 
child of the tropics. This was one of those perfect New England days in 
late summer, when the spirit of autumn takes a first stealthy flight, like 
a spy, through the ripening countryside, and, with feigned sympathy 
for those who droop with August heat, puts her cool cloak of bracing 
air about leaf and flower and human shoulders. Every living thing 
grows suddenly cheerful and strong; it is only when you catch sight 
of a horror-stricken little maple in swampy soil — a little maple that has 
second-sight and fore-knowledge of coming disaster to her race — only 
then does a distrust of autumn’s friendliness dim your joyful satisfac- 
tion. 

In the midwinter there is always a day when one has the first foretaste 
of spring; in late August there is a morning when the air is for the first 
time autumn-like. Perhaps it is a hint to the squirrels to get in their first 
supplies for the winter hoards, or a reminder that summer will soon 
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end, and everybody had better make the most of it. We are always look- 
ing forward to the passing and ending of winter, but when summer is 
here it seems as if summer must always last. As I went across the fields 
chat day, I found myself half lamenting that the world must fade again, 
even that the best of her budding and bloom was only a preparation for 
another springtime, for an awakening beyond the coming winter’s 
Jeep. 

The sun was slightly veiled; there was a chattering group of birds, 
which had gathered for a conference about their early migration. Yet, 
oddly enough, I heard the voice of a belated bobolink, and presently 
saw him rise from the grass and hover leisurely, while he sang a brief 
tune. He was much behind time if he were still a housekeeper; but as 
for the other birds who listened, they cared only for their own notes. 
An old crow went sagging by, and gave a croak at his despised neighbor, 
just as a black reviewer croaked at Keats — so hard it is to be just to one’s 
contemporaries. The bobolink was indeed singing out of season, and it 
was impossible to say whether he really belonged most to this summer 
or to the next. He might have been delayed on his northward journey; 
at any rate, he had a light heart now, to judge from his song, and I 
wished that I could ask him a few questions — how he liked being the 
last man among the bobolinks, and where he had taken singing lessons 
in the South. 

Presently I left the lower fields, and took a path that led higher, where 
I could look beyond the village to the northern country mountainward. 
Here the sweet fern grew thick and fragrant, and I also found myself 
heedlessly treading on pennyroyal. Nearby, in a field corner, I long ago 
made a most comfortable seat by putting a stray piece of board and bit 
of rail across the angle of the fences. I have spent many a delightful 
hour there, in the shade and shelter of a young pitch pine and a wild 
cherry tree, with a lovely outlook toward the village, just far enough 
away beyond the green slopes and tall elms of the lower meadows. But 
that day I still had the feeling of being outward bound, and did not 
turn aside nor linger. The high pasture land grew more and more 
enticing. 

1 stopped to pick some blackberries that twinkled at me like beads 
among their dry vines, and two or three yellowbirds fluttered up from 
the leaves of a thistle and then came back again, as if they had compla- 
cently discovered that I was only an overgrown yellowbird, in strange 
disguise but perfectly harmless. They made me feel as if I were an in- 
truder, though they did not offer to peck at me, and we parted company 
very soon. It was good to stand at last on the great shoulder of the hill. 
The wind was coming in from the sea, there was a fine fragrance from 
the pines, and the air grew sweeter every mnmcnL I took new pleasure 
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in the thought that in a piece of wild pasture land like this one may 
get closest to Nature, and subsist upon what she gives of her own free 
will. There have been no drudging, heavy-shod ploughmen to overturn 
the soil, and vex it into yielding artificial crops. Here one has to take 
just what Nature is pleased to give, whether one is a yellowbird or a 
human being. It is very good entertainment for a summer wayfarer, and 
I am asking my reader now to share the winter provision which I har- 
vested that day. Let us hope that the small birds are also faring well after 
their fashion, but I give them an anxious thought while the snow goes 
hurrying in long waves across the buried fields, this windy winter night. 

I next went farther down the hill, and got a drink of fresh cool water 
from the brook, and pulled a tender sheaf of sweet flag beside it. The 
mossy old fence just beyond was the last barrier between me and the 
pasture which had sent an invisible messenger earlier in the day, but I 
saw that somebody else had come first to the rendezvous; there was a 
brown gingham cape-bonnet and a sprigged shoulder-shawl bobbing up 
and down, a little way off among the junipers. I had taken such uncom- 
mon pleasure in being alone that I instantly felt a sense of disappoint- 
ment; then a warm glow of pleasant satisfaction rebuked my selfish- 
ness, This could be no one but dear old Mrs. Goodsoc, the friend of my 
childhood and fond dependence of my maturer yedrs. I had not seen 
her for many weeks, but here she was, out on one of her famous cam- 
paigns for herbs, or perhaps just returning from a blueberry ing expedi- 
tion. I approached with care, so as not to startle the gingham bonnet; but 
she heard the rustle of the bushes against my dress, and looked up 
quickly, as she knelt, bending over the turf. In that position she was 
hardly taller than the luxuriant junipers themselves. 

“Pm a-gittin* in my mulleins,” she said briskly, “an* I’ve been thinking 
o* you these twcjuy times since I come out o’ the house. I begun to be- 
lieve you must ha’ forgot me at last.” 

“I have been away from home,” I explained. “Why don’t you get in 
your pennyroyal too? There’s a great plantation of it beyond the next 
fence but one.” 

“Pennyr’yal!” repeated the dear little old woman, with an air of 
compassion for inferior knowledge; “’tain’t the right time, darlin’. 
Pcnnyr’yal’s too rank now. But for mulleins this day is prime. I’ve got 
a dread^ graspin’ fit for ’em this year; seems if I must be goin’ to need 
^em citry. I feel like the squirrels must when they know a hard winter’s 
cornin’.” And Mrs. Goodsoe bent over her work again, while I stood 
by and watched her carefully cut the best full-grown leaves with a 
clumsy pair of scissors, which might have served through at least half 
a ettituty of herb-gathering. They were fastened to her apron strings 
by a long piece of list. 
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“rm going to take my jack-knife and help you,” I suggested, with 
some fear of refusal. “I just passed a flourishing family of six or seven 
heads that must have been growing on purpose for you.” 

“Now be keerful, dear heart,” was the anxious response; “choose ’em 
well. There’s odds in mulleins same’s there is in angels. Take a plant 
that’s all run up to stalk, and there ain’t but little goodness in the leaves. 
This one I’m at now must ha’ been stepped on by some creator and 
blighted of its bloom, and the leaves is han’some! When I was small 
I used to have a notion that Adam an’ Eve must ha’ took mulleins fer 
their winter wear. Ain’t they just like flannel, for all the world? I’ve 
had experience, and I know there’s plenty of sickness might be saved 
to folks if they’d quit horse-radish and such fiery, exasperating things, 
and use mullein drarves in proper season. Now I shall spread these an’ 
dry ’em nice on my spare floor in the garrit, an’ come to steam ’em 
for use along in the winter there’ll be the valley of the whole summer’s 
goodness in ’em, sartin.” And she snipped away with the dull scissors 
while I listened respectfully, and took great pains to have my part of 
the harvest present a good appearance. 

“This is most too dry a head,” she added presently, a little out of 
breath. “There! I can tell you there’s win’rows o’ young doctors, bilin’ 
over with book-lamin’, that is truly ignorant of what to do for the sick, 
or how to p’int out those paths that well people foller toward sickness. 
Book-fools I call ’em, them young men, an’ some on ’em never’ll live to 
know much better, if they git to be Methuselahs. In my time every 
middle-aged woman who had brought up a family had some proper 
ideas of dealin’ with complaints. I won’t say but there was some fools 
amongst them, but I’d rather take my chances, unless they’d forsook 
herbs and gone to dealin* with patent stuff. Now my mother really did 
sense the use of herbs and roots. I never see anybody that come up to 
her. She was a mcek-looking woman, but very understandin’, mother 
was.” 

“Then that’s where you learned so much yourself, Mrs. Goodsoe,” 
I ventured to say. 

“Bless your heart, I don’t hold a candle to her; *tis but little I can 
recall of what she used to say. No, her lamin’ died with her,” said my 
friend, in a self-deprecating tone. “Why, there was as many as twenty 
kinds of roots alone that she used to keep by her, that I forgot the use of; 
an* I’m sure I shouldn’t know where to find the most of ’em, any. There 
was an herb ” — airb she called it — ^“an herb called Pennsylvany; and she 
used to think everything of nobleliver-wort, but I never could seem 
to get the right effects from it, as she could. Though I don’t know as she 
ever really did use masterwort where somethin’ else wouldn’t ha’ served* 
She had a cousin married out in Pennsylvany that used to take pains tr« 
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get it to her every year or two, and so she felt ’twas important to have 
it. Some set more by such things as come from a distance, but I rec’lect 
mother always used to maintain that folks was meant to be doctored 
with the stuff that grew right about ’em; ’twas sufHcient, an’ so ordered. 
That was before the whole population took to livin’ on wheels, the way 
they do now. ’Twas never my idee that we was meant to know what’s 
goin’ on all over the world to once. There’s goin’ to be some sort of a 
set-back one o’ these days, with these telegraphs an ’things, an’ letters 
cornin’ every hand’s turn, and folks leavin’ their proper work to answer 
Vm. I may not live to see it. ’Twas allowed to be difficult for folks to 
git about in old times, or to git word across the country, and they stood 
in their lot an’ place, and weren’t all just alike, either, same as pine-spills.” 

We were kneeling side by side now, as if in penitence for the march 
of progress, but we laughed as we turned to look at each other. 

“Do you think it did much good when everybody brewed a cracked 
quart mug of herb-tea?” I asked, walking away on my knees to a new 
mullein. 

“I’ve alv/ays lifted my voice against the practice, far’s I could,” de- 
clared Mrs. Goodsoe; an’ I won’t deal out none o’ the herbs I save for 
no such nonsense. There was three houses along our road — I call no 
lames — where you couldn’t go into the livin’ room without findin’ a 
mess o’ herb-tea drorin’ on the stove or side o’ the fireplace, winter or 
summer, sick or well. One was thoroughwut, one would be camomile, 
and the other, like as not, yellow dock; but they all used to put in a little 
new rum to git out the goodness, or keep it from spilin’.” (Mrs. Good- 
soc favored me with a knowing smile.) “Land, how mother used to 
laugh! But, poor creatures, they had to work hard, and I guess it never 
done ’em a mite o’ harm; they was all good herbs. I wish you could hear 
the quawkin’ there used to be when they was indulged with a real case 
o’ sickness. Everybody would collect from far an’ near; you’d see ’em 
coming along the road and across the pastures then; everybody clamorin’ 
that nothin’ would do no kind o’ good but her choice o* teas or drarves 
to the feet. I wondei there was a babe lived to grow up in the whole 
lower part o’ the town; an’ if nothin’ else ’peared to ail ’em, word was 
passed about that ’twas likely Mis’ So-and-So’s last young one was goin’ 
to be foolish. Land, how they’d gather! I know one day the doctor come 
to Widder Peck’s and the house was crammed so’t he could sccrcely gk 
inside the door; and he says, just as polite, ‘Do send for some of the 
neighbors!’ as if there wa’n’t a soul to turn to, right or left. You’d ougji^ 
to seen ’em begin to scatter.” 

“But don’t you think the cars and telegraphs have given people more 
to interest them. Mrs. Goodsoe? Don’t you believe people’s lives were 
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narrower then, and more taken up with little things?” I asked, unwisely- 
being a product of modern times. 

“Not one mite, dear,” said my companion stoutly. “There was as big 
thoughts then as there is now; these times was born o* them. The dif- 
ference is in folks themselves; but now, instead o’ doin’ their own house- 
keepin’ and watchin’ their own neighbors — though that was carried to 
excess — they git word that a niece’s child is ailin’ the other side o’ 
Massachusetts, and they drop everything and git on their best clothes, 
and off they jiggit in the cars. ’Tis a bad sign when folks wear out their 
best clothes faster *n they do their everyday ones. The other side o’ 
Massachusetts has got to look after itself by rights. An’ besides that, 
Sunday-keepin’s all gone out o’ fashion. Some lays it to one thing an’ 
some another, but some o’ them old ministers that folks are all a-sighin’ 
for did preach a lot o’ stoff that wa’n’t nothin’ but chaff; ’twa’n’t the 
word o’ God out o’ either Old Testament or New. But everybody went 
to meetin’ and heard it, and come home, and was set to fightin' with 
their next dcor neighbor over it. Now J’m a believer, and I try to live a 
Christian life, but I’d as soon hear a surveyor’s book read out, figgers an* 
all, as try to get any simple truth out o’ most sermons. It’s them as is 
most to blame.” 

“What was the matter that day at Widow Peck’s?” I hastened to 
ask, for I knew by experience that the good, clear minded soul beside me 
was apt to grow unduly vexed and distressed when she contemplated 
the state of religious teaching. 

“Why, there wa’n’t nothin’ the matter, only a gal o’ Miss Peck’s 
had met with a dis’pintment and had gone into screechin’ fits. ’Twas 
a rovin’ creator that had come along hayin’ time, and he’d gone off an* 
forsook her betwixt two days; nobody ever knew what become of him. 
Them Pecks was ‘Good Lord, anybody!’ kind o’ gals, an took up with 
whoever they could get. One of ’em married Heron, the Irishman; they 
lived in that little house that was burnt this summer, over on the edge 
0’ the plains. He was a good-hearted creatur, with a laughin’ eye and a 
clever word for everybody. He was the first Irishman that ever came 
this way, and we was all for gettin’ a look at him, when he first used 
to go by. Mother’s folks was what they call Scotch-Irish, though; there 
Was an old race of ’em settled about here. They could foretell events, 
some on ’em, and had second-sight. I know folks used to say mother’s 
grandmother had them gifts, but mother was never free to speak about 
It to us. She remembered her well, too.” 

“I suppose that you mean old Jim Heron, who was such a famous 
fiddler?” I asked with great interest, for I am always delighted to know 
tnore about that rustic hero, parochial Orpheus that he must have been! 

“Now, dear heart, I suppose yon don’t remember him, do you?” 
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replied Mrs. Goodsoe, earnestly. “Fiddle! He’d about break your lieart 
with them tunes of his, or else set your heels fly in’ up the floor in a jig, 
though you was minister o* the First Parish and all wound up for a 
funeral prayer. I tell ye there win’t no tunes sounds like them used to. 
It used to seem to me summer nights when I was cornin’ along the 
plains road, and he set by the window playin’, as if there was a be- 
witched human creatur in that old red fiddle o’ his. He could make it 
sound just like a woman’s voice tellin’ somethin’ over and over, as if 
folks could help her out o’ her sorrows if she could only make ’em 
understand. I’ve set by the stone wall and cried as if my heart was 
broke, and dear knows it wa’n’t in them days. How he would twirl off 
them jigs and dance tunes! He used to make somethin’ han’some out of 
’em in fall an* winter, playin' at huskins and dancin’ parties; but he 
was unstiddy by spells, as he got along in years, and never knew what 
it was to be forehanded. Everybody felt bad when he died; you couldn’t 
help likin’ the creatur. He’d got the gift — that’s all you could say about 
it. 

“There was a Mis* Jerry Foss, that lived over by the brook bridge, 
on the plains road, that had lost her husband early, and was left with 
three child’n. She set the world by ’em, and was a real pleasant, am- 
bitious little woman, and was workin’ on as best she could with that 
little farm, when there come a rage o’ scarlet fever, and her boy and 
two girls was swept off and laid dead within the same week. Everyone 
o’ the neighbors did what they could, but she’d had no sleep since they 
was taken sick, and after the funeral she set there just like a piece o’ 
marble, and would only shake her head when you spoke to her. They 
all thought her reason would go; and ’twould certain, if she couldn’t 
have shed tears. An’ one o’ the neighbors — ’twas like mother’s sense, 
but it might have been somebody else — spoke o’ Jim Heron. Mother 
an’ one or two o’ the women that knew her best was in the house with 
her. *T was right in the edge o’ the woods and some of us younger ones 
was over by the wall on the other side of the road where there was a 
couple of old willows — I remember just how the brook damp felt— 
and we kept quiet’s we could, and some other folks come along down 
the road, and stood waitin’ on the little bridge, hopin’ somebody’d come 
out, I suppose, and they’d git news. Everybody was wrought up, and 
felt a good deal for her, you know. By an’ by Jim Heron come stealin’ 
right out o’ the shadows an’ set down on the doorstep, an’ ’twas a good 
while before we heard a sound; then, oh, dear me! ’twas what the whole 
neighborhood felt for that mother all spoke in the notes, an* they told 
me afterwards that Mis’ Foss’s face changed in a minute, and she come 
right over an’ got into my mother’s lap — ^she was a little woman — an* 
laid her head down, and there she cried herself into a blessed sleep. 
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After awhile one o’ the other women stole out an* told the folks, and 
we all went home. He only played that one tune. 

“But there!” resumed Mrs. Goodsoe, after a silence, during which 
my eyes were filled with tears. “His wife always complained that the 
fiddle made her nervous. She never ’peared to think nothin’ o’ poor 
Heron after she’d once got him.” 

“That’s often the way,” I said, with harsh cynicism, though I had 
no guilty person in my mind at the moment; and we went straying off, 
not very far apart, up through the pasture. Mrs. Goodsoe cautioned me 
that we must not get so far off that we could not get back the same day. 
The sunshine began to feel very hot on our backs, and we both turned 
toward the shade. We had already collected a large bundle of mullein 
leaves, which were carefully laid into a clean, calico apron, held together 
by the four corners, and proudly carried by me, though my companion 
regarded them with anxious eyes. We sat down together at the edge of 
the pine woods, and Mrs. Goodsoe proceeded to fan herself with her 
limp cape-bonnet. 

“I declare, how hot it is! The east wind’s all gone again,” she said. 
“It felt so cool this forenoon that I overburdened myself with as thick 
a petticoat as any I’ve got. I’m despri’t afeared of having a chill, now 
that I ain’t so young as once. I hate to be housed up.” 

“It’s only August, after all,” I assured her unnecessarily, confirminjj 
my statement by taking two peaches out of my pocket, and laying them 
side by side on the brown pine needles between us. 

“Dear sakes alive!” exclaimed the old lady, with evident pleasure. 
“Where did you get them, now? Doesn’t anything taste twice better 
out-o’-doors ? I ain’t had such a peach for years. Do le’s keep the stones, 
an’ I’ll plant ’em; it only takes four years for a peach pit to come to 
bearing, an’ I guess I’m good for four years, ’thout I meet with some 
accident.” 

I could not help agreeing, or taking a fond look at the thin little figure, 
and her wrinkled brown face and kind, twinkling eyes. She looked as if 
she had properly dried herself, by mistake, with some of her mullein 
leaves, and was likely to keep her goodness, and to last the longer in 
consequence. There never was a truer, simple-hearted soul made out of 
the old-fashioned country dust than Mrs. Goodsoe. I thought, as I looked 
away from her across the wide country, that nobody was left in any of 
the farmhouses so original, so full of rural wisdom and reminiscence, ao 
really able and dependable, as she. And nobody had made better use of 
her time in a world foolish enough to sometimes undervalue medicinal 
herbs. 

When we had eaten our peaches we still sat under the pines, and I 
Was not without pride when I had poked about in the ground with a 
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little twig, and displayed to my crony a long fine root, bright yellow to 
the eye, and a wholesome bitter to the taste. 

“Yis, dear, goldthread,” she assented indulgently. “Seems to me there’s 
more of it than anything except grass an’ hard-tack. Good for canker, 
but no better than two or three other things I can call to mind; but I 
always lay in a good wisp of it, for old times’ sake. Now, I want to know 
why you should ha’ bit it, and took away all the taste o’ your nice peach ? 
I was just thinkin’ what a han’some entertainment we’ve had. I’ve got 
so I ’sociatc certain things with certain folks, and goldthread was some- 
thin’ Lizy Wisby couldn’t keep house without, no ways whatever. I 
believe she took so much it kind o’ puckered her disposition.” 

“Lizy Wisby?” I repeated inquiringly. 

“You knew her, if ever, by the name of Mis’ Deacon Brimblecom,” 
answered my friend, as if this were only a brief preface to further infor- 
mation, so I waited with respectful expectation. Mrs. Goodsoe had 
grown tired out in the sun, and a good story would be an excuse for 
sufficient rest. It was a most lovely place where wc sat, halfway up the 
long hillside; for my part, I was perfectly contented and happy. “You’ve 
often heard of Deacon Brimblecom?” she asked, as if a great deal de- 
pended upon his being properly introduced. 

“I remember him,” said I. “They called him Deacon Brimfull, you 
know, and he used to go about with a witch-hazel branch to show people 
where to dig wells.” 

“That’s the one,” said Mrs. Goodsoe, laughing. “I didn’t know’s you 
could go so far back. I’m always divided between whether you can 
remember everything I can, or arc only a babe in arms.” 

“I have a dim recollection of there being something strange about their 
marriage,” I suggested, after a pause, which began to appear dangerous. 
I was so much afraid the subject would be changed. 

“I can tell you all about it,” I was quickly answered. “Deacon 
Brimblecom was very pious accordin’ to his lights in his early years. He 
lived way back in the country then, and there come a rovin’ preacher 
along, and set everybody up that way all by the ears. I’ve heard the old 
folks talk it over, but I forget most of bis doctrine, except some of his 
followers was persuaded they could dwell among the angels while yet 
on airth, and this Deacon Brimfull, as you call him, felt sure he was 
called by the voice of a spirit bride. So he left a good, deservin’ wife he 
had, an’ four children, and built him a new house over to the other side 
of the land he’d had from his father. They didn’t take much pains with 
the buildin’, because they expected to be translated before long, and 
then the spirit brides and them folks was goin’ to appear and divide up 
the airth amongst ’em, and the world’s folks and on-believers was goin’ 
to serve ’em or be sent to torments. They had meetin’s about in the 
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schoolhouses, an’ all sorts o’ goin’s on; some on ’em went crazy, but the 
deacon held on to what wits he had, an’ by an’ by the spirit bride didn’t 
turn out to be much of a housekeeper, an’ he had always been used to 
good livin’, so he sneaked home ag’in. One o’ mother’s sisters married 
up to Ash Hill, where it all took place; that’s how I come to have the 
particulars.” 

“Then how did he come to find his Eliza Wisby?” I inquired. “E>o 
tell me the whole story; you’ve got mullein leaves enough.” 

“There’s all yisterday’s at home, if I haven’t,” replied Mrs. Goodsoc. 
“The way he come a-courtin’ o’ Sister Wisby was this: she went 
a-courtin’ o’ him. 

“There was a spell he lived to home, and then his poor wife died, and 
he had a spirit bride in good earnest, an’ the child’n was placed about 
with his folks and hers, for they was both out o’ good families; and I 
don’t know what come over him, but he had another pious fit that looked 
for all the world like the real thing. He hadn’t no family cares, and he 
lived with his brother’s folks, and turned his land in with theirs. He used 
to travel to every meetin’ an’ conference that was within reach of his 
old sorrel boss’s feeble legs; he j’ined the Christian Baptists that was just 
in their early prime, and he was a great exhorter, and got to be called 
deacon, though I guess he wa’n’t deacon, ’less it was for a spare hand 
when deacon times was scercer’n usual. An’ one time there was a four- 
days’ protracted meetin’ to the church in the lower part of the town. 
Tvvas a real solemn time; somethin’ more’n usual was goin’ forward, 
an’ they collected from the whole country round. Women folks liked it, 
an’ the men too; it give ’em a change, an* they was quartered round 
free, same as conference folks now. Some on ’em, for a joke, sent Silas 
hrimblecom up to Lizy Wisby’s, though she’d give out she couldn’t 
accommodate nobody, because of expectin’ her cousin’s folks. Everybody 
knew ’twas a lie; she was amazin’ close considerin’ she had plenty to do 
with. There was a streak that wa’n’t just right somewheres in Lizy’s wits, 
I always thought. She was very kind in case o’ sickness, I’ll say that 
for her. 

“You know where the house is, over there on what they call Windy 
Hill? There the deacon went, all unsuspectin’, and ’stead o’ Lizy’s 
resentin’ of him she put in her own boss, and they come back together 
to evenin’ meetin’. She was prominent among the sect herself, an’ he 
bawled and talked, and she bawled and talked, an* took up more’n the 
time allotted in the exercises, just as if they was showin’ off to each what 
they was able to do at expoundin’. Everybody was laughin’ at ’em after 
the meetin’ broke up, and that next day an’ the next, an’ all through, they 
vvas constant, and seemed to be havin’ a beautiful occasion. Lizy had 
always give out she scorned the men, but when she got a chance at a oar- 
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ticular one ’twas altogether different, and the deacon seemed to please 
her somehow or ’nother, and— There! you don’t want to listen to this 
old stuff that’s past an* gone?” 

*‘Oh, yes, I do,” said I. 

“I run on like a clock that’s onset her striking hand,” said Mrs. Good- 
soc mildly. “Sometimes my kitchen timepiece goes on half the forenoon, 
and I says to myself the day before yisterday I would let it be a warnin’, 
and keep it in mind for a check on my own speech. The next news that 
was heard was that the deacon an’ Lizy — ^wcll, opinions differed which 
of ’em had spoke first, but them fools settled it before the protracted 
rncetin’ was over, and give away their hearts before he started for home. 
They considered ’twould be wise, though, considerin’ their short ac- 
quaintance, to take one another on trial a spell; ’twas Lizy’s notion, and 
she asked him why he wouldn’t come over and stop with her till spring, 
and then, if both continued to like, they could git married any time 
’twas convenient. Lizy, she come and talked it over with mother, and 
mother disliked to offend her, but she spoke pretty plain; and Lizy felt 
hurt, an’ thought they was showin* excellent judgment, so much harm 
come from hasty unions and folks cornin’ to a realizin’ sense of each 
other’s failin’s when ’twas too late. 

“So one day our folks saw Deacon Brimfull a-ridin’ by with a gre’t 
coopful of hens in the back o’ his wagon, and bundles o’ stuff tied to top 
and hitched to the exes und<“rneath; and he riz a hymn just as he passed 
the house, and was speedin’ the old sorrel with a wilier switch. ’Twas 
most Thanksgivin’ time, an’ sooner’n she expected him. New Year’s was 
the time she set; but he thought he’d come while the roads was fit for 
wheels. They was out to meetin’ together Thanksgivin’ Day, an’ that 
used to be a gre’t season for marryin’; so the young folks nudged each 
other, and some on ’em ventured to speak to the couple as they come 
down the aisle. Lizy carried it off real well; she wa’n’t afraid o’ what 
nobody said or thought, and so home they went. They’d got out her 
yaller sleigh and her boss; she never would ride after the deacon’s poor 
old creator, and I believe it died long o’ the winter from stiffenin’ up. 

“Yes,” said Mrs. Goodsoe, emphatically, after we had silently consid- 
ered the situation for a short space of time, “yes, there was consider’blc 
talk, now I tell you! The raskil boys pestered ’em just about to death for 
a while. They used to collect up there an’ rap on the winders, and they’d 
turn out all the deacon’s hens ’long at nine o’clock o’ night, and chase 
’em all over the dingle; an’ one night they even lugged the pig right 
out o’ the sty, and shoved it into the back entry, an’ run for their lives. 
They’d stuffed its mouth full o’ somethin’, so it couldn’t squeal till it 
got there. Tharc wa’n’t a sign o’ nobody to be seen when Lizy hasted 
out with the light, and she an’ the deacon had to persuade the creator 
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back as best they could; *twas a cold night, and they said it took ’em till 
towards mornin*. You see the deacon was just the kind of a man that 
a hog wouldn’t budge for; it takes a masterful man to deal with a hog. 
Well, there was no end to the works nor the talk, but Lizy left ’em pretty 
much alone. She did ’pear kind of dignified about it, I must say I” 

‘‘And then, were they married in the spring?” 

“I was try in’ to remember whether it was just before Fast Day or just 
after,” responded my friend, with a careful look ai the sun, which was 
nearer the west than either of us had noticed. “I think likely ’twas along 
in the last o’ April, anyway some of us looked out o’ the window one 
Monday mornin’ early, and says. Tor goodness’ sake! Lizy’s sent the 
deacon home again!’ His old sorrel havin’ passed away, he was ridin* in 
Ezry Welsh’s hoss-cart, with his hen-coop and more bundles than he 
had when he come, and looked as meechin’ as ever you see. Ezry was 
drivin’, and he let a glance fly swiftly round to sec if any of us was 
lookin’ out; an’ then I declare if he didn’t have the malice to turn right 
in towards the barn, where he see my oldest brother, Joshuay, an’ says 
he real natural, ‘Joshuay, just step out with your wrench. I believe I hear 
my kingbolt rattlin’ kind o’ loose.* Brother, he went out an’ took in the 
sitooation, an’ the deacon bowed kind of stiff. Joshuay was so full o’ 
laugh, and Ezry Welsh, that they couldn’t look one another in the face. 
There wa’n’t nothing ailed the kingbolt, you know, an’ when Josh riz up 
he says, ‘Coin’ up country for a spell, Mr. Brimblccom?’ 

“ ‘I be,’ says the deacon, lookin’ dreadful mortified and cast down. 

“‘Ain’t things turned out well with you an’ Sister Wisby?’ says 
Joshuay. ‘You had ought to remember that the woman is the weaker 
vessel.’ 

“ ‘Hang her, let her carry less sail, then!’ the deacon bu’st out, and he 
stood right up an’ shook his fist there by the hen-coop, he was so mad; 
an’ Ezry’s boss was a young creatur, an’ started up and set the deacon 
right over backwards into the chips. We didn’t know but he’d broke 
his neck; but when he see the women folks runnin’ out he jumped up 
quick as a cat, an’ dim into the cart, an’ off they went. Ezry said he 
told him that he couldn’t git along with Lizy, she was so fractious in 
thundery weather; if there was a rumble in the daytime she must go 
right to bed an’ screech, and ’twas night she must git right up an’ go an’ 
call him out of a sound sleep. But everybody knew he’d never gone home 
unless she’d sent him. 

“Somehow they made it up ag’in, him an’ Lizy, and she had him back. 
She’s been countin’ all along on not havin’ to hire nobidy to work about 
the gardin’ an’ so on, an’ she said she wa’n’t goin’ to let him have a 
whole winter’s board for nothin’. So the old hens was moved back, and 
they was married right off fair an’ square, an’ I don’t know but they got 



424 SARAH ORNE JEWETT 

along well as most folks. He brought his youngest girl down to live with 
’em after a while, an’ she was a real treasure to Lizy; everybody spoke 
well o’ Pheebe Brimblecoro. The deacon got over his pious fit, and there 
was consider’ble work in him if you kept right after him. He was an 
amazin’ cider-drinker, and he airnt the name you know him by in his 
latter days. Lizy never trusted him with nothin’, but she kep’ him well. 
She left everything she owned to Pheebe, when she died, ’cept somethin’ 
to satisfy the law. There, they’re all gone now; seems to me sometimes, 
when I get thinkin’, as if I’d lived a thousand years!” 

I laughed, but I found Mrs. Goodsoe’s thoughts had taken a serious 
turn. 

“There, I come by some old graves down here in the lower edge of the 
pasture,” she said as we rose to go. “I couldn’t help thinking how I 
should like to be laid right out in the pasture ground, when my time 
comes; it looked sort o’ comfortable, and I have ranged these slopes so 
many summers. Seems as if I could see right up through the turf and 
tell when the weather was pleasant, and get the goodness o’ the sweet 
fern. Now, dear, just hand me my apernful o’ mulleins out o’ the shade. 
1 hope you won’t come to need none this winter, but I’ll dry some special 
for you.” 

“I’m going by the road,” said I, “or else by the path across the meadows, 
so I will walk as far as the house with you. Aren’t you pleased with my 
company.?” for she demurred at my going the least bit out of the way. 

So we strolled towards the little gray house, with our plunder of 
mullein leaves slung on a stick which we carried between us. Of course 
I went in to make a call, as if I had not seen my hostess before; she is the 
last maker of muster-gingerbread, and before I came away I was kindly 
measured for a pair of mittens. 

“You’ll be sure to come an’ see them two peach trees after I get ’em 
well growin’?” Mrs. Goodsoe called after me when I had said good-by. 
and was almost out of hearing down the road. 
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The Boy Who Drew Cats 

BY LAFCADIO HEARN 


A 

Jl LONG, long time ago, in a 
small country village in Japan, there lived a poor farmer and his wife, 
who were very good people. They had a number of children, and found 
it very hard to feed them all. The elder son was strong enough when 
only fourteen years old to help his father; and the little girls learned to 
help their mother almost as soon as they could walk. 

But the youngest child, a little boy, did not seem to be fit for hard 
work. He was very clever, — cleverer than all his brothers and sisters; but 
he was quite weak and small, and people said he could never grow 
very big. So his parents thought it would be better for him to become a 
priest than to become a farmer. They took him with them to the village- 
temple one day, and asked the good old priest who lived there if he 
would have their little boy for his acolyte, and teach him all that a priest 
ought to know. 

The old man spoke kindly to the lad, and asked him some hard ques- 
tions. So clever were the answers that the priest agreed to take the little 
fellow into the temple as an acolyte, and to educate him for the priest- 
hood. 

The boy learned quickly what the old priest taught him, and was very 
obedient in most things. But he had one fault. He liked to draw catt 
during study-hours, and to draw cats even where cats ought not to have 
been drawn at all. 

Whenever he found himself alone, he drew cats. He drew them on the 
margins of the priest’s books, and on all the screens of the temple, and 
on the walls, and on the pillars. Several times the priest told him this 
Was not right; but he did not stop drawing cats. He drew them because 

L hc could not really help it. He had what is called “the genius of an 
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artist,** and just for that reason he was not quite fit to be an acolyte; — a 
good acolyte should study books. 

One day after he had drawn some very clever pictures of cats upon 
a paper screen, the old priest said to him severely: “My boy, you must 
go away from this temple at once. You will never make a good priest, 
but perhaps you will become a great artist. Now let me give you a last 
piece of advice, and be sure you never forget it. Avoid large places at 
night; — l{eep to small!'* 

The boy did not know what the priest meant by saying, ''Avoid large 
places;— \e€p to small," He thought and thought, while he was tying 
up his little bundle of clothes to go away; but he could not understand 
those words, and he was afraid to speak to the priest any more, except to 
say good-by. 

He left the temple very sorrowfully, and began to wonder what he 
should do. If he went straight home he felt sure his father would punish 
him for having been disobedient to the priest; so he was afraid to go 
home. All at once he remembered that at the next village, twelve miles 
away, there was a very big temple. He had heard there were several 
priests at that temple; and he made up his mind to go to them and ask 
them to take him for their acolyte. 

Now that big temple was closed up but the boy did not know this 
fact. The reason it had been closed up was that a goblin had frightened 
the priests away, and had taken possession of the place. Some brave 
warriors had afterward gone to the temple at night to kill the goblin; 
but they had never been seen alive again. Nobody had ever told these 
things to the boy; — so he walked all the way to the village hoping to be 
kindly treated by the priests. 

When he got to the village it was already dark, and all the people 
were in bed; but he saw the big temple on a hill at the other end of the 
principal street, and he saw there was a light in the temple. People who 
tell the story say the goblin used to make that light, in order to tempt 
lonely travelers to ask for shelter. The boy went at once to the temple, 
and knocked. There was no sound inside. He knocked and knocked 
again; but still nobody came. At last he pushed gently at the door, and 
was quite glad to find that it had not been fastened. & he went in, and 
saw a lamp burning, — but no priest. 

He thought some priest would be sure to come very soon, and he sat 
down and waited. Then he noticed that everything in the temple was 
gray with dust, and thickly spun over with cobwebs. So he thought to 
himself that the priests would certainly like to have an acolyte, to keep 
the place clean. He wondered why they had allowed everything to get 
so dusty. What most pleased him, however, were some big white 
screens, good to paint cats upon. Though he was tired, he looked at 
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once for a writing box, and found one, and ground some ink, and began 
to paint cats. 

He painted a great many cats upon the screens; and then he began to 
feel very, very sleepy. He was just on the point of lying down to sleep 
beside one of the screens, when he suddenly remembered the words, 
''Avoid large places; — l{eep to small 1 " 

The temple was very large; he was all alone; and as he thought of 
these words — though he could not quite understand them — he began 
to feel for the first time a little afraid; and he resolved to look for i. 
small place in which to sleep. He found a little cabinet, with a sliding 
door, and went into it, and shut himself up. Then he lay down and fell 
fa'jt asleep. 

Very late in the night he was awakened by a most terrible noise — 
a noise of fighting and screaming. It was so dreadful that he was afraid 
even to look through a chink of the little cabinet; he lay very still, hold- 
ing his breath for fright. 

The light that had been in the temple went out; but the awful sounds 
continued, and became more awful, and all the temple shook. After a 
long time silence came; but the boy was still afraid to move. He did not 
move until the light of the morning sun shone into the cabinet through 
the chinks of the little door. 

Then he got out of his hiding place very cautiously, and looked 
about. The first thing he saw was that all the floor of the temple was 
covered with blood. And then he saw, lying dead in the middle of it, an 
enormous, monstrous rat — a goblin-rat — ^bigger than a cow! 

But who or what could have killed it? There was no man or other 
creature to be seen. Suddenly the boy observed that the mouths of all 
the cats he had drawn the night before, were red and wet with blood. 
Then he knew that the goblin had been killed by the cats which he had 
drawn. And then also, for the first time, he understood why the wise 
old priest had said to him, ''Avoid large places at night; — \eep to smcdiy 

Afterward that boy became a very famous artist. Some of the cats 
which he drew are still shown to travelers in Japan. 
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The Pearls of Loreto 

BY GERTRUDE ATHERTON 


memory of the most 

gnarled and coffee-colored Montereno never had there been so exciting 
a race day. All essential conditions seemed to have held counsel and 
agreed to combine. Not a wreath of fog floated across the bay to dim the 
sparkling air. Every horse, every vaquero, was alert and physically 
perfect. The rains were over; the dust was not gathered. Pio Pico, Gov- 
ernor of the Californias, was in Monterey on one of his brief infrequent 
visits. Clad in black velvet, covered with jewels and ropes of gold, he sat 
on his big chestnut horse at the upper end of the field, with General 
Castro, Dona Modeste Castro, and other prominent Monterenos, his 
interest so keen that more than once the official dignity relaxed, and he 
shouted “Brava!” with the rest. 

And what a brilliant sight it was! The flowers had faded on the hills, 
for June was upon them; but gayer than the hills had been was the 
race field of Monterey. Caballeros, with silver on their wide gray hats 
and on their saddles of embossed leather, gold and silver embroidery 
on their velvet serapes, crimson sashes about their slender waists, silver 
spurs and buckskin botas, stood tensely in their stirrups as the racers 
flew by, or, during the short intervals, pressed each other with eager 
wagers. There was little money in that time. The golden skeleton within 
the sleeping body of California had not yet been laid bare. But ranchos 
were lost and won; thousands of cattle would pass to other hands at the 
next rodeo; many a superbly caparisoned steed would rear and plunge 
between the spurs of a new master. 

And Caballeros were not the only living pictures of that memorable 
day of a time forever gone. Beautiful women in silken fluttering gowns, 
bright flowers holding the mantilla from flushed awakened faces, sat 

428 
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their impatient horses as easily as a gull rides a wave. The sun beat down, 
making dark cheeks pink and white cheeks darker, but those great eyes, 
strong with their own fires, never faltered. The old women in attendance 
grumbled vague remonstrances at all things, from the heat to intercepted 
coquetries. But their charges gave the good duenas little heed. They 
shouted until their little throats were hoarse, smashed their fans, beat 
the sides of their mounts with their tender hands, in imitation of the 
vaqueros. 

“It is the gayest, the happiest, the most careless life in the world,” 
thought Pio Pico, shutting his teeth, as he looked about him “But how 
long will it last? Curse the Americans! They are coming.” 

But the bright hot spark that convulsed assembled Monterey shot 
from no ordinary condition. A stranger was there, a guest of General 
Castro, Don Vicente de la Vega y Arillaga, of Los Angeles. Not that a 
stranger was matter for comment in Monterey, capital of California, 
but this stranger had brought with him horses which threatened to 
disgrace the famous winners of the North. Two races had been won 
already by the black Southern beasts. 

“Dios de mi alma!” cried the girls, one to the other, “their coats art 
blacker than our hair! Their nostrils pulse like a heart on fire! Their 
eyes flash like water in the sun! Ay! the handsome stranger, will he roll 
us in the dust? Ay! our golden horses, with the tails and manes of silver 
— how beautiful is the contrast with the vaqueros in their black and 
silver, their soft white linen! The shame! the shame! — if they are put 
to shame! Poor Guido! Will he lose this day, when he has won so 
many? But the stranger is so handsome! Dios de mi vida! his eyes are 
like dark blue stars. And he is so cold! He alone — he seems not to care. 
Madre de Dios! Madre de Dios! he wins again! No! no! no! Yes! Ay! 
yi! yil B-r-a-v-o!” 

Guido Cabanares dug his spurs into his horse and dashed to the head 
of the field, where Don Vincente sat at the left of General Castro. He 
was followed hotly by several friends, sympathetic and indignant. As 
he rode, he tore off his scrape and flung it to the ground; even his silk 
riding clothes sat heavily upon his fury. Don Vicente smiled, and rode 
forward to meet him. 

“At your service, senor,” he said, lifting his sombrero. 

“Take your mustangs back to Los Angeles!” cried Don Guido, beside 
himself with rage, the politeness and dignity of his race routed by 
passion. “Why do you bring your hideous brutes here to shame me in 
the eyes of Monterey ? V/hy — ” 

“Yes! Why? Why?” demanded his friends, surrounding De la Vega. 
“This is not the humiliation of a man, but of the North by the accursed 
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South) You even would take our capital from us I Los Angeles, the cap* 
ital of the Californiasl” 

“What have politics to do with horse racing?” asked Dc la Vega, 
coldly. “Other strangers have brought their horses to your field, I sup- 
pose.” 

“Yes, but they have not won. They have not been from the South.” 

By this time almost every caballero on the field was wheeling about 
Dc la Vega. Some felt with Cabanarcs, others rejoiced in his defeat, but 
all resented the victory of the South over the North. 

“Will you run again?” demanded Cabanares. 

“Certainly. Do you think of putting your knife into my neck?” 

Cabanares drew back, somewhat abashed, the indifference of the 
other sputtering like water on his passion. 

“It is not a matter for blood,” he said sulkily; “but the head is hot and 
words are quick when horses run neck to neck. And, by the Mother 
of God, you shall not have the last race. My best horse has not run. Viva 
El Rayo!” 

“Viva El Rayo I” shouted the Caballeros. 

“And let the race be between you two alone,” cried one. “The North 
or the South! Los Angeles or Monterey! It will be the race of our life.’’ 

“The North or the South!” cried the caballeros, wheeling and gallop- 
ing across the field to the donas. “Twenty leagues to a real for Guido 
Cabanares.” 

“What a pity that Ysabel is not here!” said Doha Modeste Castro to 
Pio Pico. “How those green eyes of hers would flash today!” 

“She would not come,” said the Governor. “She said she was tired 
of the race.” 

“Of whom do you speak?” asked Dc la Vega, who had rejoined them. 

“Of Ysabel Herrera, La Favorita of Monterey,” answered Pio Pico. 
“The most beautiful woman in the Californias, since Chonita Iturbi y 
Moncada, my Vicente. It is at her uncle’s that I stay. You have heard me 
speak of my old friend; and surely you have heard of her.” 

“Ay!” said De la Vega. “I have heard of her.” 

“Viva El Rayo!” 

“Ay, the ugly brute!” 

“What name? Vitriolo? Mother of God! Diablo or Demonio would 
suit him better. He looks as if he had been bred in hell. He will not stand 
the quirto; and El Rayo is more lightly built. We shall beat by a dozen 
lengths.” 

The two vaqueros who were to ride the horses had stripped to their 
soft linen shirts and black velvet trousers, cast aside their sombreros, 
and bound their heads with tighdy knotted handkerchiefs. Their spurs 
were fastened to bare brown heels; the cruel quirto waa in the l^nd 
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of each; they rode barebacked, winding their wiry legs in and out of 
a horsehair rope encircling the body of the animal. As they slowly 
passed the crowd on their way to the starting point at the lower end 
of the field, and listened to the rattling fire of wagers and comments, 
they looked defiant, and alive to the importance of the coming event. 

El Rayo shone like burnished copper, his silver mane and tail glitter- 
ing as if powdered with diamond dust. He was long and graceful of 
body, thin of flank, slender of leg. With arched neck and flashing eyes, 
he walked with the pride of one who was aware of the admiration he 
excited. 

Vitriolo was black and powerful. His long neck fitted into well-placed 
shoulders. He had great depth of girth, immense length from shoulder 
points to hips, big cannon-bones, and elastic pasterns. There was 
neither amiability nor pride in his mien; rather a sullen sense of brute 
power, such as may have belonged to the knights of the Middle Ages. 
Now and again he curled his lips away from the bit and laid his ears 
b.ivk as if he intended to eat of the elegant Beau Brummel stepping so 
cijintily beside him. Of the antagonistic crowd he took not the slightest 
notice. 

‘The race begins! Holy heaven!” The murmur rose to a shout — a 
(hep hoarse shout .<:trangely crossed and recrossed by long silver notes; 
ij thrilling volume of sound rising above a sea of flashing eyes and parted 
iips and a vivid moving mass of color. 

Twice the horses scored, and were sent back. The third rime they 
bounded by the starting post neck and neck, nose to nose. Jose Abrigo, 
treasurer of Monterey, dashed his sombrero, heavy with silver eagles, 
to the ground, and the race was begun. 

Almost at once the black began to gain. Inch by inch he fought his 
way to the front, and the roar with which the crowd had greeted the 
start dropped into the silence of apprehension. 

El Rayo was not easily to be shaken off. A third of the distance had 
been covered, and his nose was abreast of Vitriolo’s flank. The vaqueros 
sat as if carved from sun-baked clay, as lightly as if hollowed, watching 
each other warily out of the corners of their eyes. 

The black continued to gain. Halfway from home light was visible 
between the two horses. The pace became terrific, the excitement so 
intense that not a sound was heard but that of racing hoofs. The horses 
swept onward like projectiles, the same smoothness, the same sugges- 
tion of eternal flight. The bodies were extended until the tense muscles 
rose under the satin coats. Vitriolo’s eyes flashed viciously; El Kayo’s 
strained with determination. Vitriolo’s nostrils were as red as angry 
craters; El Kayo’s fluttered like paper in the wind. 

Three-quarters of the race was run, and the rider of Vitriolo could 
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tell by the sound of the hoof beats behind him that he had a good lead 
of at least two lengths over the Northern champion. A smile curled the 
corners of his heavy lips; the race was his already. 

Suddenly El Rayo’s vaquero raised his hand, and down came the 
maddening quirto, first on one side, then on the other. The spurs dug; 
the blood spurted. The crowd burst into a howl of delight as their 
favorite responded. Startled by the sound, Vitriolo’s rider darted a glance 
over his shoulder, and saw El Rayo bearing down upon him like a 
thunderbolt, regaining the ground that he had lost, not by inches, but 
by feet. Two hundred paces from the finish he was at the black’s flanks; 
one hundred and fifty, he was at his girth; one hundred, and the horses 
were neck and neck; and still the quirto whirred down on El Rayo’s 
heaving flanks, the spurs dug deeper into his quivering flesh. 

The vaquero of Vitriolo sat like an image, using neither whip nor 
spur, his teeth set, his eyes rolling from the goal ahead to the rider at 
his side. 

The breathless intensity of the spectators had burst. They had begun 
to click their teeth, to mutter hoarsely, then to shout, to gesticulate, to 
shake their fists in each other’s face, to push and scramble for a better 
view. 

“Holy God!” cried Pio Pico, carried out of himself, “the South is lost! 
Vitriolo the magnificent! Ah, who would have thought? The black 
by the gold! Ay! What! No! Holy Mary! Holy God!—” 

Six strides more and the race is over. With the bark of a coyote the 
vaquero of the South leans forward over Vitriolo’s neck. The big 
black responds like a creature of reason. Down comes the quirto once 
— only once. He fairly lifts his horse ahead and shoots into victory, win- 
ner by a neck. The South has vanquished the North. 

The crowd yelled and shouted until it was exhausted. But even 
Cabanarcs made no further demonstration toward De la Vega. Not only 
was he weary and depressed, but the victory had been nobly won. 

It grew late, and they rode to the town, caballeros pushing as close 
to donas as they dared, duenas in close attendance, one theme on the lips 
of all. Anger gave place to respect; moreover, Dc la Vega was the guest 
of General Castro, the best-beloved man in California. Thr,y were will- 
ing to extend the hand of friendship; but he rode last, between the 
General and Dona Modeste, and seemed to care as little for their good 
will as for their ill. 

Pio Pico rode ahead, and as the cavalcade entered the town he broke 
from it and ascended the hill to carry the news to Ysabel Herrera. 

Monterey, rising to her pine-spiked hills, swept like a crescent moon 
about the sapphire bay. The surf roared and fought the white sand 
hills of the distant horn; on that nearest the town stood the fort, grim 
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and rude, but pulsating with military life, and alert for American on- 
slaught. In the valley the red-tiled white adobe houses studded a little 
city which was a series of corners radiating from a central irregular 
street. A few mansions were on the hillside to the right, brush crowded 
sand banks on the left; the perfect curve of hills, thick with pine woods 
and dense green undergrowth, rose high above and around all, a ram- 
part of splendid symmetry. 

“Ay! Ysabel! Ysabel!” cried the young people, as they swept down the 
broad street. “Bring her to us. Excellency. Tell her she shall not know 
until she comes down. We will tell her. Ay! poor Guido!** 

The Governor turned and waved his hand, then continued the ascent 
of the hill, toward a long low house which showed no sign of life. 

He alighted and glanced into a room opening upon the corridor 
which traversed the front. The room was large and dimly lighted by 
deeply set windows. The floor was bare, the furniture of horsehair; 
saints and family portraits adorned the white walls; on a chair lay a 
guitar; it was a typical California sala of that day. The ships brought 
few luxuries, beyond raiment and jewels, to even the wealthy of that 
isolated country. 

“Ysabel,** called the Governor, “where art thou? Come down to the 
town and hear the fortune of the races. Alvarado Street streams like a 
comet. Why should the Star of Monterey withhold her light?** 

A girl rose from a sofa and came slowly forward to the corridor. 
Discontent marred her face as she gave her hand to the Governor to 
kiss, and looked down upon the brilliant town. The Senorita Dona 
Ysabel Herrera was poor. Were it not for her uncle she would not have 
where to lay her stately head — and she was La Favorita of Monterey, 
the proudest beauty in California! Her father had gambled away his 
last acre, his horse, his saddle, the scrape off his back; then sent his 
motherless girl to his brother, and buried himself in Mexico. Don 
Antonio took the child to his heart, and sent for a widowed cousin to be 
her duena. He bought her beautiful garments from the ships that 
touched the port, but had no inclination to gratify her famous longing 
to hang ropes of pearls in her soft black hair, to wind them about her 
white neck, and band them above her green resplendent eyes. 

“Unbend thy brows,” said Pio Pico. “Wrinkles were not made for 
youth.** 

Ysabel moved her brows apart, but the clouds still lay in her eyes/ 

“Thou dost not ask of the races, O thou indifferent one! What is 
the trouble, my Ysabel? Will no one bring the pearls? The loveliest girl 
in all the Californias has said, 1 will wed no man who does not bring 
a lapful of pearls,* and no one has filled the front of that pretty 
floweted gown. But have reason, nina. Remember that our Alta Cali- 
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{ornia has no pearls on its shores, and that even the pearl fisheries of the 
terrible lower country arc almost worn out. Will nothing less content 
thee?” 

“No, senor.” 

“Dios de mi alma! Thou hast ambition. No woman has had more 
offered her than thou. But thou art worthy of the most that man could 
give. Had I not a wife myself, I believe I should throw my jewels and 
my ugly old head at thy little feet.” 

Ysabel glanced with some envy at the magnificent jewels with which 
the Governor of the Californias was hung, but did not covet the owner 
An uglier man than Pio Pico rarely had entered this world. The upper 
lip of his enormous mouth dipped at the middle; the broad thick under- 
lip hung down with its own weight. The nose was big and coarse, al- 
though there was a certain spirited suggestion in the cavernous nostrils. 
Intelligence and reflectiveness were also in his little eyes, and they were 
far apart. A small white mustache grew above his mouth; about his 
chin, from ear to car, was a short stubby beard, whiter by contrast with 
his copper-colored skin. He looked much like an intellectual bear. 

And Ysabel.? In truth, she had reason for her pride. Her black hair, 
unblemished by gloss or tinge of blue, fell waving to her feet. California, 
haughty, passionate, restless, pleasure-loving, looked from her dark 
green eyes; the soft black lashes dropped quickly when they became too 
expressive. Her full mouth was deeply red, but only a faint pink lay in 
her white cheeks; the nose curved at bridge and nostrils. About her low 
shoulders she held a blue reboso, the finger-tips of each slim hand 
resting on the opposite elbow. She held her head a little back, and Pio 
Pico laughed as he looked at her. 

“Diosl” he said, “but thou might be an Estenega or an Iturbi y Mon- 
cada. Surely that lofty head better suits old Spain than the republic of 
Mexico. Draw the reboso about thy head now, and let us go down. They 
expect thee.” 

She lifted the scarf above her hair, and walked down the steep rutted 
hill with the Governor, her flowered gown floating with a silken rustle 
about her. In a few moments she was listening to the tale of the races. 

“Ay Ysabel! Dios de mi alma! What a day! A young senor from Lo^ 
Angeles won the race — almost all the races — the Senor Don Vicente dc 
la Vega y Arillaga. He has never been here, before. His horses! Madre 
dc Dios! They ran like hares. Poor Guido! V£lgame Dios! Even thou 
wouldst have been moved to pity. But he is so handsome! Look! Look! 
He comes now, side by side with General Castro. Dios! his scrape is as 
stiff with gold as the vestments of the padre.” 

. Ysabel looked up as a man rode past. His bold profile and thin fact 
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were passionate and severe; his dark blue eyes were full of power. Such 
a face was rare among the languid shallow men of her race. 

“He rides with General Castro,” whispered Benicia Ortega. ‘‘He 
stays with him. We shall see him at the ball tonight.” 

As Don Vicente passed Ysabel their eyes met for a moment. His 
opened suddenly with a bold eager flash, his arched nostrils twitching. 
The color left her face, and her eyes dropped heavily. 

Love needed no kindling in the heart of the Californian. 

II 

‘I'he people of Monterey danced every night of their lives, and went 
nowhere so promptly as to the great sala of Dona Modcste Castro, their 
leader of fashion, whose gowns were made for her in the city of Mexico. 

Ysabel envied her bitterly. Not because the Dona Modeste’s skin 
was whiter than her own, for it could not be, nor her eyes greener, for 
they were not; but because her jewels were richer than Pio Pico’s, and 
upon all grand occasions a string of wonderful pearls gleamed in her 
storm-black hair. But one feminine compensation had Ysabel: she was 
taller; Dona Modcste’s slight elegant figure lacked Ysabel’s graceful 
inches, and perhaps she too felt a pang sometimes as the girl undulated 
above her like a snake about to strike. 

At the fashionable hour of ten Monterey was gathered for the dance. 
All the men except the oflicers wore black velvet or broadcloth coats 
and white trousers. All the women wore white, the waist long and 
pointed, the skirt full. Ysabcl’s gown was of embroidered crepe. Her 
hair was coiled about her head, and held by a tortoise comb framed with 
a narrow band of gold. Pio Pico, splendid with stars and crescents and 
rings and pins, led her in, and with his unique ugliness enhanced her 
beauty. 

She glanced eagerly about the room whilst replying absently to the 
Caballeros who surrounded her. Don Vicente de la Vega was not there. 
The thick circle about her parted, and General Castro bent over her 
hand, begging the honor of the contradanza. She sighed, and for the 
moment forgot the Southerner who had flashed and gone like the 
beginning of a dream. Here was a man — the only man of her knowledge 
whom she could have loved, and who would have found her those 
pearls. Californians had so little ambition! Then she gave a light au- 
dacious laugh. Governor Pico was shaking hands cordially with General 
Castro, the man he hated best in California. 

No two men could have contrasted more sharply than Jose Castro 
and Pio Pico — ^with the exception of Alvarado the most famous men of 
their country. The gold trimmings of the general’s uniform were his 
only jewels. His hair and beard — the worn ^ la Basca, a narrow 
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strip curving from upper lip to car — were as black as Pio Pico s once 
had been. The handsomest man in California, he had less consciousness 
than the least of the caballcros. His deep gray eyes were luminous with 
enthusiasm; his nose was sharp and bold; his firm sensitive mouth was 
cut above a resolute chin. He looked what he was, the ardent patriot of 
a doomed cause. 

“Senorita,” he said, as he led Ysabel out to the sweet monotonous 
music of the contradanza, “did you sec the caballcro who rode with me 
today?” 

A red light rose to Ysabcl’s cheek. “Which one, commandante? Many 
rode with you.” 

“I mean him who rode at my right, the winner of the races, Vicente, 
son of my old friend Juan Bautista de la Vega y Arillaga, of Los An- 
geles.” 

“It may be. I think I saw’ a strange face.” 

“He saw yours. Dona Ysabel, and is looking upon you now from 
the corridor without, although the fog is heavy about him. Cannot you 
see him — that dark shadow by the pillar?” 

Ysabel never went through the graceful evolutions of the contradanza 
as she did that night. Her supple slender body curved and swayed and 
glided; her round arms were like lazy snakes uncoiling; her exquisitely 
poised head moved in perfect concord with her undulating hips. Her 
eyes grew brighter, her lips redder. The young men who stood near 
gave as loud a vent to their admiration as if she had been dancing El 
Son alone on the floor. But the man without made no sign. 

After the dance was over. General Castro led her to her duena, and 
handing her a guitar, begged a song. 

She began a light love-ballad, singing with the grace and style of her 
Spanish blood; a little mocking thing, but with a wild break now and 
again. As she sang, she fixed her eyes coquettishly on the adoring face 
of Guidn Cabanarcs, who stood beside her, but saw every movement 
of the form beyond the window. Don Guido kept his ardent eyes 
riveted upon her but detected no wandering in her glances. His lips 
trembled as he listened, and once he brushed the tears from his eyes. 
She gave him a little cynical smile, then broke her song in two. The 
man in the corridor had vaulted through the window. 

Ysabel, clinching her hands the better to control her jumping nerves, 
turned quickly to Cabanares, who had pressed behind her, and was 
pouring words into her ear. 

'^Ysabel! Ysabel! hast thou no pity? Dost thou not sec that I am fit 
to set the world on fire for love of thee? The very water boils as I 
drink it—” 

She interrupted him with a scornful laugh, the sharper that her 
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voice might not tremble. “Bring me my pearls. What is love worth 
when it will not grant one little desire?” 

He groaned. “I have found a vein of gold on my rancho. I can pick 
the little shining pieces out with my fingers. I will have them beaten 
into a saddle for thee — ” 

But she had turned her back flat upon him, and was making a deep 
courtesy lo the man whom General Castro presented. 

“I appreciate the honor of your acquaintance,” she murmured me- 
chanically. 

“At your feet, senorita,” said Don Vicente. 

The art of making conversation had not been cultivated among the 
Californians, and Ysabel plied her large fan with slow grace, at a loss 
for further remark, and wondering if her heart would suffocate hen 
But Don Vicente had the gift of words. 

“Seiiorita,” he said, “I have stood in the chilling fog and felt the 
warmth of your lovely voice at my heart. The emotions I felt my poor 
tongue cannot translate. They swarm in my head like a hive of puzzled 
bees; but perhaps they look through my eyes,” and he fixed his power- 
ful and penetrating gaze on Ysabel’s green depths. 

A waltz began, and he took her in his arms without asking her iiih 
dulgence, and regardless of the indignation of the mob of men abopt 
her. Ysabel, whose being was filled with tumult, lay passive as he held 
her closer than man had ever dared before. 

“I love you,” he said, in his harsh voice. “I wish you for my wife. At 
once. When I saw you today standing with a hundred other beautiful 
women, I said : 'She is the fairest of them all. I shall have her.’ And I 
read the future in” — he suddenly dropped the formal “you” — “in thine 
eyes, carina. Thy soul sprang to mine. Thy heart is locked in my heart 
closer, closer than my arms are holding thee now.” 

The strength of his embrace was violent for a moment; but Ysabd 
might have been cut from marble. Her body had lost its swaying grace; 
it was almost rigid. She did not lift her eyes. But De la Vega was not 
discouraged. 

The music finished, and Ysabel was at once surrounded by a deter- 
mined retinue. This intruding Southerner was welcome to the honors 
of the race field, but the Star of Monterey was not for him. He smiled 
as he saw the menace of their eyes. 

“I would have her,” he thought, “if they were a regiment of Castros 
—which they are not.” But he had not armed himself against diplomacy. 

“Senor Don Vicente de la Vega y Arillaga,” said Don Guido Caba- 
hares, who had been selected as spokesman, “perhaps you have not 
learned during your brief visit to our capital that the ^fiorita DoSa 
V'sabel Herrera, La Favorita of Alta California, has sworn bv the Holy 
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Virgin, by the blcascd Junipcro Serra, that she will wed no man who docs 
not bring her a lapful of pearls. Can you find those pearls on the sands 
of the South, Don Vicente? For, by the holy cross of God, you cannot 
have her without them!” 

For a moment De la Vega was disconcerted. 

“Is this true?” he demanded, turning to Ysabel. 

“What, senor?” she asked vaguely. She had not listened to the words 
of her protesting admirer. 

A sneer bent his mouth. “That you have put a price upon yourself? 
That the man who ardently wishes to be your husband, who has even 
won your love, must first hang you with pearls like — ” He stopped 
suddenly, the blood burning his dark face, his eyes opening with an 
expression of horrified hope. “Tell me! Tell me!” he exclaimed. “Is 
this true?” 

For the first time since she had spoken with him Ysabel was herself. 
She crossed her arms and tapped her elbows with her pointed fingers. 

“Yes,” she said “it is true.” She raised her eyes to his and regarded him 
steadily. They looked like green pools frozen in a marble wall. 

The harp, the flute, the guitar, combined again, and once more he 
swung her from a furious circle. But he was safe; General Castro had 
joined it. He waltzed her down the long room, through one adjoining, 
then into another, and, indifferent to the iron conventions of his race, 
closed the door behind them. They were in the sleeping room of Dona 
Modeste. The bed with its rich satin coverlet, the bare floor, the simple 
furniture, were in semi-darkness; only on the altar in the corner were 
candles burning. Above it hung paintings of saints, finely executed by 
Mexican hands; an ebony cross spread its black arms against the white 
wall; the candles flared to a golden Christ. He caught her hands and 
led her over to the altar. 

“Listen to me,” he said. “I will bring you those pearls. You shall have 
such pearls as no queen in Europe possesses. Swear to me here, with 
your hands on this altar, that you will wed me when I return, no matter 
how or where I find those pearls.” 

He was holding her hands between the candelabra. She looked at 
him with eyes of passionate surrender; the man had conquered worldly 
ambitions. But he answered her before she had time to speak. 

“You love me, and would withdraw the conditions. But I am ready to 
do a daring and a terrible act. Furthermore, I wish to show you that I 
can succeed where all other men have failed. I ask only two things now. 
First, make me the vow I wish.” 

“I swear it,” she said. 

“Now,” he said, his voice sinking to a harsh but caressing whisper, 
*give me one kiss for courage and hope.” 
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She leaned slowly forward, the blood pulsing in her lips; but she had 
been brought up b^ind grated windows, and she drew back. “No,** she 
said, “not now.” 

For a moment he looked rebellious; then he laid his hands on her 
shoulders and pressed her to her knees. He knelt behind her, and to- 
gether they told a rosary for his safe return. 

He left her there and went to his room. From his saddle-bag he took a 
long letter from an intimate friend, one of the younger Franciscan 
priests of the Mission of Santa Barbara, where he had been educated. 
He sought this paragraph:— 

“Thou knowest, of course, my Vicente, of the pearl fisheries of Baja 
California. It is whispered— between ourselves, indeed, it is quite true 
—that a short while ago the Indian divers discovered an extravagandy 
rich bed of pearls. Instead of reporting to any of the companies, they 
have hung them all upon our Most Sacred Lady of Loreto, in the Mission 
of Loreto; and there, by the grace of God, they will remain. They arc 
worth the ransom of a king, my Vicente, and the Church has come to 
her own again.” 


Ill 

The fog lay thick on the bay at dawn next morning. The white waves 
hid the blue, muffled the roar of the surf. Now and again a whale threw 
a volume of spray high in the air, a geyser from a phantom sea. Above 
the white sands straggled the white town, ghostly, prophetic. 

De la Vega, a dark sombrero pulled over his eyes, a dark serape 
enveloping his tall figure, rode, unattended and watchful, out of the 
town. Not until he reached the narrow road through the brush forest 
beyond did he give his horse rein. The indolence of the Californian was 
no longer in his carriage; it looked alert and muscular; recklessness 
accentuated the sternness of his face. 

As he rede, the fog receded slowly. He left the chaparral and rode by 
green marshes cut with sloughs and stained with vivid patches of orange. 
The frogs in the tules chanted their hoarse matins. Through brush- 
covered plains once more, with sparsely wooded hills in the distance, 
and again the tules, the marsh, the patches of orange. He rode through 
a field of mustard; the pale yellow petals brushed his dark face, the 
delicate green leaves won his eyes from the hot glare of the ascending 
sun, the slender stalks, rebounding, smote his horse’s flanks. He climbed 
hills to avoid the wide marshes, and descended into willow groves and 
fields of daisies. Before noon he was in the San Juan Mountains, thick 
with sturdy oaks, bending their heads before the madrono, that belle 
of the forest, with her robes of scarlet and her crown of bronze. The 
yellow lilies clung to her skirts, and the buckevc flung his flowers at her 
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feet. The last redwoods were there, piercing the blue air with their thin 
inflexible arms, gray as a dusty band of friars. Out by the willows, 
whereunder crept the sluggish river, then between the hills curving 
about the valley of San Juan Bautista. 

At no time is California so beautiful as in the month of June. De 
la Vega’s wild spirit and savage purpose were dormant for the moment 
as he rode down the valley toward the mission. The hills were like gold, 
like mammoth fawns veiled with violet mist, like rich tan velvet. Afar, 
bare blue steeps were pink in their chasms, brown on their spurs. The 
dark yellow fields were as it thick with gold-dust; the pale mustard was 
a waving yellow sea. Not a tree marred the smooth hills. The earth sent 
forth a perfume of its own. Below the plateau from which rose the 
white walls of the mission was a wide field of bright green corn rising 
against the blue sky. 

The padres in their brown hooded robes came out upon the long 
corridor of the mission and welcomed the traveler. Their lands had gone 
from them, their mission was crumbling, but the spirit of hospitality 
lingered there still. They laid meat and fruit and drink on a table be- 
neath the arches, then sat about him ana asked him eagerly for news 
of the day. Was it true that the United States of America was at war 
with Mexico, or about to be? True that their beloved flag might fall, 
and the stars and stripes of an insolent invader rise above the fort of 
Monterey? 

De la Vega recounted the meager and conflicting rumors which had 
reached California, but, not being a prophet, could not tell them that 
they would be the first to see the red-white-and-blue fluttering on the 
mountain before them. He refused to rest more than an hour, but 
mounted the fresh horse the padres gave him and went his way, riding 
hard and relentlessly, like all Californians. 

He sped onward, through the long hot day, leaving the hills for the 
marshes and a long stretch of ugly country, traversing the beautiful San 
Antonio Valley in the night, reaching the Mission of San Miguel at 
dawn, resting there for a few hours. That night he slept at a hospitable 
ranch house in the park-like valley of Paso des Robles, a grim silent 
figure amongst gay-hearted people who delighted to welcome him. The 
early morning found him among the chrome hills; and at the Mission 
of San Luis Obsipo the good padres gave him breakfast. The little 
valley, round as a well, its bare hills red and brown, gray and pink, 
violet and black, from fire, sloping steeply from a dizzy height, im- 
pressed him with a sense of being prisoned in an enchant^ vale where 
no message of the outer world could come, and he hastened on his way. 

Absorbed as he was, he felt the beauty he fled past. A line of golden 
hills lay against sharp blue peaks. A towering mass of gray rocks had 
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been cut and lashed by wind and water, earthquake and fire, into the 
semblance of a massive castle, still warlike in its ruin. He slept for a 
few hours that night in the Mission of Santa Ynes, and was high in the 
Santa Barbara Mountains at the next noon. For brief whiles he forgot 
his journey’s purpose as his horse climbed slowly up the steep trails, 
knocking the loose stones down a thousand feet and more upon a root 
of tree tops which looked stunted brush. Those gigantic masses of im- 
mense stones, each wearing a semblance to the face of man or beast; 
those awful chasms and stupendous heights, densely wooded, bare, and 
many-hued, rising above, beyond, peak upon peak, cutting through the 
visible atmosphere — was there no end? He turned in his saddle and 
looked over low peaks and canons, rivers and abysms, black peaks smit- 
ing the fiery blue, far, far, to the dim azure mountains on the horizon. 

“Mother of God!” he thought. “No wonder California still shakes! 
I would I could have stood upon a star and beheld the awful throes of 
this country’s birth.” And then his horse reared between the sharp 
spurs and galloped on. 

He avoided the Mission of Santa Barbara, resting at a rancho outside 
the town. In the morning, supplied as usual with a fresh horse, he fled 
onward, with the ocean at his right, its splendid roar in his ears. The 
cliffs towered high above him; he saw no man’s face for hours together} 
but his thoughts companioned him, savage and sinister shapes whirl* 
ing about the figure of a woman. On, on, sleeping at ranchos or mis- 
sions, meeting hospitality everywhere, avoiding Los Angeles, keeping 
close to the ponderous ocean, he left civilization behind him at last, and 
with an Indian guide entered upon that desert of mountain tops, Baja 
California. 

Rapid traveling was not possible here. There were no valleys worthy 
the name. The sharp peaks, multiplying mile after mile, were like teeth 
of gigantic rakes, black and bare. A wilderness of mountain tops, deso- 
late as eternity, arid, parched, baked by the awful heat, the silence never 
broken by the cry of a bird, a hut rarely breaking the barren monotony, 
only an infrequent spring to save from death. It was almost impossible 
to get food or fresh horses. Many a night De la Vega and his stoical 
guide slept beneath a cactus, or in the mocking bed of a creek. The 
mustangs he managed to lasso were almost unridable, and would have 
bucked to death any but a Californian. Sometimes he lived on cactus 
fruit and the dried meat he had brought with him; occasionally he shot 
a rabbit. Again he had but the flesh of the rattlesnake roasted over coals. 
But honey-dew was on the leaves. 

He avoided the beaten trail, and cut his way through naked bushes 
spiked with thorns, and through groves of cacti miles in length. When 
the thick fog rolled up from the ocean he had to sit inactive on the rocks, 
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or lose his way. A furious storm dashed him against a boulder, break- 
ing his mustang’s leg; then a torrent, rising like a tidal wave, thundered 
down the gulch, and catching him on its crest, flung him upon a tree of 
thorns. When dawn came he found his guide dead. He cursed his luck, 
and went on. 

Lassoing another mustang, he pushed on, having a general idea of the 
direction he should take. It was a week before he reached Loreto, a 
week of loneliness, hunger, thirst, and torrid monotony. A week, too, 
of thought and bitterness of spirit. In spile of his love, which never 
cooled, and his courage, which never quailed. Nature, in her guise of 
foul and crooked hag, mocked at earthly happiness, at human hope, at 
youth and passion. 

If he had not spent his life in the saddle, he would have been worn 
out when he finally reached Loreto, late one night. As it was, he slept 
in a hut until the following afternoon. Then he took a long swim in the 
bay, and, later, sauntered through the town. 

The forlorn little city was hardly more than a collection of Indians’ 
huts about a church in a sandy waste. No longer the capital, even the 
barracks were toppling. When De la Vega entered the mission, not a 
white man but the padre and his assistant was in it; the building was 
thronged with Indian worshippers. The mission, although the first 
built in California, was in a fair state of preservation. The Stations in 
their battered frames were mellow and distinct. The gold still gleamed 
in the vestments of the padre. 

For a few moments De la Vega dared not raise his eyes to the Lady 
of Loreto, standing aloft in the dull blaze of adamantine candles. When 
he did, he rose suddenly from his knees and left the mission. The pearls 
were there. 

It took him but a short time to gain the confidence of the priest and 
the little population. He offered no explanation for his coming, beyond 
the curiosity of the traveler. The padre gave him a room in the mission, 
and spent every hour he could spare with the brilliant stranger. At night 
he thanked God fur the sudden oasis in his life’s desolation. The Indians 
soon grew accustomed to the lonely figure wandering about the sand 
plains, or kneeling for hours together before the altar in the church. 
And whom their padre trusted was to them as sacred and impersonal 
as the wooden saints of their religion. 

IV 

The midnight stars watched over the mission. Framed by the cross- 
shaped window sunk deep in the adobe wall above the entrance, a mass 
of them assumed the form of the crucifix, throwing a golden trail full 
upon the Lady of Lo^eto^ proud in her shining pearls. The long narrow 
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body of the church seemed to have swallowed the shadows of the ages, 
and to yawn for more. 

Dc la Vega, booted and spurred, his serape folded about him, his 
sombrero on his head, opened the sacristy door and entered the church. 
In one hand he held a sack; in the other, a candle sputtering in a bot- 
tle. He walked deliberately to the foot of the altar. In spite of his intrepid 
spirit, he stood appalled for a moment as he saw the dim radiance 
enveloping the Lady of Loreto. He scowled over his shoulder at the 
menacing emblem of redemption and crossed himself. But had it been 
the finger of God, the face of Ysabel would have shone between. He 
extinguished his candle, and swinging himself to the top of the altar 
plucked the pearls from the Virgin’s gown and dropped them into the 
sack. His hand trembled a little, but he held his will between his teeth. 

How quiet it was! The waves flung themselves upon the shore with 
the sullen wrath of impotence. A sea gull screamed now and again, an 
exclamation point in the silence above the waters. Suddenly Dc la Vega 
shook from head to foot, and snatched the knife from his belt, A faint 
creaking echoed through the hollow church. He strained his ears, hold- 
ing his breath until his chest collapsed with the shock of outrushing air. 
But the sound was not repeated, and he concluded that it had been but 
a vibration of his nerves. He glanced to the window above the doors. 
The stars in it were no longer visible; they had melted into bars of flame. 
The sweat stood cold on his face, but he went on with his work. 

A rope of pearls, cunningly strung together with strands of seaweed, 
was wound about the Virgin’s right arm. Dc la Vega was too nervous to 
uncoil it; he held the sack beneath, and severed the strands with his 
knife. As he finished, and was about to stoop and cut loose the pearls 
from the hem of the Virgin’s gown, he uttered a hoarse cry and stood 
rigid. A cowled head, with thin lips drawn over yellow teeth, furious 
eyes burning deep in withered sockets, projected on its long neck from 
the Virgin’s right and confronted him. The body was unseen. 

“Thief!” cried the priest. “Dog! Thou wouldst rob the Church? 
Accursed! accursed!” 

There was not one moment for hesitation, one alternative. Before 
the priest could complete his malediction, Dc la Vega’s knife had flashed 
through the fire of the cross. The priest leaped, screeching, then rolled 
over and down, and rebounded from the railing of the sanctuary. 


Ysabel sat in the low window-seat of her bedroom, pretending to draw 
the threads of a cambric handkerchief. But her fingers twitched, and her 
eyes looked oftener down the hill than upon the delicate work which 
required such attention. She wore a black gown flowered with yellow 
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roses, and a slender ivory cross at her throal. Her hair hung in two 
loose braids, sweeping the floor. She was very pale, and her pallor was 
not due to the nightly entertainments of Monterey. 

Her duena sat beside her. The old woman was the color of strong 
coffee; but she, too, looked as if she had not slept, and her straight old 
lips curved tenderly whenever she raised her eyes to the girl’s face. 

There was no carpet on the floor of the bedroom of La Favorita of 
Monterey, the heiress of Don Antonio Herrera, and the little bedstead 
in the corner was of iron, although a heavy satin coverlet trimmed with 
lace was on it. A few saints looked down from the walls; the furniture 
was of native wood, square and ugly; but it was almost hidden under 
fine linen elaborately worked with the deshalados of Spain. 

The supper hour was over, and the light grew dim. Ysabel tossed 
the handkerchief into Dona Juana’s lap, and stared through the grating. 
Against the faded sky a huge cloud, shaped like a fire-breathing dragon, 
was heavily outlined. The smoky shadows gathered in the woods. The 
hoarse boom of the surf came from the beach; the bay was uneasy, and 
the tide was high: the earth had quaked in the morning, and a wind 
storm fought the ocean. The gay bright laughter of women floated up 
from the town. Monterey had taken her siesta, enjoyed her supper, and 
was ready to dance through the night once more. 

“He is dead,” said Ysabel. 

“True,” said the old woman. 

“He would have come back to me before this.” 

“True.” 

“He was so strong and so different, mamita.” 

“I never forget his eyes. Very bold eyes.” 

“They could be soft, macheppa.” 

“True. It is time thou dressed for the ball at the Custom-house, ninita.” 

Ysabel leaned forward, her lips parting. A man was coming up the 
hill. He was gaunt; he was burnt almost black. Something bulged 
beneath his scrape. 

Dona Juana found herself suddenly in the middle of the room. Ysabel 
darted through the only door, locking it behind her. The indignant 
duena also recognized the man, and her position. She trotted to the door 
and thumped angrily on the panel; sympathetic she was, but she never 
could so far forget herself as to permit a young girl to talk with a man 
unattended. 

“Thou shalt not go to the ball tonight,” she cried shrilly. “Thou 
shalt be locked in the dark room. Thou shalt be sent to the rancho. 
Open! open! thou wicked one. Madre de Dios! I will beat thee with 
my own hands.” 

But she was a prisoner, and Ysabel paid no attention to her threats. 
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The girl was in the sala, and the doors were open. As De la Vega 
crossed the corridor and entered the room she sank upon a chair, cover- 
ing her face with her hands. 

He strode over to her, and flinging his serape from his shoulder 
opened the mouth of a sack and poured its contents into her lap. Pearls 
of all sizes and shapes — ^pearls black and pearls white, pearls pink and 
pearls faintly blue, pearls like globes and pearls like pears, pearls as big 
as the lobe of Pio Pico’s ear, pearls as dainty as bubbles of frost — a lapful 
of gleaming luminous pearls, the like of which caballero had never 
brought to dona before. 

For a moment Ysabel forgot her love and her lover. The dream of a 
lifetime was reality. She was the child who had cried for the moon and 
seen it tossed into her lap. 

She ran her slim white fingers through the jewels. She took up handfuls 
and let them run slowly back to her lap. She pressed them to her face; 
she kissed them with little rapturous cries. She laid them against her 
breast and watched them chase each other down her black gown. Then 
at last she raised her head and met the fierce sneering eyes of De la 
Vega. 

“So it is as I might have known. It was only the pearls you wanted. 
It might have been an Indian slave who brought them to you.” 

She took the sack from his hand and poured back the pearls. Then 
she laid the sack on the floor and stood up. She was no longer pale, and 
her eyes shone brilliantly in the darkening room. 

“Yes,” she said; “I forgot for a moment. But during many terrible 
weeks, senor, my tears have not been for the pearls.” 

The sudden light that was De la Vega’s chiefest charm sprang to his 
eyes. He took her hands and kissed them passionately. 

“That sack of pearls would be a poor reward for one tear. But thou 
hast shed them for me? Say that again. Mi alma! mi alma!” 

“I never thought of the pearls — at least not often. At last, not at all. 

I have been very unhappy, senor. Ay!” The maiden reserve which had 
been knit like steel about her plastic years burst wide. “Thou art ill! 
What has happened to thee? Ay, Dios! what it is to be a woman and to 
suffer! Thou wilt die! Oh, Mother of God!” 

“I shall not die. Kiss me, Ysabel. Surely it is time now.” 

But she drew back and shook her head. 

He exclaimed impatiently, but would not release her hand, “Thou 
meanest that, Ysabel?” 

”We shall be married soon — ^wait.” 

“I had hoped you would grant me that. For when I tell you where 
I got those pearls you may drive me from you in spite of your promise 
--<lrive me from you with the curse of the devout woman on your lios. 
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1 might invent some excuse to persuade you to fly with me from Cali- 
fornia tonight, and you would never know. But I am a manr-a Spaniard 
— and a De la Vega. I shall not lie to you.” 

She looked at him with wide eyes, not understanding, and he went 
on, his face savage again, his voice harsh. He told her the whole story 
of that night in the mission. He omitted nothing— the menacing cross, 
the sacrilegious theft, the deliberate murder; the pictures were painted 
with blood and fire. She did not interrupt him with cry or gasp, but her 
expression changed many times. Horror held her eyes for a time, then 
slowly retreated, and his own fierce pride looked back at him. She 
lifted her head when he had finished, her throat throbbing, her nostrils 
twitching. 

“Thou hast done that — for me?” 

“Ay, Ysabel!” 

“Thou hast murdered thy immortal soul — for me?” 

“Ysabell” 

“Thou lovest me like that I O God, in what likeness hast thou made 
me? In whatsoever image it may have been, I thank Thee — and repudi- 
ate Thee!” 

She took the cross from her throat and broke it in two pieces with 
her strong white fingers, 

“Thou art lost, eternally damned: but I will go down to hell with 
thee.” And she threw herself upon him and kissed him on the mouth. 

For a moment he forget the lesson thrust into his brain by the hideous 
fingers of the desert. He was almost happy. He put his hands about her 
warm face after a time. “We must go tonight,” he said. “I went to 
General Castro’s to change my clothes, and learned that a ship sails 
for the United States tonight We will go on that. I dare not delay twen- 
ty-four hours. It may be that they arc upon my heels now. How can 
we meet?” 

Her thoughts had traveled faster than his words, and she answered 
at once: “There is a ball at the Custom-house tonight. I will go. You will 
have a boat below the rocks. You know that the Custom-house is on 
the rocks at the end of the town, near the fort. No? It will be easier for 
me to slip from the ball-room than from this house. Only tell me where 
you will meet me.” 

“The ship sails at midnight. I too will go to the ball; for with me you 
can escape more easily. Have you a maid you can trust?” 

“My Luisa is faithful.” 

“Then tell her to be on the beach between the rocks of the Custom- 
house and the Fort with what you must take with you.” 

Again he kissed her many times, but softly. “Wear thy pearls tonight. 
I wkh to see thy triumf^ant hour in Monterey.” 
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“Yes,” she said, “I shall wear the pearls ” 

VI 

The corridor of the Custom-house had been enclosed to protect the 
musicians and supper table from the wind and fog. The store-room 
had been cleared, the floor scrubbed, the walls hung with the colors 
of Mexico. All in honor of Pio Pico, again in brief exile from his beloved 
Los Angeles. The Governor, blazing with diamonds, stood at the upper 
end of the room by Dona Modeste Castro’s side. About them were 
Castro and other prominent men of Monterey, all talking of the ru- 
mored war between the United States and Mexico and prophesying 
various results. Neither Pico nor Castro looked amiable. The Governor 
had arrived in the morning to find that the General had allowed pas- 
quinades representing his Excellency in no complimentary light to 
disfigure the streets of Monterey. Castro, when taken to task, had replied 
haughtily that it was the Governor’s place to look after his own dignity; 
he, the Commandante-General of the army of the Californias, had more 
important matters to attend to. The result had been a furious war of 
words, ending in a lame peace. 

“Tell us, Excellency,” said Jose Abrigo, “what will be the outcome?” 

"The Americans can have us if they wish,” said Pio Pico, bitterly, 
“We cannot pr<“veni.” 

“Never I” cried Castro. “What? We cannot protect ourselves against 
the invasion of bandoleros? Do you forget what blood stings the veins 
of the Californian? A Spaniard stand with folded arms and sec his 
country plucked from him! Oh, sacrilege! They will never have our 
Californias while a Californian lives to cut them down!” 

“Bravo! bravo!” cried many voices. 

“I tell you — ” began Pio Pico, but Dona Modeste interrupted him. 
“No more talk of war tonight,” she said peremptorily. “Where is 
Ysabcl?” 

“She sent me word by Dona Juana that she could not make herself 
ready in time to come with me, but would follow with my good 
friend, Don Antonio, who of course had to wait for her. Her gown 
was not finished, I believe. I think she had done something naughty, 
and Dona Juana had tried to punish her, but had not succeeded. The 
old lady looked very sad. Ah, here is Dona Ysabel now!” 

“How lovely she is!” said Dona Modeste. “I think — ^Whatl what! — ” 

“Dios de mi Alma!” exclaimed Pio Pico, “where did she get those 
pearls?” 

The crowd near the door had parted, and Ysabcl entered on the arm 
of her uncle. Don Antonio’s form was bent, and she looked taller by 
contrast. His thin sharp profile was outlined against her white neck. 
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bared for the first time to the eyes of Monterey. Her shawl had just 
been laid aside, and he was near-sighted and did not notice the pearls. 

She had sewn them all over the front of her white silk gown. She had 
wound them in the black coils of her hair. They wreathed her neck 
and roped her arms. Never had she looked so beautiful. Her great green 
eyes were as radiant as spring. Her lips were redder than blood. A pink 
flame burned in her oval cheeks. Her head moved like a Californian lily 
on its stalk. No Montereno would ever forget her. 

“El Son!” cried the young men, with one accord. Her magnificent 
beauty extinguished every other woman in the room. She must not 
hide her light in the contradanza. She must madden all eyes at once. 

Ysabel bent her head and glided to the middle of the room. The 
other women moved back, their white gowns like a snowbank against 
the garish walls. The thin sweet music of the instruments rose above the 
boom of the tide. Ysabel lifted her dress with curving arms, displaying 
arched feet clad in flesh-colored stockings and white slippers, and 
danced El Son. 

Her little feet tapped time to the music; she whirled her body with 
utmost g^ace, holding her head so motionless that she could have bal- 
anced a glass of water upon it. She was inspired that night; and when, in 
the midst of the dance, De la Vega entered the room, a sort of madness 
possessed her. She invented new figures. She glided back and forth, 
bending and swaying and doubling until to the eyes of her bewildered 
admirers the outlines of her lovely body were gone. Even the women 
shouted their approval, and the men went wild. They pulled their 
pockets inside out and flung handfuls of gold at her feet. Those who 
had only silver cursed their fate, but snatched the watches from their 
pockets, the rings from their fingers, and hurled them at her with 
shouts and cheers. They tore the lace ruffles from their shirts; they 
rushed to the next room and ripped the silver eagles from their hats. 
Even Pio Pico flung one of his golden ropes at her feet, a hot blaze in his 
old ugly face, as he cried : — 

“Brava! brava! thou Star of Monterey!” 

Guido Cabanares, desperate at having nothing more to sacrifice to 
his idol, sprang upon a chair, and was about to tear down the Mexican 
flag, when the music stopped with a crash, as if musicians and instru- 
ments had been overturned, and a figure leaped into the room. 

The women uttered a loud cry and crossed themselves. Even the men 
fell back. Ysabcl’s swaying body trembled and became rigid. De la 
Vega, who had watched her with folded arms, too entranced to offer 
her anything but the love that shook him, turned livid to his throat. A 
friar, his hood fallen back from his stubbled head, his brown habit stiff 
with dirt, smelling, reeling with fatigue, stood amongst them. Hi$ 
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eyes were deep in his ashen face. They rolled about the room until 
they met De la Vega’s. 

General Castro came hastily forward. “What docs this mean?” he 
asked. “What do you wish?” 

The friar raised his arm, and pointed his shaking finger at De la Vega. 

“Kill him!” he said, in a loud hoarse whisper. “He has desecrated the 
Mother of God!” 

Every caballero in the room turned upon De la Vega with furious 
satisfaction. Ysabel had quickened their blood, and they were willing 
to cool it in vengeance on the man of whom they still were jealous, and 
whom they suspected of having brought the wondrous pearls which 
covered their Favorita tonight. 

“What? What?” they cried eagerly. “Has he done this thing?” 

“He has robbed the Church. He has stripped the Blessed Virgin of 
her jewels. He — has — murdered — a — priest of the Holy Catholic 
Church.” 

Horror stayed them for a moment, and then they rushed at De la 
Vega. “He does not deny it!” they cried. “Is it true? Is it true?” and 
they surged about him hot with menace. 

“It is quite true,” said De la Vega, coldly. “I plundered the shrine of 
Loreto and murdered its priest.” 

The women panted and gasped; for a moment even the men were 
stunned, and in that moment an ominous sound mingled with the roar 
of the surf. Before the respite was over, Ysabel had reached his side. 

“He did it for me!” she cried, in her clear triumphant voice. “For 
me! And although you kill us both, I am the proudest woman in all 
the Californias, and I love him.” 

“Good!” cried Castro, and he placed himself before them. “Stand 
back, every one of you. What? are you barbarians, Indians, that you 
would do violence to a guest in your town ? What if he has committed 
a crime? Is he not one of you, then, that you offer him blood instead of 
protection? Where is your pride of caste? your hospitality} Oh, perfidy! 
Fall back, and leave the guest of your capital to those who are compelled 
to judge him.” 

The Caballeros shrank back, sullen but abashed. He had touched the 
quick of their pride. 

“Never mind!” cried the friar. “You cannot protect him from that. 
Listen!” 

Had the bay risen about the Custom-house? 

‘‘What is that?” demanded Castro, sharply. 

“The poor of Monterey; those who love their Cross better than the 
aristocrats love their caste. They know.” 

De la Vega caught Ysabel in his arms and dashed across the room 
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and corridor. His knife cut a long rift in the canvas, and in a moment 
they stood upon the rocks. The shrieking crowd was on the other side 
of the Custom-house. 

“Marcos!” he called to his boatman, “Marcos!” 

No answer came but the waves tugging at the rocks not two feet 
below them. He could sec nothing. The fog was thick as night. 

“He is not here, Ysabel. We must swim. Anything but to be torn 
to pieces by those wild cats. Are you afraid.?” 

“No,” she said. 

He folded her closely with one arm, and felt with his foot for the 
edge of the rocks. A wild roar came from behind. A dozen pistols were 
fired into the air. Dc la Vega reeled suddenly. “I am shot, Ysabel,” he 
said, his knees bending. “Not in this world, my love!” 

She wound her arms about him, and dragging him to the brow of the 
rocks, hurled herself outward, carrying him with her. The waves tossed 
them on high, flung them against the rocks and ground them there, 
playing with them like a lion with its victim, then buried them. 
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The Return of a 'Private 

BY HAMLIN GARLAND 


JLHE nearer the train drew 
toward La Crv^sse, the soberer the little group of “vets” became. On the 
long way from New Orleans they had beguiled tedium with jokes and 
fuendly chaff; or with planning with elaborate detail what they were 
going to do now, after the war. A long journey, slowly, irregularly, yet 
[lersistently pushing northward. When they entered on Wisconsin terri- 
tory they gave a cheer, and another when they reached Madison, but 
after that they sank into a dumb expectancy. Comrades dropped off at 
one nr two points beyond, until there were only four or live left who 
were bound for La Crosse County. 

I’hree of them were gaunt and brown, the fourth was gaunt and pale, 
with signs of fever and ague upon him. One had a great scar down his 
temple, one limped, and they all had unnaturally large, bright eyes, 
showing emaciation. There were no bands greeting them at the station, 
no banks of gayly dressed ladies waving handkerchiefs and shouting 
“Bravo!” as they came in on the caboose of a freight train into the towns 
that had cheered and blared at them on their way to war. As they 
looked out or stepped upon the platform for a moment, while the train 
stood at the station, the loafers looked at them indifferently. Their blue 
coats, dusty and grimy, were too familiar now to excite notice, much 
less a friendly word. They were the last of the army to return, and the 
loafers were surfeited with such sights. 

The train jogged forward so slowly that it seemed likely to be mid- 
night before they should reach La Crosse. The little squad grumbled 
and swore, but it was no use; the train would not hurry, and, as a matter 
of fact, it was nearly two o’clock when the engine whisded “down 
brakes.” 
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All of the group were farmers, living in districts several miles out of 
the town and all were poor. 

*‘Now, boys,” said Private Smith, he of the fever and ague, “we arc 
landed in La Crosse in the night. We’ve got to stay somewhere till 
mornin’. Now I ain’t got no two dollars to waste on a hotel. I’ve got a 
wife and children, so I’m goin’ to roost on a bench and take the cost of 
a bed out of my hide.” 

“Same here,” put in one of the other men. “Hide’ll grow on again, 
dollars’ll come hard. It’s goin’ to be mighty hot skirmishin’ to find a 
dollar these days.’’ 

“Don’t think they’ll be a deputation of citizens waitin’ to ’scort us to a 
hotel, eh?” said another. His sarcasm was too obvious to require an 
answer. 

Smith went on, “Then at daybreak we’ll start for home — at least, 
I will.” 

“Well, I’ll be dummed if I’ll take two dollars out o’ my hide,” one of 
the younger men said. “I’m goin’ to a hotel, ef I don’t never lay up a 
cent.” 

“That’ll do f’r you,” said Smith; “but if you had a wife an’ three 
young uns dependin’ on yeh — ” 

“Which I ain’t, thank the Lord! and don’t intend havin’ while the 
court knows itself.” 

The station was deserted, chill and dark, as they came into it at exactly 
a quarter to two in the morning. Lit by the oil lamps that flared a dull 
red light over the dingy benches, the waiting room was not an inviting 
place. The younger man went off to look up a hotel, while the rest 
remained and prepared to camp down on the floor and benches. Smith 
was attended to tenderly by the other men, who spread their blankets on 
the bench for him, and, by robbing themselves, made quite a comfort- 
able bed, though the narrowness of the bench made his sleeping pre- 
carious. 

It was chill, though August, and the two men, sitting with bowed 
heads, grew stiff with cold and weariness, and were forced to rise now 
and again and walk about to warm their stiffened limbs. It did not 
occur to them, probably, to contrast their coming home with their going 
forth, or with the coming home of the generals, colonels, or even cap- 
tains — ^but to Private Smith, at any rate, there came a sickness at heart 
almost deadly as he lay there on his hard bed and went over his situation. 

In the deep of the night, lying on a board in the town where he had 
enlisted three years ago, all elation and enthusiasm gone out of him, 
he faced the fact that with the joy of home-coming was already mingled 
the bitter juice of care. He saw himself sick, worn out, taking up the 
W(^k on his half<leared farm, the inevitable mortgage standing ready 
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with open jaw to swallow half his earnings. He had given three years 
of his life for a mere pittance of pay, and now — ! 

Morning dawned at last, slowly, with a pale yellow dome of light 
rising silently above the bluffs, which stand like some huge storm- 
devastated castle, just east of the city. Out to the left the great river 
swept on its massive yet silent way to the south. Bluejays called across 
the water from hillside to hillside through the clear, beautiful air, and 
hawks began to skim the tops of the hills. The older men were astir 
early, but Private Smith had fallen at last into a sleep, and they went 
f)Lit without waking him. He lay on his knapsack, his gaunt face turned 
toward the ceiling, his hands clasped on his breast, with a curious 
pathetic effect of weakness and appeal. 

An engine switching near woke him at last, and he slowly sat up 
and stared about. He looked out of the window and saw that the sun 
was lightening the hills across the river. He rose and brushed his hair 
as well as he could, folded his blankets up, and went out to find his 
companions. They stood gazing silently at the river and at the hills. 

“Looks natcher’l, don’t it?” they said, as he came out. 

“That’s what it does,” he replied. “An’ it looks good. D’yeh see that 
peak?” He pointed at a beautiful symmetrical peak, rising like a slightly 
truncated cone, so high that it seemed the very highest of them all. It 
was touched by that morning sun and it glowed like a beacon, and a 
light scarf of gray morning fog was rolling up its shadowed side. 

“My farm’s just beyond that. Now, if I can only ketch a ride, we’ll be 
home by dinner-time.” 

“I’m talkin’ about breakfast,” said one of the others. 

“I guess it’s one more meal o’ hardtack f’r me,” said Smith. 

They foraged around, and finally found a restaurant with a sleepy 
old German behind the counter, and procured some coffee, which they 
drank to wash down their hardtack. 

“Time’ll come,” said Smith, holding up a piece by the corner, “when 
this’ll be a curiosity.” 

“I hope to God it will! I bet I’ve chawed hardtack enough to shingle 
:vcry house in the coolly. I’ve chawed it when my lampers was down, 
ind when they wasn’t. I’ve took it dry, soaked, and mashed. I’ve had it 
vormy, musty, sour, and blue-moldy. I’ve had it in little bits and big 
^its; ’fore coffee an’ after coffee. I’m ready f’r a change. I’d like t’ git 
lolt jest about now o’ some of the hot biscuits my wife c’n make when 
‘he lays herself out f’r company.” 

“Well, if you set there gabblin', you’ll never see yer wife.” 

“Come on,” said Private Smith. “Wait a moment, boys; le’s take 
‘Uthin’. It’s on me.” He led them to the rusty tin dipper which hung on 
I nail beside the wooden water-pail, and they grinned and drank. Then 
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shouldering tbdr Uankets and muskets, which they were "'takin* home 
to the boys,” they struck out on their last march. 

“They called that coffee Jayvy,” grumbled one of them, “but it ncvei 
went by the road where government Jayvy resides. I reckon I know 
coffee from peas.” 

They kept together on the road along the turnpike, and up the wind- 
ing road by the river, which they followed for some miles. The river 
was very lovely, curving down along its sandy beds, pausing now and 
then under broad basswood trees, or running in dark, swift, silent cur- 
rents under tangles of wild grape vines, and drooping alders, and haw 
trees. At one of these lovely spots the three vets sat down on the thick 
green sward to rest, “on Smith’s account.” The leaves of the trees were 
as fresh and green as in June, the jays called cheery greetings to them, 
and kingfishers darted to and fro with swooping, noiseless flight. 

“I tell yeh, boys, this knocks the swamps of Loueesiana into kingdom 
come.” 

“You bet. All they c’n raise down there is snakes, niggers, and 
p’rticler hell.” 

“An* fightin* men,” put in the older man. 

“An’ fightin* men. If I had a good hook an* line Fd sneak a pick’rcl 
out o* that pond. Say, remember that time I shot that alligator—*’ 

“I guess we’d better be crawlin’ along,” interrupted Smith, rising and 
shouldering his knapsack, with considerable effort, which he tried to 
hide. 

“Say, Smith, lemme give you a lift on that.’' 

“I guess I c’n manage,” said Smith grimly. 

“Course. But, yo* see, I may not have a chance right off to pay yeh 
back for the times you’ve carried my gun and hull caboodle. Say, now, 
gimme that gun, anyway.” 

“All right, if yeh feel like it, Jim.” Smith replied, and they trudged 
along doggedly in the sun, which was getting higher and hotter each 
half-mile. 

“Ain’t it queer there ain’t no teams cornin’ along,” said Smith, after 
a long silence. 

“Well, no, secin’s it’s Sunday.” 

“By jinks, that’s a fact. It is Sunday. I’ll git home in time f’r dinner, 
sure I” he cyulted. “She don’t hev dinner usially till about one on Sun* 
days.” And he fell into a muse, in which he smiled. 

“Well, I’ll git home jest about six o’clock, jest about when the boys 
arc milkin’ the cows,” said old Jim Granby. “I’ll step into the barn, 
an’ then I’ll say, *Hcahl why ain’t this milkin’ done before this time o’ 
day?’ An’ then won’t they ^11” he added, slapping his thigh in great 
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Smith went on. ‘I’ll jest go up the padi. Old Rover’ll come down the 
road to meet me. He won’t bark— he’ll know me— an’ he’ll come down 
waggin’ his tail an* showin’ his teeth. That’s his way of laughin’. An’ 
so I’ll walk up to the kitchen door, an’ I’ll say, 'Dinner f’r a hungry 
manl’ An’ then she’ll jump up, an’ — 

He couldn’t go on. His voice choked at the thought of it. Saunders, 
the third man, hardly uttered a word, but walked silently behind the 
others. He had lost his wife the first year he was in the army. She died 
of pneumonia, caught in the autumn rains while working in the fields 
in his place. 

They plodded along dll at last they came to a parting of the ways. Tc 
the right the road condnued up the main valley; to the left it went over 
the big ridge. 

“Well, boys,” began Smith, as they grounded their muskets and 
looked away up the valley, "here’s where we shake hands. We’ve 
marched together a good many miles, an’ now I s’pose we’re done.” 

“Yes, I don’t think we’ll do any more of it f’r a while. I don’t want 
to, I know.” 

“I hope I’ll see yeh once in a while, boys, to talk over old dmes.” 

“Of course,” said Saunders, whose voice trembled a little, too. "It 
ain’t exactly like dyin’.” They all found it hard to look at each other. 

“But we’d ought’r go home with you,” said Granby. “You’ll never 
dimb that ridge with all them things on ycr back.” 

“Oh, I’m all right! Don’t worry about me. Every step takes me nearei 
home, yeh see. Well, good-by, boys.” 

They shook hands. “Good-by. Good luck!” 

“Same to you. Lemmc know how you find things at home.” 

“Good-by.” 

“Good-by.” 

He turned once before they passed out of sight, and waved his cap, 
and they did the same, and all yelled. Then all marched away with their 
long, steady, loping, veteran step. The solitary climber in blue walked 
on for a time, with his mind filled with the kindness of his comrades^ 
and musing upon the many wonderful days they had had together in 
camp and field. 

He thought of his chum, Billy Tripp. Poor Billy! A “minie” ball fell 
into his breast one day, fell wailing like a cat, and tore a great ragged 
hole in his heart. He looked forward to a sad scene with Billy’s mothei' 
and sweetheart. They would want to know all about it. He tried to recall 
all that Billy had said, and the particulars of it, but there was little to 
remember, just that wild wailing sound high in the air, a dull slap, a 
short, quick, expulsive groan, and the boy lay with his face in the dirt 
in the plowed field they were marching across. 
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That was all. But all the scenes he had since been through had not 
dimmed the horror, the terror of that moment, when his boy comrade 
fell, with only a breath between a laugh and a death-groan. Poor hand- 
some Billy! Worth millions of dollars was his young life. 

These somber recollections gave way at length to more cheerful 
feelings as he began to approach his home coolly. The fields and houses 
grew familiar, and in one or two he was greeted by people seated in 
the doorways. But he was in no mood to talk, and pushed on steadily, 
though he stopped and accepted a drink of milk once at the well-side 
of a neighbor. 

The sun was burning hot on that slope, and his step grew slower, in 
spite of his iron resolution. He sat down several times to rest. Slowly he 
crawled up the rough, reddish-brown road, which wound along the 
hillside, under great trees, through dense groves of jack oaks, with tree- 
tops far below him on his left hand, and the hills far above him on his 
right. He crawled along like some minute, wingless variety of fly. 

He ate some hardtack, sauced with wild berries, when he reached the 
summit of the ridge, and sat there for some time, looked down into his 
home coolly. 

Somber, pathetic figure! His wide, round, gray eyes gazing down into 
the beautiful valley, seeing and not seeing, the splendid cloud-shadows 
sweeping over the western hills and across the green and yellow wheat 
far below. His head dropped forward on his palm, his shoulders took 
on a tired stoop, his cheek-bones showed painfully. An observer might 
have said, “He is looking down upon his own grave.*' 

II 

Sunday comes in a Western wheat harvest with such sweet and sudden 
relaxation to man and beast that it would be holy for that reason, if for 
no other, and Sundays are usually fair in harvest-time. As one goes out 
into the field in the hot morning sunshine, with no sound abroad save 
the crickets and the indescribably pleasant silken rustling of the ripened 
grain, the reaper and the very sheaves in the stubble seem to be resting, 
dreaming. 

Around the house, in the shade of the trees, the men sit, smoking, 
dozing, or reading the papers, while the women, never resting, move 
about at the housework. The men eat on Sundays about the same as on 
other days, and breakfast is no sooner over and out of the way than 
dinner begins. 

But at the Smith farm there were no men dozing or reading. Mrs. 
Smith was alone with her three children, Mary, nine. Tommy, six, and 
little Ted, just past four. Her farm, rented to a neighbor, lay at the head 
of a coolly or narrow gully, made at some far-off post-glacial period 
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by the vast and angry floods of water which gullied these tremendous 
furrows in the level prairie — furrows so deep that undisturbed portions 
of the original level rose like hills on either side, rose to quite consider- 
able mountains. 

The chickens wakened her as usual that Sabbath morning from 
dreams of her absent husband, from whom she had not heard for weeks. 
The shadows drifted over the hills, down the slopes, across the wheat, 
and up the opposite wall in leisurely way, as if, being Sunday, they could 
take it easy also. The fowls clustered about the housewife as she went 
out into the yard. Fuzzy little chickens swarmed out from the coopj, 
where their clucking and perpetually disgruntled mothers tramped 
about, petulantly thrusting their heads through the spaces between the 
slats. 

A cow called in a deep, musical bass, and a calf answered from a little 
pen near by, and a pig scurried guiltily out of the cabbages. Seeing all 
this, seeing the pig in the cabbages, the tangle of grass in the garden, the 
broken fence which she had mended again and again — the little woman, 
hardly more than a girl, sat down and cried. The bright Sabbath morn- 
ing was only a mockery without him! 

A few years ago they had bought this farm, paying part, mortgaging 
the rest in the usual way. Edward Smith was a man of terrible energy. 
He worked “nights and Sundays,” as the saying goes, to clear the farm 
of its brush and of its insatiate mortgage! In the midst of his Herculean 
struggle came the call for volunteers, and with the grim and unselfish 
Icvotion to his country which made the Eagle Brigade able to “whip its 
weight in wildcats,” he threw down his scythe and grub-axe, turned his 
cattle loose, and became a blue-coated cog in a vast machine for killing 
men, and not thistles. While the millionaire sent his money to England 
for safekeeping, this man, with his girl-wife and three babies, left therr 
on a mortgaged farm, and went away to fight for an idea. It was foolish 
but it was sublime for all that. 

That was three years before, and the young wife, sitting on the well 
curb on this bright Sabbath harvest morning, was righteously rebellious. 
It seemed to her that she had borne her share of the country’s sorrow. 
Two brothers had been killed, the renter in whose hands her husband 
had left the farm had proved a villain; one year the farm had been 
without crops, and now the over-ripe grain was waiting the tardy hand 
of the neighbor who had rented it, and who was cutting his own grain 
first. 

About six weeks before, she had received a letter saying, “We’ll be 
discharged in a little while.” But no other word had come from him. 
She had seen by the papers that his army was being discharged, ao'^ 
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from day to day other soldiers slowly percolated in blue streams bade 
into the state and country, but still her hero did not return. 

Each week she had told the children that he was coming, and she had 
watched the road so long that it had become unconscious; and as she 
stood at the well, or by the kitchen door, her eyes were fixed unthink- 
ingly on the road that wound down the coolly. 

Nothing wears on the human soul like waiting. If the stranded 
mariner, searching the sun-bright seas, could once give up hope of a 
ship, that horrible grinding on his brain would cease. It was this wait- 
ing, hoping, on the edge of despair, that gave Emma Smith no rest. 

Neighbors said, with kind intentions: “He’s sick, maybe, an’ can’t 
start north just yet. He’ll come along one o’ these days.” 

"‘Why don’t he write?” was her question, which silenced them all. 
This Sunday morning it seemed to her as if she could not stand it 
longer. The house seemed intolerably lonely. So she dressed the little 
ones in their best calico dresses and home-made jackets, and, closing up 
the house, set off down the coolly to old Mother Gray's. 

“Old Widder Gray” lived at the “mouth of the coolly.” She was a 
widow woman with a large family of stalwart boys and laughing girls. 
She was the visible incarnation of hospitality and optimistic poverty. 
With Western open-heartedness she fed every mouth that asked food 
of her, and worked herself to death as cheerfully as her girls danced 
in the neighborhood harvest dances. 

She waddled down the path to meet Mrs. Smith with a broad smile 
on her face. 

“Oh, you little dears! Come right to your granny. Gimme a kiss! 
Come right in, Mis’ Smith. How are yeh, anyway? Nice mornin’, ain’t 
it? Come in an’ set down. Everything’s in a clutter, but that won’t scare 
you any.” 

She led the way into the best room, a sunny, square room, carpeted 
with a faded and patched rag carpet, and papered with white and green- 
striped wall-paper, where a few faded effigies of dead members of the 
family hung in variously sized oval walnut frames. The house resounded 
with singing, laughter, whistling, tramping of heavy boots, and riotous 
scufflings. Half-grown boys came to the door and crooked their fingers 
at the children, who ran out, and were soon heard in the midst of 
the fun. 

“Don’t s’posc you’ve heard from Ed?” Mrs^ Smith shook her head. 
“He’ll turn up some day, when you ain’t lookin’ for ’m.” The good old 
soul had said that so many times that poor Mrs. Smith derived no 
comfort from it any longer. 

“Liz heard from A1 the other day. He’s cornin’ some day this week 
Anyhow, they expect hL*ii.” 
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“Did he say anything of—” 

“No, he didn’t,” Mrs. Gray admitted. “But then it was only a short 
letter, anyhow. A1 ain’t much for writin’, anyhow. But come out and 
see my new cheese. I tell ych, I don’t believe I ever had better luck in my 
life. If Ed should come, I want you should take him up a piece of this 
cheese.” 

It was beyond human nature to resist the influence of that noisy, 
hearty, loving household, and in the midst of the singing and laughing 
the wife forgot her anxiety, for the time at least, and laughed and sang 
with the rest. 

About eleven o’clock a wagon-load more drove up to the door, and 
Bill Gray, the widow’s oldest son, and his whole family from Sand Lake 
Coolly piled out amid a good-natured uproar. Every one talked at once, 
except Bill, who sat in the wagon with his wrists on his knees, a straw 
in his mouth, and an amused twinkle in his blue eyes. 

“Ain’t heard nothin’ o’ Ed, I s’pose?” he asked in a kind of bellow. 
Mrs. Smith shook her head. Bill, with a delicacy very striking in such a 
great giant, rolled his quid in his mouth, and said : 

“Didn’t know but you had. I hear two or three of the Sand Lake boys 
arc cornin’. Left New Orleens some time this week. Didn’t write nothin' 
about Ed, but no news is good news in such cases, mother always says.” 

“Well, go put out yer team,” said Mrs. Gray, “an’ go’n bring me in 
some taters, an’, Sim, you go see if you c’n find some corn. Sadie, you 
put on the water to bile. Come now, hustle yer boots, all o' yeh. If I 
feed this yer crowd, we’ve got to have some raw materials. If y’ think 
I’m goin’ to feed yeh on pie — you’re jest mightily mistaken.” 

The children went off into the fields, the girls put dinner on to boil, 
and then went to change their dresses and fix their hair. “Somebody 
might come,” they said. 

“Land sakes, I hope not! I don’t know where in time I’d set ’em, ’less 
they’d eat at the second table,” Mrs Gray laughed, in pretended dismay. 

The two older boys, who had served their time in the army, lay out 
on the grass before the house, and whittled and talked desultorily about 
the war and the crops, and planned buying a threshing-machine. The 
older girls and Mrs. Smith helped enlarge the table and put on the 
dishes, talking all the time in that cheery, incoherent, and meaningful 
way a group of such women have — a conversation to be taken for its 
spirit rather than for its letter, though Mrs. Gray at last got the car 
of them all and dissertated at length on girls. 

“Girls in love ain’t no use in the whole blessed week,” she said. “Sun- 
days they’re a-lookin, down the road, expectin’ he’ll come. Sunday 
afternoons they can’t think o’ nothin’ else, ’cause he’s here. Monday 
mornin’s they’re sleepy and kind o’ dreamy and slimpsy, and good £*.' 
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nothin’ on Tuesday and Wednesday. Thursday they git absent-minded, 
an’ begin to look off toward Sunday again, an’ mope aroun’ and let the 
dishwater git cold, right under their noses. Friday they break dishes, an’ 
go off in the best room an’ snivel, an* look out o’ the winder. Saturdays 
they have queer spurts o’ workin’ like all p’ssessed, an’ spurts o’ frizzin’ 
their hair. An’ Sunday they begin it all over again.” 

The girls giggled and blushed all through this tirade from their 
mother, their broad faces and powerful frames anything but suggestive 
of lackadaisical sentiment. But Mrs. Smith said: 

“Now, Mrs. Gray, I hadn’t ought to stay to dinner. You’ve got — ” 

“Now you set right down! If any of them girls’ beaux comes, they’ll 
have to take what’s left, that’s all. They ain’t s’posed to have much 
appetite, nohow. No, you’re goin’ to stay if they starve, an’ they ain’t 
Lio danger o’ that,” 

At one o’clock the long table was piled with boiled potatoes, cords 
of boiled corn on the cob, squash and pumpkin pies, hot biscuits, sweet 
pickles, bread and butter, and honey. Then one of the girls took down 
a conch-shell from a nail, and going to the door, blew a long, fine, free 
blast, that showed there was no weakness of lungs in her ample chest. 

Then the children came out of the forest of corn, out of the creek, out 
of the loft of the barn, and out of the garden. 

“They come to their feed f’r all the world jest like the pigs when y* 
holler ‘poo-eel’ See ’em scoot!” laughed Mrs. Gray, every wrinkle on 
her face shining with delight. 

The men shut up their jack-knives, and surrounded the horse-trough 
to souse their faces in the cold, hard water, and in a few moments the 
table was filled with a merry crowd, and a row of wistful-eyed youngsters 
circled the kitchen wall, where they stood first on one leg and then on 
the other, in impatient hunger. 

“Now pitch in, Mrs. Smith,” said Mrs. Gray, presiding over the table. 
“You know these men critters. They’ll eat every grain of it, if yeh give 
’em a chance. I swan, they’re made o’ India-rubber, their stomachs is, 
I know it.” 

“Haf to eat to work,” said Bill, gnawing a cob with a swift, circular 
motion that rivalled a corn-sheller in results. 

“More like workin’ to eat,” put in one of the girls, with a giggle* 
“More eat ’n work with you'' 

“You needn’t say anything, Net. Anyone that’ll eat seven ears — ” 

“I didn’t no such thing. You piled your cobs on my plate.” 

“That’ll do to teU Ed Varney. It won’t go down here where we 
know yeh.” 

“Good land! Eat all yeh want! They’s plenty mor- in the fiel’s, but 
1 can’t afford to eivc you young uns tea. The tea is for us women- 
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folks, and ’specially f’r Mis’ Smith an* Bill’s wife. We’re a-goin’ to tel) 
fortunes by it.” 

One by one the men filled up and shoved back, and one by one the 
children slipped into their places, and by two o’clock the women alone 
rema’ned around the debris-covered table, sipping their tea and telling 
fortunes. 

As they got well down to the grounds in the cup, they shook them 
with a circular motion in the hand, and then turned them bottom-side 
up quickly in the saucer, then twirled them three or four times one 
\vay, and three or four times the other, during a breathless pause. Then 
Mrs. Gray lifted the cup, and, gazing into it with profound gravity, 
pronounced the impending fate. 

It must be admitted that, to a critical observer, she had abundant 
preparation for hitting close to the mark, as when she told the girls 
that “somebody was cornin’.” “It’s a man,” she went on gravely. “He 
is cross-eyed — ” 

“Oh, you hush!” cried Nettie. 

“He has red hair, and is death on b’iled corn and hot biscuit.” 

The others shrieked with delight. 

“But he’s goin’ to get the mitten, that red-headed feller is, for I see 
another feller cornin’ up behind him.” 

“Oh, lemme see, lemme seel” cried Nettie. 

“Keep off,” said the priestess, with a lofty gesture. “His hair is black. 
He don’t eat so much, and he works more.” 

The girls exploded in a shriek of laughter, and pounded their sister 
on the back. 

At last came Mrs. Smith’s turn, and she was trembling with excite- 
ment as Mrs. Gray again composed her jolly face to what she considered 
a proper solemnity of expression. 

“Somebody is cornin’ to you,* she said, after a long pause. “He’s gol 
i. musket on his back. He’s a soldier. He’s almost here. See?” 

She pointed at two little tea-stems, which really formed a faint sug- 
gestion of a man with a musket on his back. He had climbed nearly to 
the edge of the cup. Mrs. Smith grew pale with excitement. She trembled 
so she could hardly hold the cup in her hand as she gazed into it. 

“It’s Ed,” cried the old woman. “He’s on the way home. Heavens 
an’ earth! There he is now!” She turned and waved her hand out toward 
the road. They rushed to the door to look where she pointed. 

A man in a blue coat, with a musket on his back, was toiling slowly 
up the hill on the sun-bright, dusty road, toiling slowly, with bent head 
half hidden by a heavy knapsack- So tired it seemed that walking was 
indeed a process of falling. So cadger to get home he would not stop. 
Would not look aside, but plodaec on, amid the cries of the locusts, the 
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welcome of the crickets, and the rustle of the yellow wheat. Getting 
back to God’s country, and his wife and babiesi 

Laughing, crying, trying to call him and the children at the same 
time, the little wife, almost hysterical, snatched her hat and ran out into 
the yard. But the soldier had disappeared over the hill into the hollow 
beyond, and, by the time she had found the children, he was too far 
away for her voice to reach him. And, besides, she was not sure it was 
her husband, for he had not turned his head at their shouts. This seemed 
so strange. Why didn’t he stop to rest at his old neighbor’s housed 
Tortured by hope and doubt, she hurried up the coolly as fast as she 
could push the baby wagon, the blue-coated figure just ahead pushing 
steadily, silently forward up the coolly. 

When the excited, panting little group came in sight of the gate they 
saw the blue-coated figure standing, leaning upon the rough rail fence, 
his chin on his palms, gazing at the empty house. His knapsack, can- 
teen, blankets, and musket lay upon the dusty grass at his feet. 

He was like a man lost in a dream. His wide, hungry eyes devoured 
the scene. The rough lawn, the little unpainted house, the field of clear 
yellow wheat behind it, down across which streamed the sun, now al- 
most ready to touch the high hill to the west, the crickets crying merrily, 
? cat on the fence near by, dreaming, unmindful of the stranger in blue— 

How peaceful it all was. O God! How far removed from all camps, 
hospitals, batde lines. A little cabin in a Wisconsin coolly, but it was 
majestic in its peace. How did he ever leave it for those years of tramp- 
ing, thirsting, killing? 

Trembling, weak with emotion, her eyes on the silent figure, Mrs. 
Smith hurried up to the fence. Her feet made no noise in the dust and 
grass, and they were close upon him before he knew of them. The 
oldest boy ran a little ahead. He will never forget that figure, that face. 
It will always remain as something epic, that return of the private. He 
fixed his eyes on the pale face covered with a ragged beard. 

“Who ar^ you, sir?” asked the wife, or, rather, started to ask, for he 
turned, stood a moment, and then cried: 

“Emma!” 

“Edward!” 

The children stood in a curious row to sec their mother kiss this 
bearded, strange man, the elder girl sobbing sympathetically with her 
mother. Illness had left the soldier partly deaf, and this added to the 
strangeness of his manner. 

But the youngest child stood away, even after the girl had recognized 
her father and kissed him. The man turned then to the baby, and said in 
a curiously unpater na] tone: 
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‘‘Come here, my little man; don’t you know me?” But the baby 
backed away under the fence and stood peering at him critically. 

“My little man!” What meaning in those words! This baby seemed 
like some other woman’s child, and not the infant he had left in his 
wife’s arms. The war had come between him and his baby — he was only 
a strange man to him, with big eyes; a soldier, with mother hanging to 
hia arm, and talking in a loud voice. 

“And this is Tom,” the private said, drawing the oldest boy to him. 
''Hell come and see me. He knows his poor old pap when he comes 
home from the war.” 

The mother heard the pain and reproach in his voice and hastened 
to apologize. 

‘Tou’ve changed so, Ed. He can’t know yeh. This is papa, Teddy; 
come and kiss him — ^Tom and Mary do. Come, won’t you?” But Teddy 
still peered through the fence with solemn eyes, well out of reach. He 
resembled a half-wild kitten that hesitates, studying the tones of one’s 
voice. 

“I’ll fix him,” said the soldier, and sat down to undo his knapsack, 
out or which he drew three enormous and very red apples. After giving 
one to each of the older children, he said: 

''Now I guess he’ll come. Eh, my little man? Now come see your pap.” 

Teddy crept slowly under the fence, assisted by the over-zealous 
Tommy, and a moment later was kicking and squalling in his father’s 
arms. Then they entered the house, into the sitting room, poor, bare, 
art-forsaken little room, too, with its rag carpet, its square clock, and 
its two or three chromos and pictures from Harper's Weekly pinned 
about. 

“Emma, I’m all tired out,” said Private Smith, as he flung himsdf 
down on the carpet as he used to do, while his wife brought a pillow 
lo put under his head, and the children stood about munching their 
apples. 

“Tommy, you run and get me a pan of ehips, and Mary, you get the 
tea-ketde on, and I’ll go and make some biscuit.” 

And the soldier talked. Question after question he poured forth about 
the crops, the cattle, the renter, the neighbor. He slipped his heavy gov- 
ernment brogan shoes off his/poor, tired, blistered feet, and lay out with 
utter, sweet relaxation. He was a free man again, no longer a soldier 
under command. At supper he stopped once, listened and smiled 
“That’s old Spot. I know her voice. I s’pose that’s her calf out there if. 
the pen. I can’t milk her tonight, though. I’m too tired. But I tell you^ 
I d like a drink o’ her milk. What’s beomie of old Rove?” 

“He died last winter. Poisoned, I guess.” There was a moment of 
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sadness for them all. It was some time before the husband spoke again, 
in a voice that trembled a little. 

“Poor old feller I He*d *a’ known me half a mile away. I expected him 
to come down the hill to meet me. It *ud ’a* been more like cornin’ 
home if I could ’a* seen him cornin’ down the road an’ waggin* his tail, 
an* laughin’ that way he had. I tell yeh, it kind o’ took hold o’ me to 
see the blinds down an’ the house shut up.” 

“But, yeh sec, we—wc expected you’d write again ’fore you started. 
And then we thought we’d sec you if you did come,” she hastened to 
explain. 

“Well, I ain’t worth a cent on writin*. Besides, it’s just as well yeh 
didn’t know when I was cornin’. I tell you, it sounds good to hear them 
chickens out there, an’ turkeys, an’ the crickets. Do you know they don’t 
have just the same kind o* crickets down South? Who’s Sam hired t* 
help cut ycr grain?” 

“The Ramsey boys.” 

“Looks like a good crop; but I’m afraid I won’t do much gettin* it 
cut. This cussed fever an* ague has got me down pretty low. I don’t 
know when I’ll get rid of it. I’ll bet I’ve took twenty-five pounds of 
quinine if I’ve taken a bit. Gimme another biscuit. I tell yeh, they taste 
good, Emma. I ain’t had anything like it — say, if you’d ’a’ bear’d me 
braggin’ to th’ boys about your butter ’n’ biscuits I’ll bet your cars ’ud 
a* burnt.” 

The private’s wife colored with pleasure. “Oh, you’re always 
a-braggin’ about your things. Everybody makes good butter.” 

“Yes; old lady Snyder, for instance.” 

“Oh, well, she ain’t to be mentioned. She’s Dutch.” 

“Or old Mis* Snively. One more cup o’ tea, Mary. That’s my girl! I’m 
feeling better already. I just b’lieve the matter with me is. I’m starved'' 

This was a delicious hour, one long to be remembered. They were 
like lovers again. But their tenderness, like that of a typical American 
family, found utterance in tones, rather than in words. He was praising 
her when praising her biscuit, and she knew it. They grew soberer 
when he showed where he had been struck, one ball burning the back 
of his hand, one cutting away a lock of hair from his temple, and one 
passing through the calf of his leg. The wife shuddered to think how 
near she had come to being a soldier’s widow. Her waiting no longer 
seemed hard. This sweet, glorious hour effaced it all. 

Then they rose, and all went out into the garden and down to the 
barn. He stood beside her while she milked old Spot. They began to 
plan fields and crops for next year. 

His farm was weedy and encumbered, a rascally renter had run away 
with his machinery (departing between two days), his children needed 
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clothing, the years were coming upon him, he was sick and emaciated, 
but his heroic soul did not quail. With the same courage with which he 
had faced his Southern march he entered upon a still more hazardous 
future. 

Oh, that mystic hour! The pale man with big eyes standing there by 
the well, with his young wife by his side. The vast moon swinging above 
the eastern peaks, the cattle winding down the pasture slopes with 
jangling bells, the crickets singing, the stars blooming out sweet and 
far and serene; the katydids rhythmically calling, the little turkeys cry- 
ing querulously, as they settle to roost in the poplar tree near the open 
gate. The voices at the well drop lower, the little ones nestle in their 
father’s arms at last, and Teddy falls asleep theie. 

The common soldier of the American volunteer army had returned. 
His war with the South was over, and his fight, his daily running fight 
with Nature and against the injustice of his fellow-men, was begun 
again. 



A New England Nun 

BY MARY E. WILKINS 

was late in the afternoon, and 
the light was waning. There was a difference in the look of the tree 
shadows out in the yard. Somewhere in the distance cows were lowing 
and a little oell was tinkling; now and then a farm-wagon tilted by, and 
the dust flew; some blue-shirted laborers with shovels over their shoul- 
ders plodded past; little swarms of flies were dancing up and down 
before the people’s faces in the soft air. There seemed to be a gentle 
stir arising over everything for the mere sake of subsidence — a very 
premonition of rest and hush and night. 

This soft diurnal commotion was over Louisa Ellis also. She had 
been peacefully sewing at her sitting-room window all the afternoon. 
Now she quilted her needle carefully into her work, which she folded 
precisely, and laid in a basket with her thimble and thread and scissors. 
Louisa Ellis could not remember that ever in her life she had mislaid 
one of these little feminine appurtenances, which had become, from 
long use and constant association, a very part of her personality. 

Louisa tied a green apron round her waist, and got out a flat straw 
hat with a green ribbon. Then she went into the garden with a little 
blue crockery bowl, to pick some currants for her tea. After the cur- 
rants were picked she sat on the back doorstep and stemmed them, 
collecting the stems carefully in her apron, and afterward throwing 
them into the hen-coop. She looked sharply at the grass beside the step 
to see if any had fallen there. 

Louisa was slow and still in her movements; it took her a long time 
to prepare her tea; but when ready it was set forth with as much grace 
as if she had been a veritable guest to her own self. The little square 
table stood exactly in the center of the kitchen, and was covered with 
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a starched linen cloth whose border pattern of flowers glistened. Louisa 
had a damask napkin on her tea-tray, where were arranged a cut-glass 
tumbler full of teaspoons, a silver cream-pitcher, a china sugar-bowl,, 
and one pink china cup and saucer. Louisa used china every day — 
something which none of her neighbors did. They whispered about it 
among themselves. Their daily tables were laid with common crockery,, 
their sets of best china stayed in the parlor closet, and Louisa Ellis was 
no richer nor better bred than they. Still she would use the china. She 
had for her supper a glass dish full of sugared currants, a plate of little 
c akes, and one of light white biscuits. Also a leaf or two of lettuce, which 
she cut up daintily. Louisa was very fond of lettuce, which she raised 
to perfection in her little garden. She ate quite heartily, though in a 
delicate, pecking way; it seemed almost surprising that any considerable 
bulk of the food should vanish. 

After tea she filled a plate with nicely baked thin corn-cakes, and 
carried them out into the backyard. 

“Caesar!** she called. “Caesar! Caesar!” 

There was a little rush, and the clank of a chain, and a large yellow- 
and-white dog appeared at the door of his tiny hut, which was half 
hidden among the tall grasses and flowers. Louisa patted him and gave 
him the corn-cakes. Then she returned to the house and washed the tea- 
things, polishing the china carefully. The twilight had deepened; the 
chorus of the frogs floated in at the open window wonderfully loud 
and shrill, and once in a while a long sharp drone from a tree-toad 
pierced it. Louisa took off her green gingham apron, disclosing a shorter 
one of pink-and-white print. She lighted her lamp, and sat down again 
with her sewing. 

In about half an hour Joe Dagget came. She heard his heavy step on 
the walk, and rose and took off her pink-and-white apron. Under that 
was still another — white linen with a little cambric edging on the bot- 
tom; that was Louisa’s company apron: She never wore it without her 
calico sewing-apron over it unless she had a guest. She had barely 
folded the pink-and-white one with methodical haste and laid it in a 
table-drawer when the door opened and Joe Dagget entered. 

He seemed to fill up the whole room. A little yellow canary that had 
been asleep in his green cage at the south window woke up and fluttered 
wildly, beating his little yellow wings against the wires. He always 
did so when Joe Dagget came into the room. 

“Good-evening,” said Louisa. She extended her hand with a kind of 
solemn cordiality. 

“Good-evening, Louisa,” returned the man, in a loud voice. 

She placed a chair for him, and they sat facing each other, with the 
table between them. He sat bolt-upright, toeing out his heavy feet 
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squarely, glancing with a good-humored uneasiness around the room. 
She sat gently erect, folding her slender hands in her white-linen lap. 

“Been a pleasant day,** remarked Dagget. 

“Real pleasant,*’ Louisa assented, softly. “Have you been haying?” 
she asked, after a little while. 

“Yes, I’ve been haying all day, down in the ten-acre lot. Pretty hot 
work.” 

“It must be.” 

“Yes, it’s pretty hot work in the sun.” 

“Is your mother well today?” 

“Yes, mother’s pretty well.” 

“I suppose Lily Dyer’s with her now?” 

Dagget colored. “Yes, she’s with her,” he answered, slowly. 

He was not very young, but there was a boyish look about his large 
face. Louisa was not quite as old as he, her face was fairer and smoother, 
but she gave people the impression of being older. 

“I suppose she’s a good deal of help to your mother,” she said, further. 

“I guess she is; I don’t know how mother’d get along without her,” 
said Dagget, with a sort of embarrassed warmth. 

“She looks like a real capable girl. She’s pretty-looking too,” remarked 
Louisa. 

“Yes, she is pretty fair-looking.” 

Presently Dagget began fingering the books on the table. There was 
a square red autograph album, and a Young Lady’s Gift-Book which 
had belonged to Louisa’s mother. He took them up one after the other 
and opened them; then laid them down again, the album on the Gift- 
Book. 

Louisa kept eying them with mild uneasiness. Finally she rose and 
changed the position of the books, putting the album underneath. That 
was the way they had been arranged in the first place. 

Dagget gave an awkward little laugh. “Now what difference did it 
make which book was on top?” said he. 

Louisa looked at him with a deprecating smile. “I always keep them 
that way,” murmured she. 

“You do beat everything,” said Dagget, trying to laugh again. His 
large face was flushed. 

He remained about an hour longer, then rose to take leave. Going 
out, he stumbled over a rug, and, trying to recover himself, hit Louisa’s 
work-basket on the table, and knocked it on the floor. 

He looked at Louisa, then at the rolling spools; he ducked himself 
iwkwardly toward thto, but she stopped him. “Never mind,” said 
she; “I’lrpicW thein up after you’re gone.” 

She spoke with a mild stiffness. Either she was a litde disturbed, or 
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his nervousness affected her, and made her seem constrained in her 
effort to reassure him. 

When Joe Dagget was outside he drew in the sweet evening air with 
a sigh, and felt much as an innocent and perfectly well-intentioned bear 
might after his exit from a china shop. 

Louisa, on her part, felt much as the kind-hearted, long-suffering 
owner of the china shop might have done after the exit of the bear. 

She tied on the pink, then the green apron, picked up all the scattered 
treasures and replaced them in her work-basket, and straightened the 
jug. Then she set the lamp on the floor, and began sharply examining 
the carpet. She even rubbed her fingers over it, and looked at them. 

“He’s tracked in a good deal of dust,” she murmured. “I thought he 
must have.” 

Louisa got a dustpan and brush, and swept Joe Dagger’s track care- 
fully. 

If he could have known it, it would have increased his perplexity and 
uneasiness, although it would not have disturbed his loyalty in the 
least. He came twice a week to see Louisa Ellis, and every time, sitting 
there in her delicately sweet room, he felt as if surrounded by a hedge of 
lacc. He was afraid to stir lest he should put a clumsy foot or hand 
through the fairy web, and he had always the consciousness that Louisa 
was watching fearfully lest he should. 

Still the lace and Louisa commanded perforce his perfect respect and 
patience and loyalty. They were to be married in a month, after a singu- 
lar courtship which had lasted for a matter of fifteen years. For fourteen 
out of the fifteen years the two had not once seen each other, and they 
had seldom exchanged letters. Joe had been all those years in Australia, 
where he had gone to make his fortune, and where he had stayed until 
he made it. He would have stayed fifty years if it had taken so long, 
and come home feeble and tottering, or never come home at all, to 
marry Louisa. 

But the fortune had been made in the fourteen years, and he had 
come home now to marry the woman who had been patiently and un- 
questioningly waiting for him all that time. 

Shortly after they were engaged he had announced to Louisa his 
determination to strike out into new fields, and secure a competenev 
before they should be married. She had listened and assented with the 
sweet serenity which never failed her, not even when her lover set 
forth on that long and uncertain journey. Joe, buoyed up as he was by 
his sturdy determination, broke down a little at the last, but Louisa 
kissed him with a mild blush, and said good-by. 

“It won’t be for long,” poor Joe had said, huskily; but it was for 
fourteen years. 
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In that length of time much had happened. Louisa’s mother and 
brother had died, and she was all alone in the world. But greatest hap- 
pening of all — a subde happening which both were too simple to 
understand — Louisa’s feet had turned into a path, smooth maybe under 
a calm, serene sky, but so straight and unswerving that it could only 
meet a check at her grave, and so narrow that there was no room for 
anyone at her side, 

Louisa’s first emotion when Joe Dagget came home (he had not 
apprised her of his coming) was consternation, although she would not 
admit it to herself, and he never dreamed of it. Fifteen years ago she 
had been in love with him — at least she considered herself to be. Just 
at that time, gently acquiescing with and falling into the natural drift 
of girlhood, she had seen marriage ahead as a reasonable feature and a 
probable desirability of life. She had listened with calm docility to her 
mother’s views upon the subject. Her mother was remarkable for 
her cool sense and sweet, even temperament. She talked wisely to her 
daughter when Joe Dagget presented himself, and Louisa accepted him 
with no hesitation. He was the first lover she had ever had. 

She had been faithful to him all these years. She had never dreamed 
of the possibility of marrying anyone else. Her life, especially for the 
last seven years, had been full of a pleasant peace, she had never felt dis- 
contented nor impatient over her lover’s absence; still she had always 
looked forward to his return and their marriage as the inevitable con- 
clusion of things. However, she had fallen into a way of placing it so 
far in the future that it was almost equal to placing it over the bound- 
aries of another life. 

When Joe came she had been expecting him, and expecting to be 
married for fourteen years, but she was as much surprised and taken 
aback as if she had never thought of it. 

Joe’s consternation came later. He eyed Louisa with an instant con- 
firmation of his old admiration. She had changed but little. She still 
kept her pretty manner and soft grace, and was, he considered, every 
whit as attractive as ever. As for himself, his stent was done; he had 
turned his face away from fortune-seeking, and the old winds of 
romance whistled as loud and sweet as ever through his ears. All the 
song which he had been wont to hear in them was Louisa; he had for 
a long time a loyal belief that he heard it still, but finally it seemed to 
him that although the winds sang always that one song, it had another 
name. But for Louisa the wind had never more than murmured; now 
it had gone down, and everything was still. She listened for a little 
while with half-wistful attention; then she turned quietly away and 
went to work on her wedding-clothes. 

loc had made some extensive and quite magnificent alterations in his 
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house. It was the old homestead; the newly married couple would live 
there, for Joe could not desert his mother, who refused to leave her old 
home. So Louisa must leave hers. Every morning, rising and going 
about among her neat maidenly possessions, she felt as one looking her 
last upon the faces of dear friends. It was true that in a measure she 
could take them with her, but, robbed of their old environments, they 
would appear in such new guises that they would almost cease to be 
themselves. Then there were some peculiar features of her happy soli- 
tary life which she would probably be obliged to relinquish altogether. 
Sterner tasks than these graceful but half-needless ones would probably 
devolve upon her. There would be a large house to care for; there 
would be company to entertain; there would be Joe’s rigorous and 
feeble old mother to wait upon; and it would be contrary to all thrifty 
village traditions for her to keep more than one servant. Louisa had a 
little still, and she used to occupy herself pleasantly in summer weather 
with distilling the sweet and aromatic essences fiom roses and pepper- 
mint and spearmint. By-and-by her still must be laid away. Her store 
of essences was already considerable, and there would be no time for 
her to distil for the mere pleasure of it. Then Joe’s mother would think 
it foolishness; she had already hinted her opinion in the matter. Louis > 
dearly loved to sew a linen seam, not always for use, but for the simple, 
mild pleasure which she took in it. She would have been loath to confess 
how more than once she had ripped a seam for the mere delight of sew- 
ing it together again. Sitting at her window during long sweet after- 
noons, drawing her needle gently through the dainty fabric, she was 
peace itself. But there was small chance of such foolish comfort in the 
future. Joe’s mother, domineering, shrewd old matron that she was 
even in her old age, and very likely even Joe himself, with his honest 
masculine rudeness, would laugh and frown down all these pretty but 
senseless old-maiden ways. 

Louisa had almost the enthusiasm of an artist over the mere order 
and cleanliness of her solitary home. She had throbs of genuine triumph 
at the sight of the window-panes which she had polished until they 
shone like jewels. She gloated gently over her orderly bureau-drawers, 
with their exquisitely folded contents redolent with lavender and sweet 
clover and very purity. Could she be sure of the endurance of even this? 
She had visions, so startling that she half repudiated them as indelicate, 
of coarse masculine belongings strewn about in endless litter; of dust 
and disorder arising necessarily from a coarse masculine presence in the 
niidst of all this delicate harmony. 

Among her forebodings of disturbance, not the least was with regard 
to Caesar. Caesar was a veritable hermit of a dog. For the greater part 
of his life he had dwelt in his secluded hut, shut out from the society 
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of his kind and all innocent canine joys. Never had Caesar since his 
early youth watched at a woodchuck’s hole; never had he known the 
delights of a stray bone at a neighbor’s kitchen door. And it was all on 
account of a sin committed when hardly out of his puppyhood. No one 
knew the possible depth of remorse of which this mild-visaged, alto- 
gether innocent-looking old dog might be capable; but whether or not 
he had encountered remorse, he had encountered a full measure of 
righteous retribution. Old Caesar seldom lifted up his voice in a growl 
or a bark; he was fat and sleepy; there were yellow rings which looked 
like spectacles around his dim old eyes; but there was a neighbor who 
bore on his hand the imprint of several of Caesar’s sharp, white, youth- 
ful teeth, and for that he had lived at the end of a chain, all alone in 
a little hut, for fourteen years. The neighbor, who was choleric and 
smarting with the pain of his wound, had demanded either Caesar’s 
death or complete ostracism. So Louisa’s brother, to whom the dog had 
belonged, had built him his little kennel and tied him up. It was now 
fourteen years since, in a flood of youthful spirits, he had inflicted that 
memorable bite, and with the exception of short excursions, always at 
the end of the chain, under the strict guardianship of his master or 
Louisa, the old dog had remained a close prisoner. It is doubtful if, with 
his limited ambition, he took much pride in the fact, but it is certain 
that he was possessed of considerable cheap fame. He was regarded by 
all the children in the village and by many adults as a very monster of 
ferocity. St. George’s dragon could hardly have surpassed in evil repute 
Louisa Ellis’s old yellow dog. Mothers charged their children with sol- 
emn emphasis not to go too near to him, and the children listened and 
believed greedily, with a fascinated appetite for terror, and ran by 
Louisa’s house stealthily, with many sidelong and backward glances at 
the terrible dog. If perchance he sounded a hoarse bark, there was a panic. 
Wayfarers chancing into Louisa’s yard eyed him with respect, and 
inquired if the chain were stout. Caesar at large might have seemed a 
very ordinary dog, and excited no comment whatever; chained, his 
reputation overshadowed him, so that he lost his own proper outlines 
and looked darkly vague and enormous. Joe Dagget, however, with his 
good-humored sense and shrewdness, saw him as he was. He strode 
valiantly up to him and patted him on the head, in spite of Louisa’s 
soft clamor of warning, and even attempted to set him loose. Louisa 
grew so alarmed that he desisted, but kept announcing his opinion in 
the matter quite forcibly at intervals. “There ain’t a better-natured dog 
in town,” he would say, “and it’s downright cruel to keep him tied up 
^here. Some day I’m going to take him out.” 

Louisa had very little hope that he would not, one of these days, when 
their interests and oosscssions should be more completely fused in one. 
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She pictured to herself Caesar on the rampage through the quiet and 
unguarded village. She saw innocent children bleeding in his path. She 
was herself very fond of the old dog, because he had belonged to her 
dead brother, and he was always very gentle with her; still she had 
great faith in his ferocity. She always warned people not to go too near 
him. She fed him on ascetic fare of corn-mush and cakes, and never 
fired his dangerous temper with heating and sanguinary diet of flesh 
and bones. Louisa looked at the old dog munching his simple fare, and 
thought of her approaching marriage and trembled. Still no anticipa- 
tion of disorder and confusion in lieu of sweet peace and harmony, no 
forebodings of Caesar on the rampage, no wild fluttering of her little 
yellow canary, were sufficient to turn her a hair’s breath. Joe Dagget had 
been fond of her and working for her all these years. It was not for 
her, whatever came to pass, to prove untrue and break his heart. She 
put the exquisite little stitches into her wedding-garments, and the time 
went on until it was only a week before her wedding-day. It was a 
Tuesday evening, and the wedding was to be a week from Wednesday. 

There was a full moon that night. About nine o’clock Louisa strolled 
down the road a little way. There were harvest-fields on either hand, 
bordered by low stone walls. Luxuriant clumps of bushes grew beside 
the wall, and trees — wild cherry and old apple trees — at intervals. Pres- 
ently Louisa sat down on the wall and looked about her with mildly 
sorrowful reflectiveness. Tall shrubs of blueberry and meadow-sweet, 
all woven together and tangled with blackberry vines and horsebriers, 
shut her in on either side. She had a little clear space between them. 
Opposite her, on the other side of the road, was a spreading tree; the 
moon shone between its boughs, and the leaves twinkled like silver. 
The road was bespread with a beautiful shifting dapple of silver and 
shadow; the air was full of a mysterious sweetness. “I wonder if it’s 
wild grapes?” murmured Louisa. She sat there some time. She was just 
thinking of rising, when she heard footsteps and low voicta, and re- 
mained quiet. It was a lonely place, and she felt a little timid. She 
thought she would keep still in the shadow and let the persons, whoever 
they might be, pass her. 

But just before they reached her the voices ceased, and the footsteps. 
She understood that their owners had also found seats upon the stone 
wall. She was wondering if she could not steal away unobserved, when 
the voice broke the stillness. It was Joe Dagget’s. She sat still and 
listened. 

The voice was announced by a loud sigh, which was as familiar 
as itself. “Well,” said Dagget, “you’ve made up your mind, then, I 
suppose?” 

"Yes,” returned another voice; “I’m going day after tomorrow.” 
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“That’s Lily Dyer,” thought Louisa to herself. The voice embodied 
itself in her mind. She saw a girl tall and full-figured, with a firm, fair 
face, looking fairer and firmer in the moonlight, her strong yellow hair 
braided in a close knot. A girl full of a calm rustic strength and bloom, 
with a masterful way which might have beseemed a princess. Lily Dyer 
was a favorite with the village folk; she had just the qualities to arouse 
the admiration. She was good and handsome and smart. Louisa had 
often heard her praises sounded. 

“Well,” said Joe Dagget, “I ain’t got a word to say.” 

“I don’t know what you could say,” returned Lily Dyer. 

“Not a word to say,” repeated Joe, drawing out the words heavily. 
Then there was a silence. “I ain’t sorry,” he began at last, “that that 
happened yesterday — that we kind of let on how we felt to each other. 
I guess it’s just as well we knew. Of course, I can’t do anything any 
different. I’m going right on an’ get married next week. I ain’t going 
back on a woman that’s waited for me fourteen years, an’ break her 
heart.” 

“If you should jilt her tomorrow, I wouldn’t have you,” spoke up the 
girl, with sudden vehemence. 

“Well, I ain’t going to give you the chance,” said he; “but I don’t 
believe you would, cither.” 

“You’d see I wouldn’t. Honor’s honor, an’ right’s right. An* I’d never 
think anything of any man that went against ’em for me or any other 
girl; you’d find that out, Joe Dagget.” 

“Well, you’ll find out fast enough that I ain’t going against ’em for 
you or any other girl,” returned he. Their voices sounded almost as if 
they were angry with each other. Louisa was listening eagerly. 

“I’m sorry you feel as if you must go away,” said Joe, “but I don’t 
know but it’s best.” 

“Of course it’s best. I hope you and I have got common-sense.” 

“Well, I suppose you’re right.” Suddenly Joe’s voice got an undertone 
of tenderness. “Say, Lily,” said he, “I’ll get along well enough myself, 
but I can’t bear to think — You don’t suppose you’re going to fret 
much over it.?” 

“I guess you’ll find out I sha’n’t fret much over a married man.” 

“Well, I hope you won’t — I hope you won’t, Lily. God knows I do. 
And — ^I hope-one of these days— -you’ll — come across somebody else—** 

“I don’t sec any reason why I shouldn’t.” Suddenly her tone changed. 
She spoke in a sweet, clear voice, so loud that she could have been heafd 
across the street. “No, Joe Dagget,” said she, “I’ll never marry any other 
man as long as I live. I’ve got good sense, an’ I ain't going to break my 
heart nor make a fool of myself; but I’m never going to be married, you 
Tam be sure of that. I ain’t Aat sort of a girl to feel this way twice.” 
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Louisa heard an exclamation and a soft commotion behind the 
bushes; then Lily spoke again— the voice sounded as if she had risen. 
“This must be put a stop to,” said she. “We’ve stayed here long enough. 
I’m going home.” 

Louisa sat there in a daze, listening to dieir retreating steps. After a 
while she got up and s*unk softly home herself. The next day she did 
her housework methodically; that was as much a matter of course as 
breathing; but she did not sew on her wedding-clothes. She sat at her 
window and meditated. In the evening Joe came. Louisa Ellis had never 
known that she had any diplomacy in her, but when she came to look 
for it that night she found it, although meek of its kind, among her 
little feminine weapons. Even now she could hardly believe that she had 
heard aright, and that she would not do Joe a terrible injury should she 
break her troth-plight. She wanted to sound him without betraying too 
soon her own inclinations in the matter. She did it successfully, and they 
finally came to an understanding; but it was a difficult thing, for he was 
as afraid of betraying himself as she. 

She never mentioned Lily Dyer. She simply said that while she had 
no cause of com.plaint against him, she had lived so long in one way 
that she shrank from making a change. 

“Well, I never shrank, Louisa,” said Dagget, *T’m going to be honest 
enough to say that I think maybe ic’s better this way; but if you’d 
wanted to keep on. I’d have stuck to you till my dying day. I hope you 
know that.” 

“Yes, I do,” said she. 

That night she and Joe parted more tenderly than they had done 
for a long time. Standing in the door, holding each other’s hands, a last 
great wave of regretful memory swept over them, 

“Well, this ain’t the way we’ve thought it was all going to end, is it, 
Louisa?” said Joe. 

She shook her head. There was a little quiver on her placid face. 

“You let me know if there’s ever anything I can do for you,” said he. 
“I ain’t ever going to forget you, Louisa.” Then he kissed her, and went 
down the path. Louisa, all alone by herself that night, wept a little, she 
hardly knew why; but the next morning, on waking, she felt like a 
queen who, after fearing lest her domain be wrested away from her, 
sees it firmly insured in her possession. 

Now the tall weeds and grasses might cluster around Caesar’s little 
Hermit hut, the snow might fall on its roof year in and year out, but he 
never would go on a rampage through the unguarded village. Now the 
little canary might turn itself into a peaceful yellow ball night after 
night, and have no need to wake and flutter with \Tdld terror against its 
bars. Louisa could sev' linen seams, and distil roses, and dust and polish 
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and fold away in lavender, as long as she listed. That afternoon she sat 
with her needlework at the window, and felt fairly steeped in peace. 
Lily Dyer, tall and erect and blooming, went past; but she felt no qualm. 
If Louisa Ellis had sold her birthright she did not know it, the taste of 
the pottage was so delicious, and had been her sole satisfaction for so 
long. Serenity and placid narrowness had become to her as the birth- 
right itself. She gazed ahead through a long reach of future days strung 
together like pearls in a rosary, every one like the others, and all smooth 
and flawless and innocent, and her heart went up in thankfulness. Out- 
side was the fervid summer afternoon; the air was filled with the 
sounds of the busy harvest of men and birds and bees; there were hal- 
loos, metallic clatterings, sweet calls, and long hummings. Louisa sat, 
prayerfully numbering her days, like an uncloistered nun. 
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The Mission of Jane 

BY EDITH WHABTON 


L 

-I— ^ETHBURY, surveying his wife 
across the dinner table, found his transient glance arrested by an 
indefinable change in her appearance. 

“How smart you look! Is that a new gown?” he asked. 

Her answering look seemed to deprecate his charging her with the 
extravagance of wasting a new gown on him, and he now perceived 
that the change lay deeper than any accident of dress. At the same time, 
he noticed that she betrayed her consciousness of it by a delicate, almost 
frightened blush. It was one of the compensations of Mrs. Lethbury’s 
protracted childishness that she still blushed as prettily as at eighteen. 
Her body had been privileged not to outstrip her mind, and the two, 
as it seemed to Lethbury, were destined to travel together through an 
eternity of girlishness. 

“I don’t know what you mean,” she said. 

Since she never did, he always wondered at her bringing this out as 
a fresh grievance against him; but his wonder was unresentful, and he 
said good-humoredly: “You sparkle so that I thought you had on your 
diamonds.” 

She sighed and blushed again. 

“It must be,” he continued, “that you’ve been to a dressmaker’s open- 
ing. You’re absolutely brimming with illicit enjoyment.” 

She stared again, this time at the adjective. His adjectives always 
embarrassed her; their unintelligibleness savored of impropriety. 

“In short,” he summed up, “you’ve been doing something that you’re 
thoroughly ashamed of.” 

To his surprise she retorted: “I don’t sec why I should be ashamed 
of it!” 


477 



EDITH WHARTON 


478 

Lcthbury leaned back with a smile of enjoyment. When there was 
nothing better going he always liked to listen to her explanations. 

“Well-?” he said. 

She was becoming breathless and ejaculatory. “Of course you’ll laugh 
— you laugh at everything!” 

“That rather blunts the point of my derision, doesn’t it?” he inier- 
iected; but she pushed on without noticing: 

“It’s so easy to laugh at things.” 

“Ah,” murmured Lethbury with relish, “that’s Aunt Sophronia’s, 
isn’t it?” 

Most of his wife’s opinions were heirlooms, and he took a quaint 
pleasure in tracing their descent. She was proud of their age, and saw 
no reason for discarding them while they were still serviceable. Some, 
of course, were so fine that she kept them for state occasions, like her 
great-grandmother’s Crown Derby; but from the lady known as Aunt 
Sophronia she had inherited a stout set of everyday prejudices that were 
practically as good as new; whereas her husband’s, as she noticed, were 
always having to be replaced. In the early days she had fancied there 
might be a certain satisfaction in taxing him with the fact; but she had 
long .since been silenced by the reply: “My dear. I’m not a rich man, 
but I never use an opinion twice if I can help it.” 

She was reduced, therefore, to dwelling on his moral deficiencies; and 
one of the most obvious of these was his refusal to take things seriously. 
On this occasion, however, some ulterior purpose kept her from taking 
up his taunt. 

“I’m not in the least ashamed!” she repeated, wirJh the air of shaking 
a banner to the wind; but the domestic atmosphere being calm, the 
banner drooped unhcroically. 

“That,” said Lethbury judicially, “encourages me to infer that you 
ought to be, and that, consequently, you’ve been giving yourself the 
unusual pleasure of doing something I shouldn’t approve of.” 

She met this with an almost solemn directness. “No,” she said. “You 
won’t approve of it. I’ve allowed for that.” 

“Ah,” he exclaimed, setting down his liquor-glass. “You’ve worked 
out the whole problem, eh?” 

“I believe so.” 

“That’s uncommonly interesting. And what is it?” 

She looked at him quietly. “A baby.” 

If it was seldom given her to surprise him, she had attained th^ 
distinction for once. 

“A baby?” 

”Ycs.” 

“A— human baby?” 
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“Of course!” she cried, with the virtuous resentment of the woman 
who has never allowed dogs in the house. 

Lethbury’s puzzled stare broke into a fresh smile. “A baby I shan’t 
approve of? Well, in the abstract I don’t think much of them, I admit. 
Is this an abstract baby?” 

Again she frowned at the adjective; but she had reached a pitch of 
exaltation at which such obstacles could not deter her. 

“It’s the loveliest baby — ” she murmured. 

“Ah, then it’s concrete. It exists. In this harsh world it draws its 
breath in pain—” 

“It’s the healthiest child I ever saw!” she indignantly corrected. 

“You’ve seen it, then?” 

Again the accusing blush suffused her. “Yes — ^I’ve seen it.” 

“And to whom does the paragon belong?” 

And here indeed she confounded him. “To me — ^I hope,” she declared* 

He pushed his chair back with an articulate murmur. “To you — ?” 

“To she corrected. 

“Good Lord!” he said. If there had been the least hint of hallucination 
in her transparent gaze — but no; it was as clear, as shallow, as easily 
fathomable as when he had first suffered the sharp surprise of striking 
bottom in it. 

It occurred to him that perhaps she was trying to be funny: he knevC 
that there is nothing more cryptic than the humor of the unhumorous 

“Is it a Joke?” he faltered. 

“Oh, I hope not. I want it so much to be a reality — ” 

He paused to smile at the limitations of a world in which jokes were 
not realities, and continued gently: “But since il is one already — ” 

“To us, 1 mean: to you and me. I want — ” her voice wavered, and 
her eyes with it. 'T have always wanted so dreadfully . . it has been 
such a disappointment . . . not to . . .” 

“I see,” said Lethbury slowly. 

But he had not seen before. It seemed curious now that he had never 
thought of her taking it in that way, had never surmised any hidden 
depths beneath her outspread obviousness. He felt as though he had 
touched a secret spring in her mind. 

There was a moment’s silence, moist and tremulous on her part, 
awkward and slightly irritated on his. 

“YouVe been lonely, I suppose?*’ he began. It was odd, having sud- 
denly to reckon with the stranger who gazed at him out of her trivial 
eyes. 

‘*At times,” she said. 

“I’m sorry,” 

“It was not your fault. A man has so many occupations; and wr>men. 
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who arc clever— or very handsome— I suppose that’s an occupation too. 
Sometimes I’ve felt that when dinner was ordered I had nothing to do 
till the next day.” 

”Oh,” he groaned. 

“It wasn’t your fault,” she insisted. “I never told you— but when I chose 
that rose-bud paper for the front-room upstairs, I always thought—’* 

“Well—?” 

“It would be such a pretty paper — ^for a baby — to wake up in. That 
was years ago, of course; but it was rather an expensive paper . , . and 
it hasn’t faded in the least . . .” she broke off incoherently. 

“It hasn’t faded?” 

“No — and so I thought ... as we don’t use the room for anything 
• . . now that Aunt Sophronia is dead ... I thought I might . . . you 
might . . . oh, Julian, if you could only have seen it just waking up in 
its crib I” 

“Seen what — where? You haven’t got a baby upstairs?” 

“Oh, no — not yet,” she said, with her rare laugh — the girlish bubbling 
of merriment that had seemed one of her chief graces in the early days. 
It occurred to him that he had not given her enough things to laugh 
about lately. But then she needed such very elementary things: she was 
as difficult to amuse as a savage. He concluded that he was not suffi- 
ciently simple. 

“Alice,” he said almost solemnly, “what do you mean?” 

She hesitated a moment: he saw her gather her courage for a supreme 
effort. Then she said slowly, gravely, as though she were pronouncing 
A sacramental phrase : 

“I’m so lonely without a little child — and I thought perhaps you’d 
let me adopt one . . . It’s at the hospital ... its mother is dead . . . 
and I could ... pec it, and dress it, and do things for it . . . and it’s 
such a good baby . . . you can ask any of the niirses ... it would 
^ever, never bother you by crying . . .” 

II 

Lethbury accompanied his wife to the hospital in a mood of chastened 
wonder. It did not occur to him to oppose her wish. He knew, of course, 
that he would have to bear the brunt of the situation: the jokes at the 
club, the enquiries, the explanations. He saw himself in the comic role 
of the adopted father and welcomed it as an expiation. For in his rapid 
reconstruction of the past he found himself cutting a shabbier figure 
than he cared to admit. He had always been intolerant of stupid people, 
and it was his punishment to be convicted of stupidity. As his mind 
traversed the years between his marriage and this unexpected assumption 
of paternity, he saw, in the light of an overheated imagination, many 
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signs of unwonted crassness. It was not that he had ceased to think his 
wife stupid: she was stupid, limited, inflexible; but there was a pathos 
in the struggles of her swaddled mind, in its blind reachings toward 
the primal emotions. He had always thought she would have been 
happier with a child; but he had thought it mechanically, because it 
had so often been thought before, because it was in the nature of things 
to think it of every woman, because his wife was so eminently one of a 
species that she fitted into all the generalizations of the sex. But he had 
regarded this generalization as merely typical of the triumph of tradi- 
tion over experience. Maternity was no doubt the supreme function of 
primitive woman, the one end to which her whole organism tended; 
but the law of increasing complexity had operated in both sexes, and he 
had not seriously supposed that, outside the world of Christmas fiction 
and anecdotic art, such truisms had any special hold on the feminine 
imagination. Now he saw that the arts in question were kept alive by the 
vitality of the sentiments they appealed to. 

Lethbury was in fact going through a rapid process of readjustment 
His marriage had been a failure, but he had preserved toward his wife 
the exact fidelity of act that is sometimes supposed to excuse any divaga- 
tion of feeling; so that, for years, the tie between them had consisted 
mainly in his abstaining from making love to other women. The ab- 
stention had not always been easy, for the world is surprisingly well- 
stocked with the kind of women one ought to have married but did 
not; and Lethbury had not escaped the solicitation of such alternatives. 
His immunity had been purchased at the cost of taking refuge in the 
somewhat rarefied atmosphere of his perceptions; and his world being 
thus limited, he had given unusual care to its details, compensating 
himself for the narrowness of his horizon by the minute finish of his 
foreground. It was a world of fine shadings and the nicest proportions, 
where impulse seldom set a blundering foot, and the feast of reason 
was undisturbed by an intemperate flow of soul. To such a banquet his 
wife naturally remained uninvited. The diet would have disagreed 
with her, and she would probably have objected to the other guests. 
But Lethbury, miscalculating her needs, had hitherto supposed that he 
had made ample provision for them, and was consequently at liberty 
to enjoy his own fare without any reproach of mendicancy at his gates. 
Now he beheld her pressing a starved face against the windows of his 
life, and in his imaginative reaction he invested her with a pathos 
borrowed from the sense of his own shortcomings. 

In the hospital the imaginative process continued with increasing 
force. He looked at his wife with new eyes. Formerly she had been to 
bim a mere bundle of negations, a labyrinth of dead walls and bolted 
doors. There was nothing behind the walls, and the doors led no 
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whither: he had wounded and listened often enough to be sure of that. 
Now he felt like a traveler who, exploring some ancient ruin, comes 
on an inner cell, intact amid the general dilapidation, and painted with 
images which reveal the forgotten uses of the building. 

His wife stood by a white; crib in one of the wards. In the crib lay a 
child, a year old, the nurse affirmed, but to Lethbury’s eye a mere date- 
less fragment of humanity projected against a background of conjecture. 
Over this anonymous particle of life Mrs. Lethbury leaned, such ecstasy 
reflected in her face as strikes up, in Correggio’s Night-piece, from the 
child’s bodv to the mother’s countenance. It was a light that irradiated 
and dazzled her. She looked up at an enquiry of Lethbury ’s, but as their 
glances met he perceived that she no longer saw him, that he had become 
as invisible to her as she had long been to him. He had to transfer his 
question to the nurse. 

“What is the child’s name?” he asked. 

“We call her Jane,” said the nurse. 

Ill 

Lethbury, at first, had resisted the idea of a teg A adoption; but whei. 
he found that his wife could not be brought to regard the child as hers 
till it had been made so by process of law, he promptly withdrew his 
objection. On one point only he remained inflexible; and tliat was the 
changing of the waif’s name. Mrs. Lethbury, almost at once, had ex- 
pressed a wish to rechristen it. she fluctuated between Muriel and 
Gladys, deferring the moment of decision like a lady wavering between 
two bonnets. But Lethbury was unyielding. In the general surrender of 
his prejudices this one alone held out. 

“But Jane is so dreadful,” Mrs. Lethbury protested. 

“Well, we don’t know that she won’t be dreadful. She may grow up 
a Jane.” 

His wife exclaimed reproachfully. “The nurse says she’s the love- 
liest—” 

“Don’t they always say that?” asked Lethbury patiently. He was pre- 
pared to be inexhaustibly patient now that he had reached a firm foot- 
hold of opposition. 

“It’s cruel to call her Jane,” Mrs. Lethbury pleaded. 

“It’s ridiculous to call her Muriel.” 

“The nurse is sure she must be a lady’s child.” 

Lethbury winced: he had tried, all along, to keep his mind off the 
question of antecedents. 

“Well, let her prove it,” he said, with a rising sense of exasperation. He 
wondered how he could ever have allowed himself to be drawn into 
stieh a ridiculous business; for the first lime he felt the full irony of it 
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He had visions of coming home in the afternoon to a house smelling of 
linseed and paregoric, and of being greeted by a chronic howl as he 
went upstairs to dress for dinner. He had never been a club man, but he 
saw himself becoming one now. 

The worst of his anticipations were unfulfilled. The baby was surpris- 
ingly well and surprisingly quiet. Such infantile remedies as she absorbed 
were not potent enough to be perceived beyond the nursery; and when 
^^ethbury could be induced to enter that sanctuary, there was rothing 
,0 jar his nerves in the mild pink presence of his adopted daughter. Jars 
there were, indeed: they were probably inevitable in the disturbed 
routine of the household; but they occurred between Mrs. Lethbury and 
the nurses, and Jane contributed to them only a placid stare which might 
have served as a rebuke to the combatants. 

In the reaction from his first impulse of atonement, Lethbury noted 
with sharpened perceptions the erfect of the change on his wife’s char- 
acter. He saw already the error of supposing that it could work any trans- 
formation in her. It simply magnified her existing qualities. She was like 
a dried sponge put in water: she expanded, but she did not change her 
shape. From the standpoint of scientific observation it was curious to 
see how her stored instincts responded to the pseudo-maternal call. 
She overflowed with the petty maxims of the occasion. One felt in her 
the epitome, the consummation, of centuries of animal maternity, so 
that this little woman, who screamed at a mouse and was nervous about 
burglars, came to typify the cave mother rending her prey for her 
young. 

It was less easy to regard philosophically the practical effects of her 
borrowed motherhood. Lethbury found with surprise that she was 
becoming assertive and definite. She no longer represented the negative 
side of his life; she showed, indeed, a tendency to inconvenient affirma- 

I tions. She had gradually expanded her assumption of motherhood till it 
included his own share in the relation, and he suddenly found himself 
regarded as the father of Jane. This was a contingency he had not for- 
seen, and it took all his philosophy to accept it; but there were moments 
of compensation. For Mrs. Lethbury was undoubtedly happy for the 
first time in years; and the thought that he had tardily contributed to 
this end reconciled him to the irony of the means. 

At first he was inclined to reproach himself for still viewing the situa- 
tion from the outside, for remaining a spectator instead of a participant. 
He had been allured, for a moment, by the vision of several hands meet- 
ing over a cradle, as the whole body of domestic fiction bears witness to 
their doing; and the fact that no such conjunction took place he could 
explain only on the ground that it was a Ix)rrowed cradle. He did not 
dislike the little girl. She still remained to him a hypothetical presence^ 
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a query rather than a fact; but her nearness was not unpleasant, and 
there were moments when her tentative utterances, her groping steps, 
seemed to loosen the dry accretions enveloping his inner self. But even 
at such moments— moments which he invited and caressed — she did 
not bring him nearer to his wife. He now perceived that he had made 
:x certain place in his life for Mrs. Lethbury, and that she no longer fitted 
into it. It was too late to enlarge the space, and so she overflowed and 
encroached. Lethbury struggled against the ^ense of submergence. He 
let down barrier after barrier, yielding privacy after privacy; but his 
wife’s personality continued to dilate. She was no longer herself alone: 
she was herself and Jane. Gradually, in a monstrous fusion of identity, 
she became herself, himself and Jane; and instead of trying to adapt 
her to a spare crevice of his character, he found himself carelessly 
squeezed into the smallest compartment of the domestic economy. 

IV 

He continued to tel! himself that he was satisfied if his wife was happy; 
and it was not till the child’s tenth year that he felt a doubt of her hap- 
piness. 

Jane had been a preternaturally good child. During the eight years of 
her adoption she had caused her foster parents no anxiety beyond those 
connected with the usual succession of youthful diseases. But her un- 
known progenitors had given her a robust constitution, and she passed 
unperturbed through measles, chicken pox and whooping cough. If 
there was any suffering it was endured vicariously by Mrs. Lethbury, 
whose temperature rose and fell with the patient’s, and who could not 
hear Jane sneeze without visions of a marble angel weeping over a 
broken column. But though Jane’s prompt recoveries continued to belie 
such premonitions, though her existence continued to move forward 
on an even keel of good health and good conduct, Mrs. Lethbury’s satis- 
faction showed no corresponding advance. Lethbury, at first, was dis 
posed to add her disappointment to the long list of feminine inconsist 
cncies with which the sententious observer of life builds up his favorable 
induction; but circumstances presently led him to take a kindlier view 
of the case. 

Hitherto his wife had regarded him as a negligible factor in Jane’s 
evolution. Beyond providing for his adopted daughter, and effacing 
himself before her, he was not expected to contribute to her well-being. 
But as time passed he appeared to his wife in a new light. It was he who 
was to educate Jane. In matters of the intellect, Mrs. Lethbury was the 
first to declare her deficiencies— to proclaim them, even, with a certain 
virtuous superiority. She said she did not pretend to be clever, and 
there was no denying the truth of rhe assertion. Now. however, she 
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seemed less ready, not to own her limitations, but to glory in them. 
Confronted with the problem of Jane’s instruction she stood in awe of 
the child. 

“I have always been stupid, you know,” she said to Lethbury with a 
new humility, “and I’m afraid I shan’t know what is best for Jane. I’m 
sure she has a wonderfully good mind, and I should reproach myself if 
I didn’t give her every opportunity.” She looked at him helplessly. “You 
must tell me what ought to be done.” 

Lethbury was not unwilling to oblige her. Somewhere in his mental 
lumber room there rusted a theory of education such as usually lingers 
among the impedimenta of the childless. He brought this out, refur- 
bished it, and applied it to Jane. At first he thought his wife had not 
overrated the quality of the child’s mind. Jane seemed extraordinarily 
intelligent. Her precocious definiteness of mind was encouraging to 
her inexperienced preceptor. She had no difficulty in fixing her attention, 
and he felt that every fact he imparted was being etched in metal. He 
helped his wife to engage the best teachers, and for a while continued 
to take an ex-official interest in his adopted daughter’s studies. But grad- 
ually his interest waned. Jane’s ideas did not increase with her acquisi- 
tions. Her young mind remained a mere receptacle for facts: a kind or 
cold storage from which anything which had been put there could be 
taken out at a moment’s notice, intact but congealed. She developed, 
moreover, an inordinate pride in the capacity of her mental storehouse, 
and a tendency to pelt her public with its contents. She was overheard 
to jeer at her nurse for not knowing when the Saxon Heptarchy had 
fallen, and she alternately dazzled and depressed Mrs. Lethbury by the 
wealth of her chronological allusions. She showed no interest in the 
significance of the facts she amassed: she simply collected dates as 
another child might have collected stamps or marbles. To her foster 
mother she seemed a prodigy of wisdom; but Lethbury saw, with a 
secret movement of sympathy, how the aptitudes in which Mrs. Leth- 
bury gloried were slowly estranging her from her child. 

“She is getting too clever for me,” his wife said to him, after one of 
Jane’s historical flights, “but I am so glad that she will be a companion 
to you.” 

Lethbury groaned in spirit. He did not look forward to Jane’s com- 
panionship. She was still a good little girl; but there was something 
automatic and formal in her goodness, as though it were a kind of 
moral calisthenics which she went through for the sake of showing her 
agility. An early consciousness of virtue had moreover constituted her 
the natural guardian and adviser of her ciders. Before she was fifteen 
she had set about reforming the household. She took Mrs. Lethbury in 
Hand first; then she extended her efforts to the servants, with conse- 
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quences more disastrous to the domestic harmony; and lastly she applied 
herself to Lcthbury. She proved to him by statistics that he smoked 
too much, and that it was injurious to the optic nerve to read in bed. 
She took him to task for not going to church more regularly, and 
pointed out to him the evils of desultory reading. She suggested that 
a regular course of study encourages mental concentration, and hinted 
that inconsecutiveness of thought is a sign of approaching age. 

To her adopted mother her suggestions were equally pertinent. She 
instructed Mrs. Lethbury in an improved way of making beef stock, and 
called her attention to the unhygienic qualities of carpets. She poured 
out distracting facts about bacilli and vegetable mold, and demon< 
strated that curtains and picture frames are a hotbed of animal organ- 
isms. She learned by heart the nutritive ingredients of the principal 
articles of diet, and revolutionized the cuisine by an attempt to estab- 
lish a scientific average between starch and phosphates. Four cooks left 
during this experiment, and Lethbury fell into the habit of dining 
his club. 

Once or twice, at the outset, he had tried to check Jane’s ardor; but 
his efforts resulted only in hurting his wife’s feelings. Jane remained 
impervious, and Mrs. Lethbury resented any attempt to protect her 
from her daughter. Lethbury saw that she was consoled for the sense of 
her own inferiority by the thought of what Jane’s intellectual compan- 
ionship must be to him; and he tried to keep up the illusion by enduring 
with what grace he might the blighting edification of Jane’s discourse. 


As Jane grew up he sometimes avenged himself by wondering if his 
wife was still sorry that they had not called her Muriel. Jane was not 
ugly; she developed, indeed, a kind of categorical prettiness which 
might have been a projection of her mind. She had a creditable collection 
of features, but one had to take an inventory of them to find out that 
she was good-looking. The fusing grace had been omitted. 

Mrs. Lethbury took a touching pride in her daughter’s first steps in 
the world. She expected Jane to take by her complexion those whom she 
did not capture by her learning. But Jane’s rosy freshness did not work 
any perceptible ravages. Whether the young men guessed the axioms 
on her lips and detected the encyclopedia in her eye, or whether they 
simply found no intrinsic interest in these features, certain it is, that, 
in spite of her mother’s heroic efforts, and of incessant calls on Leth- 
bury*s purse, Jane, at the end of her first season, had dropped hopelessly 
out of the running. A few duller girls found her interesting, and one 
or two young men came to the house with the object of meeting other 
young women; but she was rapidly becoming one of the social super- 
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numcrarics who arc asked out only because they are on people’s lists. 

The blow was bitter to Mrs. Lethbury; but she consoled herself with 
the idea that Jane had failed because she was too clever. Jane probably 
shared this conviction; at all events she betrayed no consciousness of 
failure. She had developed a pronounced taste for society, and went 
out, unweariedly and obstinately, winter after winter, while Mrs. Leth* 
bury toiled in her wake, showering attentions on oblivious hostesses.. 
To Lethbury there was something at once tragic and exasperating in 
the sight of their two figures, the one conciliatory, the other dogged, 
both pursuing with unabated zeal the elusive prize of popularity. He 
even began to feel a personal stake in the pursuit, not as it concerned 
Jane but as it affected his wife. He saw that the latter was the victim of 
Jane’s disappointment: that Jane was not above the crude satisfaction 
of “taking it out” of her mother. Experience checked the impulse to 
come to his wife’s defense; and when his resentment was at its height, 
fane disarmed him by giving up the struggle. 

Nothing was said to mark her capitulation; but Lethbury noticed 
that the visiting ceased and that the dressmaker’s bills diminished. At 
the same time Mrs. Lethbury made it known that Jane had taken up 
charities; and before long Jane’s conversation confirmed this announce- 
ment. At first Lethbury congratulated himself on the change; but 
Jane’s domesticity soon began to weigh on him. During the day she 
Was sometimes absent on errands of mercy: but in the evening she was 
always there. At first she and Mrs. Lethbury sat in the drawing-room 
together, and Lethbury smoked in the library; but presently Jane formed 
the habit of joining him there, and he began to suspect that he was 
included among the objects of her philanthropy. 

Mrs. Lethbury confirmed the suspicion. “Jane has growii very serious- 
minded lately,” she said. “She imagines that she used to neglect you 
and she is trying to make up for it. Don’t discourage her,” she added 
innocently. 

Such a plea delivered Lethbury helpless to his daughter’s ministra- 
tions; and he found himself measuring the hours he spent with her by 
the amount of relief they must be affording her mother. There were 
even moments when he read a furtive gratitude in Mrs. Lethbury’s eye. 

But Lethbury was no hero, and he had nearly reached the limit of 
vicarious endurance when something wonderful happened. They never 
quite knew afterwards how it had come about, or who first perceived 
it; but Mrs. Lethbury one day gave tremulous voice to their discovery. 

“Of course,” she said, “he comes here because of Elise.” The young 
lady in question, a friend of Jane’s, was possessed of attractions which 
had already been found to explain the presence of masculine visitors. 

Lethbury rtt^Lcd a denial “I don’t think he does,” he declared. 
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“But Elisc is thought very pretty,” Mrs. Lethbury insisted. 

“I can’t help that,” said Lethbury doggedly. 

He saw a faint light in his wife’s eyes, but she remarked carelessly: 
“Mr. Budd would be a very good match for Elisc.” 

Lethbury could hardly repress a chuckle : he was so exquisitely aware 
that she was trying to propitiate the gods. 

For a few weeks neither said a word; then Mrs. Lethbury once more 
reverted to the subject. 

“It is a month since Elise went abroad,” she said. 

“Is it?” 

“And Mr. Budd seems to come here just as often — ” 

“Ah,” said Lethbury with heroic indifference; and his wife hastily 
changed the subject. 

Mr. Winstanley Budd was a young man who suffered from an excess 
of manner. Politeness gushed from him in the driest season. He was 
alwayi, performing feats of drawing-room chivalry, and the approach 
of the most unobtrusive female threw him into attitudes which en- 
dangered the furniture. His features, being of the cherubic order, did 
not lend themselves to this role; but there were moments when he 
appeared to dominate them, to force them into compliance with an 
aquiline ideal. The range of Mr. Budd’s social benevolence made its 
object hard to distinguish. He spread his cloak so indiscriminately that 
one could not always interpret the gesture, and Jane’s impassive manner 
had the effect of increasing his demonstrations: she threw him into 
paroxysms of politeness. 

At first he filled the house with his amenities; but gradually it became 
apparent that his most dazzling effects were directed exclusively to 
Jane. Lethbury and his wife held their breath and looked pway from 
each other. They pretended not to notice the frequency of Mr. Budd’s 
visits, they struggled against an imprudent inclination to leave the 
young people too much alone. Their conclusions were the result of 
indirect observation, for neither of them dared to be caught watching 
Mr. Budd: they behaved like naturalists on the trail of a rare butterfly. 

In his efforts not to notice Mr. Budd, Lethbury centered his atten- 
tions on Jane; and Jane, at this crucial moment, wrung from him a 
reluctant admiration. While her parents went about dissembling their 
emotions, she seemed to have none to conceal. She betrayed neither 
eagerness nor surprise; so complete was her unconcern that there were 
moments when Lethbury feared it was obtuseness, when he could 
hardly help whispering to her that now was the moment to lower the 
net. 

Meanwhile the velocity of Mr. Budd’s gyrations increased with the 
mior courtship: his peJiteness became incandescent, and Jane found 
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herself the center of a pyrotechnical display culminating in the “set 
piece” of an offer of marriage. 

Mrs. Lethbury imparted the news to her husband one evening after 
their daughter had gone to bed. The announcement was made and re- 
ceived with an air of detachment, as though both feared to be betrayed 
into unseemly exultation; but Lethbury, as his wife ended, could not 
repress the inquiry, “Have they decided on a day?” 

Mrs. Lethbury’s superior command of her features enabled her to 
look shocked. “What can you be thinking of? He only offered himself 
at five!” 

“Of course — of course — ” stammered Lethbury — ^“but nowadays peo- 
ple marry after such short engagements — ” 

“Engagement!” said his wife solemnly. “There is no engagement.” 

Lethbury dropped his cigar. “What on earth do you mean?” 

‘Jane is thinking it over.” 
hinging it over?** 

“She has asked for a month before deciding.” 

Lethbury sank back with a gasp. Was it genius or was it madness? 
He felt incompetent to decide; and Mrs. Lethbury’s next words showed 
that she shared his difficulty. 

“Of course I don’t want to hurry Jane—” 

“Of course not,” he acquiesced. 

“But I pointed out to her that a young man of Mr. Budd’s impulsive 
temperament might — ^might be easily discouraged — ” 

“Yes; and what did she say?” 

“She said that if she was worth winning she was worth waiting tor.” 

VI 

The period of Mr. Budd’s probation could scarcely have cost him as 
much mental anguish as it caused his would-be parents-in-law. 

Mrs. Lethbury, by various ruses, tried to shorten the ordeal, but Jane 
remained inexorable; and each morning Lethbury came down to break- 
fast with the certainty of finding a letter of withdrawal from her dis- 
couraged suitor. 

When at length the decisive day came, and Mrs. Lethbury, at its close, 
stole into the library with an air of chastened joy, they stood for a mo- 
ment without speaking; then Mrs. Lethbury paid a fitting tribute to the 
proprieties by faltering out: “It will be dreadful to have to give her 
up—” 

Lethbury could not repress a warning gesture; but even as it escaped 
him he realized that his wife’s grief was genuine. 

'*Of course, of course,” he said, vainly sounding his own emotional 
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sh?LV>'i for an answering regret. And yet it was his wife who had 
suffered most from Jane! 

He had fancied that these sufferings would be effaced by the milder 
atmosphere of their last weeks together; but felicity did not soften 
Jane. Not for a moment did she relax her dominion: she simply widened 
it to include a new subject. Mr. Budd und himself under orders with 
the otheis; and a new fear assailed Lcthbury as he saw Jane assume 
pre-nuptial control of her betrothed. Lcthbury had never felt any 
strong personal interest in Mr. Budd; but as Jane’s prospective husband 
the young man excited his sympathy. To his surprise he found that Mrs. 
Lcthbury shared the feeling. 

“I’m afraid he may find Jane a little exacting,” she said, after an 
evening dedicated to a stormy discussion of the wedding arrangements. 
“She really ought to make some concessions. If he wants to be married 
in a black frock coat instead of a dark gray one — ” She paused and looked 
doubtfully at Lcthbury. 

“What can I do about it?” he said. 

“You might explain to him — tell him that Jane isn’t always — ” 

Lcthbury made an impatient gesture. “What are you afraid of? His 
finding her out or his not finding her out?” 

Mrs. Lcthbury flushed. “You put it so dreadfully!” 

Her husband mused for a moment; then he said with an air of cheep 
ful hypocrisy: “After all, Budd is old enough to take care of himself.” 

But the next day Mrs. Lcthbury surprised him. Late in the afternoon 
she entered the library, so breathless and inarticulate that he scented 
catastrophe. 

“I’ve done it!” she cried. 

“Done what?” 

“Told him.” She nodded toward the door. “He’s just gone. Jane is 
out, and I had a chance to talk to him alone.” 

Lcthbury pushed a chair forward and she sank into it. 

“What did you tell him? That she is not always — 

Mrs. Lcthbury lifted a tragic eye. “No; I told him that she alway? 
is — ” 

“Always is — ?** 

“Yes.” 

There was a pause. Lcthbury made a call on his hoarded philosophy. 
He saw Jane suddenly reinstated in her evening scat by the library 
fire; but an answering chord in him thrilled at his wife’s heroism. 

“Well— what did he say?” 

Mrs. Lcthbury’s agitation deepened. It was clear that the blow had 
fallen. 

^He • • . he said • • . rfiat we . . • had never understood Jane . . • 



THE MISSION OP JANE 491 

or appreciated her . . The final syllables were lost in her handker- 
chief, and she left him marveling at the mechanism of woman. 

After that, Lethbury faced the future with an undaunted eye. They 
had done their duty — at least his wife had done hers — and they were 
reaping the usual harvest of ingratitude with a zest seldom accorded 
to such reaping. There was a marked change in Mr. Budd’s manner, 
and his increasing coldness sent a genial glow through Lcthbury’s sys- 
tem. It was easy to bear with Jane in the light of Mr. Budd’s disapproval. 

There was a good deal to be borne in the last days, and the brunt of it 
fell on Mrs. Lethbury. Jane marked her transition to the married state 
by a seasonable but incongruous display of nerves. She became senti- 
mental, hysterical and reluctant. She quarrelled with her betrothed 
and threatened to return the ring. Mrs. Lethbury had to intervene, and 
Lethbury felt the hovering sword of destiny. But the blow was sus- 
pended. Mr. Budd’s chivalry was proof against all his bride’s caprices 
and his devotion throve on her cruelty. Lethbury feared that he was 
too faithful, too enduring, and longed to urge him to vary his tactics. Jane 
presently reappeared with the ring on her finger, and consented to try 
on the wedding dress; but her uncertainties, her reactions, were pro- 
longed till the final day. 

When it dawned, Lethbury was still in an ecstasy of apprehension. 
Feeling reasonably sure of the principal actors he had centered his fears 
on incidental possibilities. The clergyman might have a stroke, or the 
church might burn down, or there might be something wrong with the 
license. He did all that was humanly possible to avert such contingencies, 
but there remained that incalculable factor known as the hand of God. 
Lethbury seemed to feel it groping for him. 

At the altar it almost had him by the nape. Mr. Budd was late; and 
for five immeasurable minutes Lethbury and Jane faced a churchful of 
conjecture. Then the bridegroom appeared, flushed but chivalrous, and 
explaining to his father-in-law under cover of the ritual that he had 
torn his glove and had to go back for another. 

‘'You’ll be losing the ring next,” muttered Lethbury; but Mr. Budd 
produced this article punctually, and a moment or two later was bearing 
its wearer captive down the aisle. 

At the wedding breakfast Lethbury caught his wife’s eye fixed on 
him in mild disapproval, and understood that his hilarity was exceeding 
the bounds of fitness. He pulled himself together and tried to subdue 
his tone; but his jubilation bubbled over like a champagne glass perpet- 
nally refilled. The deeper his draughts the higher it rose. 

It was at the brim when, in the wake of the dispersing guests, Jane 
came down in her traveling dress and fell on her mother’s neck. 

“I can’t leave you!” she wailed, and Lethbury felt as suddenly sobered 
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as a man under a douche. But if the bride was reluctant her captor was 
relentless. Never had Mr. Budd been more dominant, more aquiline. 
Lethbury’s last fears were dissipated as the young man snatched Jane 
from her mother’s bosom and bore her off to the brougham. 

The brougham rolled away, the last milliner’s girl forsook her post 
by the awning, the red carpet was folded up, and the house door closed. 
Lethbury stood alone in the hall with his wife. As he turned toward 
her, he noticed the look of tired heroism in her eyes, the deepened lines 
of her face. They reflected his own symptoms too accurately not to appeal 
to him. The nervous tension had been horrible. He went up to her, and 
an answering impulse made her lay a hand on his arm. He held it 
there a moment. 

“Let us go off and have a jolly litde dinner at a restaurant,” he 
proposed. 

There had bet n a time when such a suggestion would have surprised 
her to the verge of disapproval; but now she agreed to it at once. 

“Oh, that would be so nice,” she murmured with a great sigh of 
relief and assuagement. 

Jane had fulfilled her mission after all: she had drawn them together 
at last. 
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The Burnished Room 

BY O. HENRY 


p 

Jl VESTLESS, shifting, fugacious 
as time itself is a certain vast bulk of the population of the red brick 
district of the lower West Side. Homeless, they have a hundred homes. 
They flit from furnished room to furnished room, transients forever — 
transients in abode, transients in heart and mind. They sing “Home, 
Sweet Home” in ragtime; they carry their lares ct penates in a bandbox; 
their vine is entwined about a picture hat; a rubber plant is their fig tree. 

Hence the houses of this district, having had a thousand dwellers, 
should have a thousand tales to tell, mostly dull ones, no doubt; but it 
would be strange if there could not be found a ghost or two in the wake 
of all these vagrant guests. 

One evening after dark a young man prowled among these crumbling 
red mansions, ringing their bells. At the twelfth he rested his lean hand- 
baggage upon the step and wiped the dust from his hatband and fore- 
head. The bell sounded faint and far away in some remote, hollow 
depths. 

To the door of this, the twelfth house whose bell he had rung, came 
a housekeeper who made him think of an unwholesome, surfeited worm 
that had eaten its nut to a hollow shell and now sought to fill the vacancy 
'With edible lodgers. 

He asked if there was a room to let. 

“Come in,” said the housekeeper. Her voice came from her throat; her 
throat seemed lined with fur. “I have the third-floor-back, vacant sinqe a 
week back. Should you wish to look at it?” 

The young man followed her up the stairs. A faint light trom no par- 
ticular source mitigated the shadows of the halls. They trod noiselessly 
upon a stair carpet that its own loom would have forsworn. It seemed 
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to have become vegetable; to have degenerated in that rank^ sunless air 
to lush lichen or spreading moss that grev/ in patches to the staircase 
and was viscid under the foot like organic matter. At each turn of the 
stairs were vacant niches in the wall. Perhaps plants had once been set 
within them. If so they had died in that foul and tainted air. It may be 
that statues of the saints had stood there, but it was not difficult to con- 
ceive that imps and devils had dragged them forth in the darkness and 
down to the unholy depths of some furnished pit below. 

“This is the room,” said the housekeeper, from her furry throat. “It s 
a nice room. It ain’t often vacant. I had some most elegant people in it 
last summer — no trouble at all, and paid in advance to the minute. The 
water’s at the end of the hall. Sprowls and Mooney kept it three months. 
They done a vaudeville sketch. Miss B’retta Sprowls — ^you may have 
heard of her — oh, that was just the stage names — right there over the 
dresser is where the marriage certificate hung, framed. The gas is here, 
and you see there is plenty of closet room. It’s a room everybody likes. It 
never stays idle long.” 

“Do you have many theatrical people rooming here.^” asked the young 
man. 

“They comes and goes. A good proportion of my lodgers is connected 
with the theaters. Yes, sir, this is the theatrical district. Actor people 
never stays long anywhere. I get my share. Yes, they comes and they 
goes.” 

He engaged the room, paying for a week in advance. He was tired, he 
said, and would take possession at once. He counted out the money. The 
room had been made ready, she said, even to towels and water. As the 
housekeeper moved away he put, for the thousandth time, the question 
that he carried at the end of his tongue. 

“A young girl — Miss Vashner — Miss Eloise Vashner — do you remem- 
ber such a one among your lodgers? She would be singing on the stage, 
most likely. A fair girl, of medium height and slender, with reddish, 
gold hair and dark mole near her left eyebrow.” 

“No, I don’t remember the name. Them stage people has names they 
change as often as their rooms. They comes and they goes. No, I don’t 
call that one to mind.” 

No. Always no. Five months of ceaseless interrogation and the in- 
^kable negative. So much time spent by days in questioning managers, 
sdux>ls and choruses; by night among die audiences of theaters 
from all-star casts down to music halls so low that he dreaded to find 
\vhat he most hoped for. He who had loved her best had tried to find 
her.. He was sure diat since her disappearance from home this great, 
i«fa^r^irt city held her somewhere, but irwas like a monstrous quick- 
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$and, shifting its particles constantly, with no foundation, its uppet 
granules of today buried tomorrow in ooze and slime. 

The furnished room received its latest guest with a first glow of 
pseudo-hospitality, a hectic, haggard, perfunctory welcome like the spe- 
cious smile of a demirep. The sophistical comfort came in reflected 
gleams from the decayed furniture, the ragged brocade upholstery of a 
couch and two chairs, a foot-wide cheap pier glass between the two 
windows, from one or two gilt picture frames and a brass bedstead in 
a corner. 

The guest reclined, inert, upon a chair, while the room, confused in 
speech as though it were an apartment in Babel, tried to discourse to him 
of its divers tenantry. 

A polychromatic rug like some brilliant-flowered rectangular, tropical 
islet lay surrounded by a billowy sea of soiled matting. Upon the gay- 
papered wall were those pictures that pursue the homeless one from 
house to house — The Huguenot Lovers, The First Quarrel, The Wca- 
ding Breakfast, Psyche at the Fountain. The mantel's chastely severe 
outlme was ingloriously veiled behind some pert drapery drawn rakishly 
askew like the sashes of the Amazonian ballet. Upon it was some dcso- 
kue flotsam cast aside by the room’s marooned when a lucky sail had 
borne them to a fresh port — a trifling vase or two, pictures of actresses, 
a medicine bottle, some stray cards out of a deck. 

One by one, as the characters of a cryptograph became explicit, the 
liiile signs left by the furnished room’s procession of guests developed a 
significance. The threadbare space in the rug in front of the dresser told 
that lovely woman had marched in the throng. The tiny fingerprints on 
the wall spoke of little prisoners trying to feel their way to sun and air. 
A splattered stain, raying like the shadow of a bursting bomb, witnessed 
where a hurled glass or bottle had splintered with its contents against 
the wall. Across the pier glass had been scrawled with a diamond in 
staggering letters the name “Marie.” It seemed that the succession of 
dwellers in the furnished room had turned in fury — perhaps tempted 
beyond forcbcarance by its garish coldness — and wreaked upon it their 
passions. The furniture was chipped and bruised; the couch, distorted 
by bursting springs, seemed a horrible monster that had been slain dur- 
ing the stress of some grotesque convulsion. Some more potent upheaval 
bad cloven a great slice from the marble mantel. Each plank in the 
floor owned its particular cant and shriek as from a separate and indi- 
vidual agony J|ftt seemed incredible that all this malice and injury had 
been wrought upon the room by those who had called it for a time their 
home; and yet it may have been the cheated home instinct survivii^ 
blindly, the resentful rage at false household gods that had kindled their 
wratb|^A hut that is our own we can sweep and adorn and cherish. 
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The young tenant in the chair allowed these thoughts to file, soft-shod, 
through his mind, while there drifted into the room furnished sounds 
and furnished scents. He heard in one room a tittering and incontinent, 
slack laughter; in others the monologue of a scold, the rattling of dice, 
a lullaby, and one crying dully; above him a banjo tinkled with spirit. 
Doors banged somewhere; the elevated trains roared intermittently; a 
cat yowled miserably upon a back fence. And he breathed the breath 
of the house — a dank savor rather than a smell — a cold, musty effluvium 
as from underground vaults mingled with the recking exhalations of 
linoleum and mildewed and rotten woodwork. 

Then suddenly, as he rested there, the room was filled with the strong, 
sweet odor of mignonette. It came as upon a single buffet of wind with 
such sureness and fragrance and emphasis that it almost seemed a living 
visitant. And the man cried aloud: “What, dear?” as if he had been 
called, and sprang up and faced about. The rich odor clung to him and 
wrapped him around. He reached out his arms for it, all his senses for 
the time confused and commingled. How could one be peremptorily 
called by an odor? Surely it must have been a sound. But, was it not the 
sound that had touched, that had caressed him? 

“She has been in this room,” he cried, and he sprang to wrest from it 
a token, for he knew he would recognize the smallest thing that had 
belonged to her or that she had touched. This enveloping scent of mi- 
gnonette, the odor that she had loved and made her own — ^whence 
came it? 

The room had been but carelessly set in order. Scattered upon the 
flimsy dresser scarf were half a dozen hairpins — those discreet, indis- 
tinguishable friends of womankind, feminine of gender, infinite mood 
and uncommunicative of tense. These he ignored, conscious of their 
triumphant lack of identity. Ransacking the drawers of the dresser he 
came upon a discarded, tiny, ragged handkerchief. He pressed it to his 
face. It was racy and insolent with heliotrope; he hurled it to the floor. In 
another drawer he found odd buttons, a theater program, a pawn- 
broker’s card, two lost marshmallows, a book on the divination of 
dreams. In the last was a woman’s black satin hair bow, which halted 
him, poised between ice and fire. But the black satin hair bow also is 
femininity’s demure, impersonal common ornament and tells no tales. 

And then he traversed the room like a hound on the scent, skimming 
the walls, considering the corners of the bulging matting on his hands 
and knees, rummaging mantel and tables, the curtains and hangings, the 
drunken cabinet in the corner, for a visible sign, unable to perceive that 
she was there beside, around, against, within, above him, clinging to 
him, wooing him, calling him so poignantly through the finer senses 
that eycn his grosser ones became cognizant of the c4L Once again be 
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answered loudly: “Yes, dear!” and turned, wild-eyed, to gaze on vacancy, 
for he could not yet discern form and color and love and outstretched 
arms in the odor of mignonette. Oh, God! whence that odor, and since 
when have odors had a voice to call? Thus he groped. 

He burrowed in crevices and corners, and found corks and cigarettes. 
These he passed in passive contempt. But once he found in a fold of the 
matting a half-smoked cigar, and this he ground beneath his heel with 
a green and trenchant oath. He sifted the room from end to end. He 
found dreary and ignoble small records of many a peripatetic tenant; 
but of her whom he sought, and who may have lodged there, and whose 
spirit seemed to hover there, he found no trace. 

And then he thought of the housekeeper. 

He ran from the haunted room downstairs and to a door that showed 
a crack of light. She came out to his knock. He smothered his excitement 
as best he could. 

“Will you tell me, madam,” he besought her, “who occupied the room 
I have before I came?” 

“Yes, sir. I can tell you again. ’Twas Sprowls and Mooney, as I said 
Miss BVetta Sprowls it was in the theaters, but Missis Mooney she was. 
My house is well known for respectability. The marriage certificate 
hung, framed, on a nail over—” 

“What kind of a lady was Miss Sprowls — ^in looks, I mean?” 

“Why, black-haired, sir, short, and stout, with a comical face. They 
left a week ago Tuesday.” 

“And before they occupied it?” 

“Why, there was a single gentleman connected with the draying 
business. He left owing me a week. Before him was Missis Crowder and 
her two children, that stayed four months; and back of them was old 
Mr. Doyle, whose sons paid for him. He kept the room six months. Tha: 
goes back a year, sir, and further I do not remember.” 

He thanked her and crept back to his room. The room was dead. The 
essence that had vivified it was gone. The perfume of mignonette had 
departed. In its place was the old, stale odor of moldy house furniture, 
of atmosphere in storage. 

The ebbing of his hope drained his faith. He sat staring at the yellow, 
singing gaslight. Soon he walked to the bed and began to tear the 
sheets into strips. With the blade of his knife he drove them tightly into 
every crevice around windows and door. When all was snug and taut 
he turned out the light, turned the gas full on again and laid himself 
gratefully upon the bed. 

It was Mrs. McCoorr nif^t to go with the can for beer. So she fetched 
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it and sat with Mrs. Purdy in one of those subterranean retreats where 
housekeepers foregather and the worm dieth seldom. 

“1 rented out my third-floor-back this evening,” said Mrs. Purdy, across 
a fine circle of foam. “A young man took it. He went up to bed two 
hours ago.” 

“Now, did ye, Mrs. Purdy, ma’am?” said Mrs. McCool, with intense 
admiration. Tou do be a wonder for rentin’ rooms of that kind. And 
did ye tell him, then?” she concluded in a husky whisper laden with 
mystery. 

“Rooms,” said Mrs. Purdy, in her furriest tones, “are furnished for to 
rent. I did not tell him, Mrs. McCool.” 

“ ’Tis right ye are, ma’am; ’tis by renting rooms we kape alive. Ye 
have the rale sense for business, ma’am. There be many people will 
rayjict the rentin’ of a room if they be tould a suicide has been after 
dyin’ in the bed of it.” 

“As you say, we has our living to be making,” remarked Mrs. Purdy. 

“Yis, ma’am; ’tis true. ’Tis just one wake ago this day I helped ye lay 
out the third-floor-back. A pretty slip of a colleen she was to be killin’ 
herself wid the gas— a swate little face she had, Mrs. Purdy ma’am.” 

“She’d a-been called handsome, as you say,' said Mrs. Purdy, assenting 
but critical, “but for that mole she had a-growin’ by her left eyebrow. Do 
fill up your glass again, Mrs. McCool.” 
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A Blackjack Bargainer 

BY O. HENRY 


J.HE most disreputable thing in 
Yancey Gorce’s law office was Goree himself, sprawled in his creaky old 
armchair. The rickety little office, built of red brick, was set flush with 
the street — the main street of the town of Bethel. 

Bethel rested upon the foothills of the Blue Ridge. Above it the 
mountains were piled to the sky. Far below it the turbid Catawba 
gleamed yellow along its disconsolate valley. 

The June day was at its sultriest hour. Bethel dozed in the tepid 
shade. Trade was not. It was so still that Goree, reclining in his chair» 
distinctly heard the clicking of the chips in the grand-jury room, where 
the “court-house gang” was playing poker. From the open back door o£ 
the office a well-worn path meandered across the grassy lot to the court- 
house. The treading out of that path had cost Goree all he ever had — 
first, inheritance of a few thousand dollars, next, the old family home, 
and, latterly, the last shreds of his self-respect and manhood. The “gang” 
had cleaned him out. The broken gambler had turned drunkard and 
parasite; he had lived to see this day come when the men who had 
stripped him denied him a seat at the game. His word was no longer to 
be taken. The daily bout at cards had arranged itself accordingly, and to 
him was assigned the ignoble part of the onlooker. The sheriff, the county 
clerk, a sportive (jeputy, a gay attorney, and a chalk-faced man hailing 
“from the valley,” sat at table, and the sheared one was thus tacitly 
advised to go andi^ow more wool. 

Soon wearying of his ostracism, Goree had departed for his office 
muttering to himself as he unsteadily traversed the unlucky pathway. 
After a drink of corn whisky from a demijohn under the table, he had 
flung himself into the chair, staring, in a sort of maudlin apathy, out at 
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the mountains immersed in the summer haze. The little white patch 
he saw away up on the side of Blackjack was Laurel, the village near 
which he had been born and bred. There, also, was the birthplace of the 
feud between the Gorees and the Coltranes. Now no direct heir of the 
Gorees survived except this plucked and singed bird of misfortune. To 
the Coltranes, also, but one male supporter was left — Colonel Abner 
Coltrane, a man of substance and standing, a member of the State 
Legislature, and a contemporary with Goree’s father. The feud had been 
a typical one of the region; it had left a red record of hate, wrong, and 
slaughter. 

But Yancey Goree was not thinking of feuds. His befuddled brain 
was hopelessly attacking the problem of the future maintenance of him- 
self and his favorite follies. Of late, old friends of the family had seen to 
it that he had whereof to eat and a place to sleep, but whisky they would 
not buy for him, and he must have whisky. His law business was 
extinct; no case had been intrusted to him in two years. He had been s> 
borrower and a sponge, and it seemed that if he fell no lower it would be 
from lack of opportunity. One more chance — he was saying to himself 
— ^if he had one more stake at the game, he thought he could win; but 
he had nothing left to sell, and his credit was more than exhausted. 

He could not help smiling, even in his misery, as he thought of the man 
to whom, six months before, he had sold the old Goree homestead. 
There had come from “back yan’ ” in the mountains two of the strangest 
creatures, a man named Pike Garvey and his wife. “Back yan’,** with a 
wave of the hand toward the hills, was understood among the moun- 
taineers to designate the remotest fastnesses, the unplumbed gorges, the 
haunts of lawbreakers, the wolfs den, and the boudoir of the bear. In 
the cabin far up on Blackjack’s shoulder, in the wildest part of these 
retreats, this odd couple had lived for twenty years. They had neither 
dog nor children to mitigate the heavy silence of the hills. Pike Garvey 
was little known in the settlements, but all who had dealt with him pro- 
nounced him “crazy as a loon.” He acknowledged no occupation save 
that of a squirrel hunter, but he “moonshined” occasionally by way of 
diversion. Once the “revenues” had dragged him from his lair, lighting 
silently and desperately like a terrier, and he had been sent to state’s 
prison for two years. Released, he popped back into his hole like an 
angry weasel. 

Fortune, passing over many anxious wooers, made a freakish flight 
into Blackjack’s bosky pockets to smile upon Pike and his faithful 
partner. 

One day a party of spectacled, knickerbockered, and altogether absurd 
prospectors invaded the vicinity of the Garveys’ cabin. Pike lifted his 
a(|tiirrel rifle off the hook and took a shot at them at long range on the 
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chance of their being revenues. Happily he missed, and the unconscious 
agents of good luck drew nearer, disclosing their innocence of anything 
resembling law or justice. Later on, they offered the Garveys an enor- 
mous quantity of ready, green, crisp money for their thirty-acre patch 
of cleared land, mentioning, as an excuse for such a mad action, some 
irrelevant and inadequate nonsense about a bed of mica underlying the 
said property. 

When the Garveys became possessed of so many dollars that they 
faltered in computing them, the deficiencies of life on Blackjack began to 
grow prominent. Pike began to talk of new shoes, a hogshead of tobacco 
to set in the corner, a new lock to his rifle; and, leading Martella to a 
certain spot on the mountainside, he pointed out to her how a small 
cannon-Aloubtless a thing not beyond the scope of their fortune in price 
—might be planted so as to command and defend the sole accessible 
trail to the cabin, to the confusion of revenues and meddling strangers 
forever. 

But Adam reckoned without his Eve. These things represented to him 
the applied power of wealth, but there slumbered in his dingy cabin an 
ambition that soared far above his primitive wants. Somewhere in Mrs. 
Garvey’s bosom still survived a spot of femininity unstarved by twenty 
years of Blackjack. For so long a time the sounds in her ears had been 
the scaly-barks dropping in the woods at noon, and the wolves singing 
among the rocks at night, and it was enough to have purged her vanities. 
She had grown fat and sad and yellow and dull. But when the means 
came, she felt a rekindled desire to assume the perquisites of her sex — 
to sit at tea tables; to buy inutile things; to whitewash the hideous 
veracity of life with a little form and ceremony. So she coldly vetoed 
Pike’s proposed system of fortifications, and announced that they would 
descend upon the world, and gyrate socially. 

And thus, at length, it was decided, and the thing done. The village 
of Laurel was their compromise between Mrs. Garvey’s preference for 
one of the large valley towns and Pike’s hankering for primeval soli- 
tudes. Laurel yielded a halting round of feeble social distractions corn- 
portable with Martella’s ambitions, and was not entirely without 
recommendation to Pikt, its contiguity to the mountains presenting 
advantages for sudden retreat in case fashionable society should make 
it advisable. 

Their descent upon Laurel had been coincident with Yancey Gorce’s 
feverish desire to convert property into cash, and they bought the old 
Goree homestead, paying four thousand dollars ready money into the 
spendthrift’s shaking hand. 

Thus it happened that while the disreputable last of the Gorees 
sprawled in his disreputable office, at the end of his row, spurned by 
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the cronies whom he had gorged, strangers dwelt in the halls of his 
fathers. 

A cloud of dust was rolling slowly up the parched street, with some- 
thing traveling in the midst of it. A little breeze wafted the cloud to one 
side, and a new, brightly painted carryall, drawn by a slothful gray 
horse, became visible. The vehicle deflected from the middle of the 
street as it neared Goree’s office, and stopped in the gutter directly in 
front of his door. 

On the front scat sat a gaunt, tall man, dressed in black broadcloth, 
his rigid hands incarcerated in yellow kid gloves. On the back scat was 
a lady who triumphed over the June heat. Her stout form was armored 
in a skin-tight silk dress of the description known as ‘'changeable,’* be- 
ing a gorgeous combination of shifting hues. She sat erect, waving a 
much-ornamcntcd fan, with her eyes fixed stonily far down the street. 
However Martclla Garvey’s heart might be rejoicing at the pleasures of 
her new life. Blackjack had done his work with her exterior. He had 
carved her countenance to the image of emptiness and inanity; had 
imbued her with the stolidity of his crags and the reserve of his hushed 
interiors. She always seemed to hear, whatever her surroundings were, 
the scaly-barks falling and pattering down the mountainside. She could 
always hear the awful silence of Blackjack sounding through the stillest 
of nights. 

Gorcc watched this solemn equipage, as it drove to his door, with only 
faint interest; but when the lank driver wrapped the reins about his 
whip, and awkwardly descended, and stepped into the office, he rose 
unsteadily to receive him, recognizing Pike Garvey, the new, the trans- 
formed, the recently civilized. 

The mountaineer took the chair Gorec offered him. They who cast 
doubts upon Garvey’s soundness of mind had a strong witness in the 
man’s countenance. His face was too long, a dull saffron in hue, and 
immobile as a statue’s. Pale-blue, unwinking round eyes without lashes 
added to the singularity of his gruesome visage. Goree was at a loss to 
account for the visit. 

“Everything all right at Laurel, Mr. Garvey?” he inquired. 

“Everything all right, sir, and mighty pleased is Missis Garvey and me 
with the property. Missis Garvey likes yo’ old place, and she likes the 
neighborhood. Society is what she ’lows she wants, and she is gettin’ of it. 
The Rogerses, the Hapgoods, the Pratts, and the Troys bev been to see 
Missis Garvey, and she hev et meals to most of thar houses. The best 
folks hev axed her to differ’nt kinds of doin’s. I cyan’t say, Mr. Goree, 
that sech things suits me — ^fur me, give me them thar.” Garvey’s huge 
yellow-gloved hand flourished in the direction of the mountains. ^That’s 
Wfbar I b’long, ’mongst the wild honey bees and the b’ars* But that ain’t 
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what I come fur to say, Mr. Gorcc. Thar’s somethin’ you got what me 
and Missis Garvey wants to buy.” 

“Buy!” echoed Goree. “From me?” Then he laughed harshly. “I 
reckon you arc mistaken about that. I sold out to you, as you yourself 
expressed it, lock, stock, and barrel.’ There isn’t even a ramrod left t® 

sell.” 

“You’ve got it; and we ’uns want it. Take the money,’ says Missis 
Garvey, ‘and buy it fa’r and squar’.’ ” 

Goree shook his head. “The cupboard’s bare,” he said. 

“We’ve riz,” pursued the mountaineer, undcflccted from his object, 
“a heap. We was pore as possums, and now we could hcv folks to dinner 
every day. We been rcco’nizcd, Missis Garvey says, by the best society. 
But there’s somethin’ we need we ain’t got. She says it ought to been 
put in the ’ventory ov the sale, but it ’tain’t thar. ‘Take the money, then,’ 
she says, ‘and buy it fa’r and squar*.’ ” 

“Out with it,” said Gorcc, his racked nerves growing impatient 

Garvey threw his slouch hat upon the table, and leaned forward, fixing 
his unblinking eyes upon Goree’s. 

“There’s a old feud,” he said, distinctly and slowly, “ ’tween you ’uns 
and the Coltrancs.” 

Goree frowned ominously. To speak of his feud to a feudist is a 
serious breach of the mountain etiquette. The man from “back yan’ ” 
knew it as well as the lawyer did. 

“Na offense,” he went on, “but purely in the way of business. Missis 
Garvey hev studied all about feuds. Most of the quality folks in the 
mountains hcv ’em. The Settles and the Goforths, the Rankins and the 
Boyds, the Silers and the Galloways, hev all been cyarin’ on feuds f’om 
twenty to a hundred year. The last man to drap was when yo’ uncle, 
Jedge Paisley Goree, ’journed co’t and shot Len Coltrane f’om the bench. 
Missis Garvey and me, we come f’om the po’ white trash. Nobody 
wouldn’t pick a feud with we’uns, no mo’n with a fam’ly of tree toads. 
Quality people every whar, says Missis Garvey, has feuds. We ’uns ain’t 
quality, but we’re buyin’ into it as fur as we can. ‘Take the money, then,’ 
says Missis Garvey, ‘and buy Mr. Goree’s feud, fa’r and squar’.’ ” 

The squirrel hunter straightened a leg half across the room, drew a 
roll of bills from his pocket, and threw them on the table. 

“Thar’s two hundred dollars, Mr. Goree; what you would call a fa’r 
price for a feud that’s been ’lowed to ruv. down like yourn hev. Thar’s 
only you left to cyar’ on yo’ side of it, and you’d make mighty po’ killin*. 
ril take it off yo’ hands, and it’ll set me and Missis Garvey up among 
the quality, Thar’s the money,” 

The little roll of currency on the table slowly untwisted itself, writh- 
ing and jumping as its folds relaxed. In the silence that followed Car^ 
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vcy’s last speech the rattling of the poker chips in the court-house could 
be plainly heard. Gorcc knew that the sheriff had just won a pot, for the 
subdued whoop with which he always greeted a victory floated across 
the square upon the crinkly heat waves. Beads of moisture stood on 
Goree’s brow. Stooping, he drew the wicker-covered demijohn from 
under the table, and filled a tumbler from it. 

“A little corn liquor, Mr. Garvey? Of course you are joking about— 
what you spoke of? Opens quite a new market, doesn’t it? Feuds, prime, 
two-fifty to three. Feuds, slightly damaged — two hundred, I believe you 
said, Mr. Garvey?” 

Goree laughed self-consciously. 

The mountaineer took the glass Goree handed him, and drank the 
whisky without a tremor of the lids of his staring eyes. The lawyer 
applauded the feat by a look of envious admiration. He poured his own 
drink, and took it like a drunkard, by gulps, and with shudders at the 
smell and taste. 

“Two hundred,” repeated Garvey. “Thar’s the money.” 

A sudden passion flared up in Goree’s brain. He struck the table with 
his fist. One of the bills flipped over and touched his hand. He flinched 
as if something had stung him. 

“Do you come to me,” he shouted, “seriously v/ith such a ridiculous, 
insulting, darned-fool proposition?” 

“It’s fa’r and squar’,” said the squirrel hunter, but he reached out his 
hand as if to take back the money; and then Goree knew that his own 
flurry of rage had not been from pride or resentment, but from anger 
at himself, knowing that he would set foot in the deeper depths that 
were being opened to him. He turned in an instant from an outraged 
gentleman to an anxious chafferer recommending his goods. 

“Don’t be in a hurry, Garvey,” he said, his face crimson and his 
speech thick. “I accept your p-p-proposition, though it’s dirt cheap at 
two hundred. A t-trade’s all right when both p-purchaser and b-buyer 
are s-satisfied. Shall I w-wrap it up for you, Mr. Garvey?” 

Garvey rose, and shook out his broadcloth. “Missis Garvey will be 
pleased. You air out of it, and it stands Coltrane and Garvey. Just a scrap 
ov writin’, Mr. Goree, you bein’ a lawyer, to show we traded.” 

Goree seized a sheet of paper and a pen. The money was clutched in 
his moist hand. Everything else suddenly seemed to grow trivial and 
light. 

“Bill of sale, by all means. ‘Right, title, and interest in and to’ . . • 
‘forever warrant and — ’ No, Garvey, we’ll have to leave out that ‘de- 
fend’,” said Goree with a loud laugh. “You’ll have to defend this tide 
yourself.” 

The mountaineer received the amazing screed that the lawyer handed 
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him, folded it with immense labor, and placed it carefully in his pocket. 

Goree was standing near the window. “Step here,” he said, raising his 
finger, “and I’ll show you your recently purchased enemy. There he 
goes, down the other side of the street.” 

The mountaineer crooked his long frame to look through the window 
in the direction indicated by the other. Colonel Abner Coltrane, an 
erect, portly gentleman of about fifty wearing the inevitable long, double- 
breasted frock coat of the Southern lawmaker, and an old high silk 
hat, was passing on the opposite sidewalk. As Garvey looked, Goree 
glanced at his face. If there be such a thing as a yellow wolf, here was its 
counterpart. Garvey snarled as his unhuman eyes followed the moving 
figure, disclosing long amber-colored fangs. 

“Is that him? Why, that’s the man who sent me to the pen’tentiary 
once! 

“He used to be district attorney,” said Goree, carelessly. “And, by the 
way, he’s a first-class shot.” 

“I kin hit a squirrel’s eye at a hundred yard,” said Garvey. “So that 
thar’s Coltrane! I made a better trade than I was thinkin’. I’ll take keer 
ov this feud, Mr. Goree, better’n you ever did!” 

He moved toward the door, but lingered there, betraying a slight 
perplexity. 

“Anything else today?” inquired Goree with frothy sarcasm. “Any 
family traditions, ancestral ghosts, or skeletons in the closet? Prices as 
low as the lowest.” 

“Thar was another thing,” replied the unmoved squirrel hunter, 
“that Missis Garvey was thinkin’ of. ’Tain’t so much in my line as 
t’other, but she wanted partic’lar that I should inquire, and ef you was 
willin’, ‘pay fur it,’ she says, ‘fa’r and squar’.’ Thar’s a buryin’ groun’, 
as you know, Mr. Goree, in the yard of yo’ old place, under the cedars. 
Them that lies thar is yo folks what was killed by the Coltranes. The 
monyments has the names on ’em. Missis Garvey says a fam’ly buryin’ 
groun’ is a sho* sign of quality. She says ef we git the feud, thar’s some' 
thin’ else ought to go with it. The names on them monyments is ‘Goree/ 
but they can be changed to ourn by ” 

“Go! Go!” screamed Goree, his face turning purple. He stretched out 
both hands toward the mountaineer, his fingers hooked and shaking. 
“Go, you ghoul! Even a Ch-Chinaman protects the g-graves of his 
ancestors — go!” 

The squirrel hunter slouched out of the door to his carryall. While 
he was dimbing over the wheel Goree was collecting, with feverish 
celerity, the money that had fallen from his hand to the floor. As the 
vchide slowly turned about the sheep, with a coat of newly grown 



5o6 O. henry 

wool, was hurrying, in indecent haste, along the path to the court- 
house. 

At three o’clock in the morning they brought him back to his office, 
shorn and unconscious. The sheriff, the sportive deputy, the county 
clerk, and the gay attorney carried him, the chalk-faced man “from the 
valley” acting as escort. 

“On the table,” said one of them, and they deposited him there among 
the litter of his unprofitable books and papers. 

“Yance thinks a lot of a pair of deuces when he’s liquored up,” sighed 
the sheriff, reflectively. 

“Too much,” said the gay attorney. “A man has no business to play 
poker who drinks as much as he docs. I wonder how much he dropped 
tonight.” 

“Close to two hundred. What I wonder is whar he got it. Yance ain’t 
had a cent fur over a month, I know.” 

“Struck a cli :nt, maybe. Well, let’s get home before daylight. He’ll be 
all right when he wakes up, except for a sort of beehive about the 
cranium.” 

The gang slipped away through the early morning twilight. The 
next eye to gaze upon the miserable Gorcc was the orb of day. He 
peered through the uncurtained window, first deluging the sleeper in a 
flood of faint gold, but soon pouring upon the mottled red of his flesh a 
searching, white, summer heat. Goree stirred, half unconsciously, among 
the table’s debris, and turned his face from the window. His movement 
dislodged a heavy law book, which crashed upon the floor. Opening his 
eyes, he saw, bending over him, a man in a black frock coat. Looking 
higher, he discovered a well-worn silk hat, and beneath it the kindly, 
smooth face of Colonel Abner Coltrane. 

A little uncertain of the outcome, the colonel waited for the other to 
make some sign of recognition. Not in twenty years had male members 
of these two families faced each other in peace. Goree’s eyelids puckered 
as he strained his blurred sight toward this visitor, and then he smiled 
serenely. 

“Have you brought Stella and Lucy over to play?” he said, calmly. 

“Do you know me, Yancey?” asked Coltrane. 

“Of course I do. You brought me a whip with a whistle in the end.” 

So he had — ^twenty-four years ago; when Yancey’s father was his best 
friend. 

Gorcc’s eyes wandered about the room. The colonel understood. 
“Lie still, and I’ll bring you some,” said he. There was a pump in the 
yard at the rear, and Goree closed his eyes, listening with rapture to the 
click of its handle and the bubbling of the falling stream. Coltrane 
brought a pitcher of the cool water, and held it for him to drink. Pres- 
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cntly Goree sat up— a most forlorn object, his summer suit of flax soiled 
and crumpled, his discreditable head tousled and unsteady. He tried to 
wave one of his hands toward the colonel. 

“Ex-excuse— everything, will you?” he said. “I must have drunk too 
much whisky last night, and gone to bed on the table.” His brows 
knitted into a puzzled frown. 

“Out with the boys a while?” asked Coltranc, kindly. 

“No, I went nowhere. I haven’t had a dollar to spend in the last two 
months. Struck the demijohn too often, I reckon, as usual.” 

Colonel Coltrane touched him on the shoulder. 

“A little while ago, Yancey,” he began, “you asked me if I had 
brought Stella and Lucy over to play. You weren’t quite awake then, 
and must have been dreaming you were a boy again. You are awake 
now, and I want you to listen to me. I have come from Stella and Lucy 
to their old playmate, and to my old friend’s son. They know that I am 
going to bring you home with me, and you will find them as ready 
with a welcome as they were in the old days. I want you to come to my 
house and stay until you are yourself again, and as much longer as you 
will. We heard of your being down in the world, and in the midst of 
temptation, and we agreed that you should come over and play at our 
house once more. Will you come, my boy? Will you drop our old family 
trouble and come with me?” 

“Trouble I” said Goree, opening his eyes wide. “There was never any 
trouble between us that I know of. I’m sure we’ve always been the 
best friends. But, good Lord, Colonel, how could I go to your home 
as I am — a drunken wretch, a miserable, degraded spendthrift and 
gambler ” 

He lurched from the table to his armchair, and began to weep 
maudlin tears, mingled with genuine drops of remorse and shame. 
Coltrane talked to him persistently and reasonably, reminding him of 
the simple mountain pleasures of which he had once been so fond, and 
insisting upon the genuineness of the invitation. 

Finally he landed Goree by telling him he was counting upon his 
kelp in the engineering and transportation of a large amount of felled 
timber from a high mountainside to a waterway. He knew that Goree 
had once invented a device for this purpose — a series of slides and 
chutes— upon which he had justly prided himself. In an instant the 
poor fellow, delighted at the idea of his being of use to anyone, had 
paper spread upon the table, and was drawing rapid but pitifully shaky 
lines in demonstration of what he could and would do. 

The man was sickened of the husks; his prodigal heart was turning 
again toward the mountains. His mind was yet strangely clogged, and 
his tlioughts and memories were returning to his brain one by one, like 
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carrier pigeons over a stormy sea. But Coltrane was satisfied with the 
progress he had made. 

Bethel received the surprise o£ its existence that afternoon when a Col- 
trane and a Goree rode amicably together through the town. Side by 
side they rode, out from the dusty streets and gaping townspeople, down 
across the creek bridge, and up toward the mountain. The prodigal had 
brushed and washed and combed himself to a more decent figure, but 
he was unsteady in the saddle, and he seemed to be deep in the con- 
templation of some vexing problem. Coltrane left him in his mood, 
relying upon the influence of changed surroundings to restore his 
equilibrium. 

Once Goree was seized with a shaking fit, and almost came to a col- 
lapse. He had to dismount and rest at the side of the road. The colonel, 
foreseeing such a condition, had provided a small flask of whisky for 
the journey but when it was offered to him Goree refused it almost with 
violence, declaring he would never touch it again. By and by he was 
recovered, and went quietly enough for a mile or two. Then he pulled 
up his horse suddenly, and said: 

“I lost two hundred dollars last night, playing poker. Now, where did 
Igct that money?” 

“Take it easy, Yancey. The mountain air will soon clear it up. We’ll 
go fishing, first thing, at the Pinnacle Falls. The trout are jumping there 
like bullfrogs. We’ll take Stella and Lucy along, and have a picnic on 
Eagle Rock, Have you forgotten how a hickory-cured-ham sandwich 
tastes, Yancey, to a hungry fisherman?” 

Evidently the colonel did not believe the story of his lost wealth; so 
Goree retired a^ain into brooding silence. 

By late afternoon they had traveled ten of the twelve miles between 
Bethel and Laurel. Half a mile this side of Laurel lay the old Goree 
place; a mile or two beyond the village lived the Coltranes. The road 
Was now steep and laborious, but the compensations were many. The 
tilted aisles of the forest were opulent with leaf and bird and bloom. 
The tonic air put to shame the pharmacopaeia. The glades were dark 
with mossy shade, and bright with shy rivulets winking from the ferns 
and laurels. On the lower side they viewed, framed in the near foliage, 
exquisite sketches of the far valley swooning in its opal haze. 

Coltrane was pleased to see that his companion was yielding to the 
spell of the hills and woods. For now they had but to skirt the base of 
Painter’s Cliff; to cross Elder Branch and mount the hill beyond, and 
Goree would have to face the squandered home of his fathers. Every 
rock he passed, every tree, every foot of the roadway, was familiar to 
him. Though he had forgotten the woods, they thrilled him like the 
music of Home, Sweet Home, 
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They rounded the cliff, descended into Elder Branch, and paused 
there to let the horses drink and splash in the swift water. On the right 
was a rail fence that cornered there, and followed the road and stream. 
Inclosed by it was the old apple orchard of the home place; the house 
was yet concealed by the brow of the steep hill. Inside and along the 
fence, pokebcrrics, elders, sassafras, and sumac grew high and dense. 
At a rustle of their branches, both Goree and Coltrane glanced up, and 
saw, a long, yellow, wolfish face above the fence, staring at them with 
pale, unwinking eyes. The head quickly disappeared; there was a violent 
swaying of the bushes, and an ungainly figure ran up through the 
apple orchard in the direction of the house, zigzagging among the trees. 

“That’s Garvey,” said Coltrane; '‘the man you sold out to. There’s 
no doubt but he’s considerably cracked. I had to send him up for moon- 
shining once, several years ago, in spite of the fact that I believed him 
irresponsible. Why, what’s the matter, Yancey?” 

Goree was wiping his forehead, and his face had lost its color. “Do I 
look queer, too?” he asked, trying to smile. “I’m just remembering a few 
more things.” Some of the alcohol had evaporated from his brain. “I 
recollect now where I got that two hundred dollars.” 

“Don’t think of it,” said Coltrane, cheerfully. “Later on we’ll figure it 
all out together.” 

They rode out of the branch, and when they reached the foot of the 
hill Goree stopped again, 

“Did you ever suspect I was a very vain kind of fellow. Colonel?” he 
asked. “Sort of foolish proud about appearances?” 

The colonel’s eyes refused to wander to the soiled, sagging suit of flax 
and the faded slouch hat. 

“It seems to me,” he replied, mystified, but humoring him, “I remem- 
ber a young buck about twenty, with the tightest coat, the sleekest hair, 
and the prancingest saddle horse in the Blue Ridge.” 

“Right you arc,” said Goree, eagerly. “And it’s in me yet, though it 
don’t show. Oh, I’m as vain as a turkey gobbler, and as proud as Lucifer. 
I’m going to ask you to indulge this weakness of mine in a little matter?” 

“Speak out, Yancey. We’ll create you Duke of Laurel and Baron of 
Blue Ridge, if you choose; and you shall have a feather out of Stella’s 
peacock’s tail to wear in your hat.” 

“I’m in earnest. In a few minutes we’ll pass the house up there on the 
hill where I was born, and where my people have lived for nearly a 
century. Strangers live there now— and look at me! I am about to show 
myself to them ragged and poverty-stricken, a wastrel and a beggar. 
Colonel Coltrane, I’m ashamed to do it. I want you to let me wear your 
coat and hat until we are out of sight beyond. I know you think it a 
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foolish pride, bm I want to make as good a showing as I can when I 
pass the old place.” 

**Now, what does this mean?” said Coltrane to himself, as he com- 
pared his companion’s sane looks and quiet demeanor with his strange 
request. But he was already unbuttoning the coat, assenting readily, 
AS if the fancy were in no wise to be considered strange. 

The coat and hat fitted Goree well. He buttoned the former about 
him with a look of satisfaction and dignity. He and Coltrane were nearly 
the same size — rather tall, portly, and erect. Twenty-five years were be* 
tween them, but in appearance they might have been brothers. Gorcc 
looked older than his age; his face was puffy and lined; the colonel had 
the smooth, fresh complexion of a temperate liver. He put on Goree’ s 
disreputable old flax coat and faded slouch hat. 

“Now,” said Goree, taking up the reins, “Fm all right. I want you to 
ride about ten feet in the rear as we go by, Colonel, so that they can get 
a good look at me. They’ll see I’m no back number yet, by any means. 
I guess I’ll show up pretty well to them once more, anyhow. Let’s 
ride on.” 

He set out up the hill at a smart trot, the colonel following, as he had 
been requested. 

Goree sat straight in the saddle, with head erect, but his eyes were 
turned to the right, sharply scanning every shrub and fence and hiding- 
place in the old homestead yard. Once he muttered to himself, “Wid 
the crazy fool try it, or did I dream half of it?” 

It was when he came opposite the little family burying ground that 
he saw what he had been looking for — a puff of white smoke, coming 
from the thick cedars in one corner. He toppled so slowly to the left that 
Coltrane had time to urge his horse to that side, and catch him with 
one arm. 

The squirrel hunter had not overpraised his aim. He had sent the 
bullet where he intended, and where Goree had expected that it would 
pass — ^through the breast of Colonel Abner Coltrane’s black frock coat. 

Goree leaned heavily against Coltrane, but he did not fall. The horses 
kept pace, side by side, and the colonel’s arm kept him steady. The little 
white houses of Laurel shone through the trees, half a mile away. Goree 
reached out one hand and groped until it rested upon Coltrane’s fingers, 
which held his bridle. 

“Good friend,” he said, and that was all. 

Thus did Yancey Goree, as he rode past his old home, make, consider- 
ing all things, the best showing that was in his power. 



A Municipal Report 

BY O. HENRY 


The cities are full of pride, 
Challenginfr each to each — 

This from her mountainside. 

That from her burthened beach. 

R. KIPLING 


Fancy a novel about Chicago or Buffalo, let us say, or Nashville, Ten- 
nessee! There are just three big cities in the United States that are ** story 
cities* — New Y or of course, New Orleans, and, best of the lot, San 
^rancisco . — ^Frank Norris, 


F 

J^AST is East, and West is San 
Francisco, according to Californians. Californians are a race of people; 
they are not merely inhabitants of a State. They are the Southerners of 
the West. Now, Chicagoans are no less loyal to their city; but when you 
ask them why, they stammer and speak of lake fish and the new Odd 
Fellows Bulling. But Californians go into detail. 

Of course they have, in the climate, an argument that is good for half 
an hour while you are thinking of your coal bills and heavy underwear. 
But as soon as they come to mistake your silence for conviction, madness 
comes upon them, and they picture the city of the Golden Gate as the 
Bagdad of the New World. & far, as a matter of opinion, no refutation 
is necessary. But dear cousins all (from Adam and Eve descended), 
it is a rash one who will lay his finger on the map and say: “In this town 
there can be no romance — ^what could happen here?” Yes, it is a bold 
and a rash deed to challenge in one sentence history, romance, and 
Rand and McNally. 

5U 
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Nashville. — city, port of delivery, and the capital of the State of 
Tennessee, is on the Cumberland River and on the N. C. & St. L. and 
the L. & N. railroads. This city is regarded as the most important educa- 
tional center in the South. 

I stepped off the train at 8 p. m. Having searched thesaurus in vain for 
adjectives, I must, as a substitution, hie me to comparison in the form 
of a recipe. 

Take of London fog 30 parts; malaria 10 parts; gas leaks 20 parts; 
dewdrops gathered in a brick yard at sunrise, 25 parts; odor of honey- 
suckle 15 parts. Mix. 

The mixture will give you an approximate conception of a Nashville 
drizzle. It is not so fragrant as a moth-ball nor as thick as pea-soup; but 
’tis enough — ’twill serve. 

I went to a hotel in a tumbril. It required strong self-suppression for 
me to keep from climbing to the top of it and giving an imitation of 
Sidney Carton. The vehicle was drawn by beasts of a bygone era and 
driven by something dark and emancipated. 

I was sleepy and tired, so when I got to the hotel I hurriedly paid it 
the fifty cents it demanded (with approximate lagniappe, I assure 
you). I knew its habits; and I did not want to hear it prate about its old 
“marstcr” or anything that happened “befo’ de wah.” 

The hotel was one of the kind described as “renovated.” That means 
$20,000 worth of new marble pillars, tiling, electric lights and brass cus- 
pidors in the lobby, and a new L. & N. time table and a lithograph of 
Lookout Mountain in each one of the great rooms above. The manage- 
ment was without reproach, the attention full of exquisite Southern 
courtesy, the service was as slow as the progress of a snail and as good- 
humored as Rip Van Winkle. The food was worth traveling a thousand 
miles for. There is no other hotel in the world where you can get such 
chicken livers en brochette. 

At dinner I asked a Negro waiter if there was anything doing in 
town. He pondered gravely for a minute, and then replied: “Well, boss, 
I don’t really reckon there’s anything at all doin’ after sundown.” 

Sundown had been accomplished; it had been drowned in the drizzle 
long before. So that spectacle was denied me. But I went forth upon the 
streets in the drizzle to see what might be here. 

It is built on undulating grounds; and the streets are lighted by 
electricity at a cost of $32,470 per annum. 

As I left the hotel there was a race riot. Down upon me charged a 
company of freedmen, or Arabs, or Zulus, armed with — no, I saw with 
relief that they were not rifles, but whips. And I saw dimly a caravan of 
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black, clumsy vehicles; and at the reassuring shouts, “Kyar you any- 
where in the town, boss, fuh fifty cents,” I reasoned that I was merely 
a “fare” instead of a victim. 

I walked through long streets, all leading uphill. I wondered how 
those streets ever came down again. Perhaps they didn’t until they were 
“graded.” On a few of the “main streets” I saw lights in stores here and 
there; saw street cars go by conveying worthy burghers hither and yon; 
saw people pass engaged in the art of conversation, and heard a burst 
of semi-lively laughter issuing from a soda-water and ice-cream parlor. 
The streets other than “main” seemed to have enticed upon their borders 
houses consecrated to peace and domesticity. In many of them lights 
shone behind discreetly drawn window shades, in a few pianos tinkled 
orderly and irreproachable music. There was, indeed, little “doing.” I 
wished I had come before sundown. So I returned to my hotel. 

In November, 1864, the Confederate General Hood advanced against 
Nashville, where he shut up a National force under General Thomas. 
The latter then sallied forth and defeated the Confederates in a terrible 
conflict. 

All my life I have heard of, admired, and witnessed the fine marks- 
manship of the South in its peaceful conflicts in the tobacco-chewing 
regions. But in my hotel a surprise awaited me. There were twelve 
bright, new, imposing, capacious brass cuspidors in the great lobby, tall 
enough to be called urns and so wide-mouthed that the crack pitcher 
of a lady baseball team should have been able to throw a ball into one 
of them at five paces distant. But, although a terrible battle had raged 
and was still raging, the enemy had not suffered. Bright, new, imposing, 
capacious, untouched, they stood. But, shades of Jefferson Brick I the tile 
floor— the beautiful tile floor I I could not avoid thinking of the battle 
of Nashville, and trying to draw, as is my foolish habit, some deductions 
about hereditary marksmanship. 

Here I first saw Major (by misplaced courtesy) Wentworth Caswell. 
I knew him for a type the moment my eyes suffered from the sight of 
him. A rat has no geographical habitat. My old friend, A. Tennyson, 
said, as he so well said almost everything: 

Prophet, curse me the blabbing lip, 

And curse me the British vermin, the rat. 

Let us regard the word “British” as interchangeable ad lib. A rat is a 
rat 

This man was hunting about the hotel lobby like a starved dog that 
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had forgotten where he had buried a bone. He had a face of great acre- 
age, red, pulpy, and with a kind of sleepy massiveness like that of 
Buddha. He possessed one single virtue — he was very smoothly shaven. 
The mark of the beast is not indelible upon a man until he goes about 
with a stubble. I think that if he had not used his razor that day I 
would have repulsed his advances, and the criminal calendar of the 
world would have been spared the addition of one murder, 

I happened to be standing within five feet of a cuspidor when Major 
Caswell opened fire upon it. I had been observant enough to perceive 
that the attacking force was using Gatlings instead of squirrel rifles, so 
I sidestepped so promptly that the major seized the opportunity to 
apologize to a noncombatant. He had the blabbing lip. In four minutes 
he had become my friend and had dragged me to the bar. 

I desire to interpolate here that I am a Southerner. But I am not one 
by profession or trade. I eschew the string tie, the slouch hat, the Prince 
Albert, the number of bales of cotton destroyed by Sherman, and plug 
chewing. When the orchestra plays “Dixie” I do not cheer. I slide a little 
lower on the leather-cornered seat and, well, order another Wiirzburger 
and wish that Longstreet had — but what’s the use.? 

Major Caswell banged the bar with his fist, and the first gun at Fort 
Sumter re-echoed. When he fired the last one at Appomattox I began to 
hope. But then he began on family trees, and demonstrated that Adam 
was only a third cousin of a collateral branch of the Caswell family. 
Genealogy disposed of, he took up, to my distaste, his private family 
matters. He spoke of his wife, traced her descent back to Eve, and pro- 
fanely denied any possible rumor that she may have had relatiors in 
the land of Nod. 

By this time I began to suspect that he was trying to obscure by noise 
the fact that he had ordered the drinks, on the chance that I would be 
bewildered into paying for them. But when they were down he crashed 
a silver dollar loudly upon the bar. Then, of course, another serving was 
obligatory. And when I had paid for that I took leave of him brusquely; 
for I wanted no more of him. But before I had obtained my release he 
had prated loudly of an income that his wife received, and showed a 
handful of silver money. 

When I got my key at the desk the clerk said to me courteously: “If 
that man Caswell has annoyed you, and if you would like to make a 
complaint, we will have him ejected. He is a nuisance, a loafer, and 
without any known means of support, although he seems to have some 
money most the time. But we don’t seem to be able to hit upon any 
means of throwing him out legally.” 

“Why, no,” said I, after some reflection; “I don’t see my way dear 
to making a complaint. But 1 would like to place myself on record as 
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asserting that I do not care for his company. Your town,” I continued, 
“seems to be a quiet one. What manner of entertainment, adventure, or 
excitement have you to offer to the stranger within your gates?” 

“Well, sir,” said the clerk, “there will be a show here next Thursday. 
It is— ril look it up and have the announcement sent up to your room 
with ice water. Good night.” 

After I went up to my room I looked out the window. It was only 
about ten o’clock, but I looked upon a silent town. The drizzle con- 
tinued, spangled with dim lights, as far apart as currants in a cake sold 
at the Ladies’ Exchange. 

“A quiet place,” I said to myself, as my first shoe struck the ceiling of 
the occupant of the room beneath mine. “Nothing of the life here that 
gives color and good variety to the cities in the East and West. Just a 
good, ordinary, humdrum, business town.” 

Nashville occupies a foremost place among the manufacturing centers 
of the country. It is the fifth boot and shoe market in the United States, 
the largest candy and cracker manufacturing city in the South, and 
does an enormous wholesale dry goods, grocery, and drug business. 

I must tell you how I came to be in Nashville, and I assure you the 
digression brings as much tedium to me as it docs to you. I was traveling 
elsewhere on my own business, but I had a commission from a Northern 
literary magazine to stop over there and establish a personal connection 
between the publication and one of its contributors. Azalea Adair. 

Adair (there was no clue to the personality except the handwriting) 
had sent in some essays (lost art!) and poems that had made the editors 
swear approvingly over their one o’clock luncheon. So they had com- 
missioned me to round up said Adair and corner by contract his or her 
output at two cents a word before some other publisher offered her ten 
or twenty. 

At nine o’clock the next morning, after my chicken livers en brochette 
(try them if you can find that hotel), I strayed out into the drizzle, 
which was still on for an unlimited run. At the first corner I came upon 
Uncle Caesar. He was a stalwart Negro, older than the pyramids, with 
gray wool and a face that reminded me of Brutus, and a second after- 
wards of the late King Cettiwayo. He wore the most remarkable coat 
that I ever had seen or expect to see. It reached to his ankles and had 
once been a Confederate gray in colors. But rain and sun and age had so 
Variegated it that Joseph’s coat, beside it, would have faded to a pale 
monochrome. I must linger with that coat, for it has to do with the 
story— the story that is so long in coming, because you can hardly expect 
anyrhin- to happen in Nashville. 
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Once it must have been the military coat of an officer. The cape of it 
had vanished, but all adown its front it had been frogged and tassclcd 
magnificendy. But now the frogs and tassels were gone. In their stead 
had been patiently stitched (I surmised by some surviving “black 
mammy”) new frogs made of cunningly twisted common hempen 
twine. This twine was frayed and disheveled. It must have been added 
to the coat as a substitute for vanished splendors, with tasteless but 
painstaking devotion, for it followed faithfully the curves of the long- 
missing frogs. And, to complete the comedy and pathos of the garment, 
all its buttons were gone save one. The second button from the top 
alone remained. The coat was fastened by other twine strings tied 
through the buttonholes and other holes rudely pierced in the opposite 
side. There was never such a weird garment so fantastically bedecked 
and of so many mottled hues. The lone button was the size of a half- 
dollar, made of yellow horn and sewed on with coarse twine. 

This Negro stood by a carriage so old that Ham himself might have 
started a hack line with it after he left the ark with the two animals 
hitched to it. As I approached he threw open the door, drew out a feather 
duster, waved it without using it, and said in deep, rumbling tones: 

“Step right in, suh; ain’t a speck of dust in it— jus’ got back from a 
funeral, suh.” 

I inferred that on such gala occasions carriages were given an extra 
cleaning. I looked rap and down the street and perceived that there was 
little choice among the vehicles for hire that lined the curb. I looked in 
my memorandum book for the address of Azalea Adair. 

“I want to go to 861 Jessamine Street,” I said, and was about to step 
into the hack. But for an instant the thick, long, gorilla-like arm of the 
Negro barred me. On his massive and saturnine face a look of sudden 
suspicion and enmity flashed for a moment. Then, with quickly return- 
ing conviction, he asked, blandishingly; “What arc you gwine there 
for, boss.?” 

“What is that to you.?” I asked, a little sharply. 

“Nothin’, suh, jus’ nothin’. Only it’s a lonesome kind of part of town 
and few folks ever has business out there. Step right in. The scats is 
clean — ^jes’ got back from a funeral, suh.” 

A mile and a half it must have been to our journey’s end. I could hear 
nothing but the fearful rattle of the ancient hack over the uneven brick 
paving; I could smell nothing but the drizzle, now further flavored with 
coal smoke and something like a mixture of tar and oleander blossoms. 
All I could see through the streaming windows were two rows of dim 
houses. 

The city has an area of 10 square miles: 181 miles of streets, of which 
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137 miles arc paved; a system of waterworks that cost $2,000,000, with 
77 miles of mains. 

Eight-sixty-one Jessamine Street was a decayed mansion. Thirty yards 
back from the street it stood, outmerged in a splendid grove of trees 
and untrimmed shrubbery. A row of box bushes overflowed and ab 
most hid the paling fence from sight; the gate was kept closed by a 
rope noose that encircled the gate post and the first paling of the gate. 
But when you got inside you saw that 861 was a shell, a shadow, a ghost 
of former grandeur and excellence. But in the story, I have not yet got 
inside. 

When the hack had ceased from rattling and the weary quadrupeds 
came to a rest I handed my jehu his fifty cents with an additional quarter, 
feeling a glow of conscious generosity as I did so. He refused it. 

“It’s two dollars, suh,” he said. 

“Hows that?” I asked. “I plainly heard you call out at the hotel. ‘Fifty 
cents to any part of the town.’ ” 

“It’s two dollars, suh,” he repeated obstinately. “It’s a long ways from 
the hotel.” 

“It is within the city limits and well within them,” I argued. “Don’t 
think that you have picked up a greenhorn Yankee. Do you sec those 
hills over there?” I went on, pointing toward the east (I could not see 
them, myself, for the drizzle) ; “well, I was born and raised on their 
other side. You old fool nigger, can’t you tell people from other people 
when you see ’em?” 

The grim face of King Cettiwayo softened. “Is you from the South, 
suh? I reckon it was them shoes of yourn fooled me. They is somethin’ 
sharp in the toes for a Southern gen’^’man to wear.” 

“Then the charge is fifty cents, I suppose?” said I, inexorably. 

His former expression, a mingling of cupidity and hostility, returned 
remained ten seconds, and vanished. 

“Boss,” he said, “fifty cents is right; but I needs two dollars, suh; I’m 
obleeged to have two dollars. I ain’t demandin' it now, suh; after I knows 
whar you’s from; I’m jus’ sayin’ that I has to have two dollars tonight 
and business is mighty po’.” 

Peace and confidence settled upon his heavy features. He had been 
luckier than he had hoped. Instead of having picked up a greenhorn, 
ignorant of rates, he had come upon an inheritance. 

“You confounded old rascal,” I said, reaching down to my pocket, 
“you ought to be turned over to the police.” 

For the first time I saw him smile. He knew; he I^new; HE KNEW. 

I gave him two one-dollar bills. As I handed them over I noticed that 
one of them had seen parlous times. Its upper right-hand corner was 
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missing, and had been torn through in the middle, but joined again. 
A strip of blue tissue paper, pasted over the split, preserved its nego- 
tiability. 

Enough of dhe African bandit for the present: I left him happy, lifted 
the rope, and opened the creaky gate. 

The house, as I said, was a shell. A paint brush had not touched it in 
twenty years. I could not see why a strong wind should not have bowled 
it over like a house of cards until I looked again at the trees that hugged 
it close — the trees that saw the battle of Nashville and still drew their 
protecting branches around it against storm and enemy and cold. 

Azalea Adair, fifty years old, white-haired, a descendant of the cava- 
liers, as thin and frail as the house she lived in, robed in the cheapest 
and cleanest dress I ever saw, with an air as simple as a queen’s, re- 
ceived me. 

The reception room seemed a mile square, because there was nothing 
in it except some rows of books, on unpainted white-pine bookshelves, 
a cracked marble-topped table, a rag rug, a hairless horsehair sofa, and 
two or three chairs. Yes, there was a picture on the wall, a colored crayon 
drawing of a cluster of pansies. I looked around for the portrait of 
Andrew Jackson and the pine cone hanging basket but they were not 
there. 

Azalea Adair and I had conversation, a little of which will be repeated 
to you. She was a product of the old South, gently nurtured in the 
sheltered life. Her learning was not broad, but was deep and of splendid 
originality in its somewhat narrow scope. She had been educated at 
home, and her knowledge of the world was derived from inference 
and by inspiration. Of such is the precious, small group of essayists 
made. While she talked to me I kept brushing my fingers, trying, un 
consciously, to rid them guiltily of the absent dust from the half-calt 
backs of Lamb, Chaucer, Hazlitt, Marcus Aurelius, Montaigne, and 
Hood. She was exquisite, she was a valuable discovery. Nearly every- 
body nowadays knows too much — oh, so much too much — of real life 

I could perceive clearly that Azalea Adair was very poor. A house and 
a dress she had, not much else, I fancied. So, divided between my duty 
to the magazine and my loyalty to the poets and essayists who fought 
Thomas in the valley of the Cumberland, I listened to her voice which 
was like a harpsichord’s, and found that I could not speak of contracts. 
In the presence of the nine Muses and the three Graces one hesitated to 
lower the topic to two cents. There would have to be another colloquy 
after I had regained my commercialism. But I spoke of my mission, and 
dhree o’clock of the next afternoon was set for the discussion of the 
business proposition. 

town/* I said, as I began to make ready to denart (which is the 
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time for smooth generalities) “seems to be a quiet, sedate place. A h-?*n€; 
iDwn, I should say, where few things out of the ordinary evei happen.** 

It carries on an extensive trade in stoves and hollow ware with the 
West and South, and its flouring mills have a daily capacity of more 
than 2,000 barrels. 

Azalea Adair seemed to reflect. 

“I have never thought of it that way,** she said, with a kind of sincere 
intensity that seemed to belong to her. “Isn’t it in the still, quiet places 
that things do happen? I fancy that when God began to create the earth 
on the first Monday morning one could have leaned out one*s window 
and heard the drops of mud splashing from His trowel as He built up 
the everlasting hills. What did the noisiest project in the world — mean 
the building of the tower of Babel— result in finally? A page and a half 
of Esperanto in the North American Revie 

“Of course,” said I, platitudinously, “human nature is the same every- 
where; but there is more color — er-— more drama and movement and — 
er— romance in some cities than in others.** 

“On the surface,** said Azalea Adair. “I have traveled many times- 
around the world in a golden airship wafted on two wings— print and 
dreams. I have seen (on one of my imaginary tours) the Sultan of 
Turkey bowstring with his own hands one of his wives who had uncov- 
ered her face in public. I have seen a man in Nashville tear up his theater 
tickets because his wife was going out with her face covered — with rice 
powder. In San Francisco*s Chinatown I saw the slave girl Sing Yee 
dipped slowly, inch by inch, in boiling almond oil to make her swear 
she would never see her American lover again. She gave in when the 
boiling oil had reached three inches above her knee. At a euchre party in 
East Nashville the other night I saw Kitty Morgan cut dead by seven 
of her schoolmates and lifelong friends because she had married a house 
painter. The boiling oil was sizzling as high as her heart; but I wish you 
could have seen the fine little smile that she carried from table to table. 
Oh, yes, it is a humdrum town. Just a few miles of red brick houses and 
niud and stores and lumber yards.” 

Someone had knocked hollowly at the back of the house. Azalea Adair 
breathed a soft apology and went to investigate the sound. She came 
bark in three minutes with brightened eyes, a faint flush on her cheeks, 
and ten years lifted from her shoulders 

“You must have a cup of tea before you go,” she said, “and a sugar 
cake.” 

She reached and shook a little iron bell In shuffled a small Negro gir) 
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about twelve, barefoot, not very tidy, glowering at me with thumb in 
mouth and bulging eyes. 

Azalea Adair opened a tiny, worn purse and drew out a dollar bill, a 
dollar bill with the upper right-hand corner missing, torn in two pieces 
and pasted together again with a strip of blue tissue paper. It was one of 
those bills I had given the piratical Negro — there was no doubt of it. 

“Go up to Mr. Baker’s store on the corner, Impy,” she said, handing 
the girl the dollar bill, “and get a quarter of a pound of tea — the kind he 
always sends me — and ten cents’ worth of sugar cakes. Now, hurry. The 
supply of tea in the house happens to be exhausted,” she explained to me. 

Impy left by the back way. Before the scrape of her hard, bare feet 
had died away on the back porch, a wild shriek — was sure it was hers— • 
filled the hollow house. Then the deep, gruff tones of an angry man’s 
voice mingled with the girl’s further squeals and unintelligible words* 

Azalea Adair rose without surprise or emotion and disappeared. For 
TWO minutes I heard the hoarse rumble of the man’s voice; then some- 
thing like an oath and a slight scuffle, and she returned calmly to her 
chair. 

“This is a roomy house,” she said, “and I have a tenant for part of it. 
I am sorry to have to rescind my invitation to tea. It is impossible to get 
the kind I always use at the store. Perhaps tomorrow Mr. Baker will be 
able to supply me,” 

I was sure that Impy had not had time to leave the house. I inquired 
concerning street-car lines and took my leave. After I was well on my 
way I remembered that I had not learned Azalea Adair’s name. But 
tomorrow would do. 

That same day I started in on the course of iniquity that this unevent- 
ful city forced upon me. I was in the town only two days, but in that 
time I managed to lie shamelessly by telegraph, and to be an accomplice 
— after the fact, if that is the correct legal term — to a murder. 

As I rounded the corner nearest my hotel the Afrite coachman of the 
polychromatic, nonpareil coat seized me, swung open the dungeony 
door of his peripatetic sarcophagus, flirted his feather duster and began 
his ritual: “Step right in, boss. Carriage is clean— jus’ got back from a 
funeral. Fifty cents to any ” 

And then he knew me and grinned broadly. “ ’Scusc me, boss; you is 
dc genl’man what rid out with me dis mawnin’. Thank you kindly, 
suh.” 

“T am going out to 86i again tomorrow afternoon at three,” said I, 
"and if you will be here, I’ll let you drive me. So you know Miss Adair?” 
I concluded, thinking of my dollar bill. 

“I belonged to her father. Judge Adair, suh,” he replied. 



A MUNICIPAL REPORT 


5^1 

"‘I judge that she is pretty poor,” I said. “She hasn’t much money to 
fpcak of, has she?” 

For an instant I looked again at the fierce countenance of King Cetti- 
wayo. and then he changed back to an extortionate old Negro hack 
driver. 

•‘She ain’t gwine to starve, suh,” he said, slowly. “She has resc’ces. 
suh; she has rcso’ccs.” 

“I shall pay you fifty cents for the trip,” said I. 

“Dat is puffeckly correct, suh,” he answered, humbly. “I jus’ had to 
have dat two dollars dis mawnin’, boss.” 

I went to the hotel and lied by electricity. I wired the magazine: “A. 
Adair holds out for eight cents a word.” 

The answer that came back was: “Give it to her quick, you duffer.” 

Just before dinner “Major” Wentworth Caswell bore down upon me 
with the greetings of a long-lost friend. I have seen few men whom I 
have so instantaneously hated, and of whom it was so difficult to be rid, 
I was standing at the bar when he invaded me; therefore I could not 
'wave the white ribbon in his face. I would have paid gladly for the 
drinks, hoping thereby, to escape another; but he was one of those 
despicable, roaring, advertising bibbers who must have brass bands and 
fireworks attend upon every cent that they waste in their follies. 

With an air of producing millions he drew two one-dollar bills from 
a pocket and dashed one of them upon the bar. I looked once more at 
the dollar bill with the upper right-hand corner missing, torn through 
the middle, and patched with a strip of blue tissue paper. It was my 
dollar bill again. It could have been no other. 

I went up to my room. The drizzle and the monotony of a dreary, 
eventless Southern town had made me tired and listless. I remember 
that just before I went to bed I mentally disposed of the mysterious 
dollar bill (which might have formed the clue to a tremendously fine 
detective story of San Francisco) by saying to myself sleepily: “Seems 
as if a lot of people here own stock in the Hack-Driver’s Trust. Pays 
dividends promptly, too. Wonder if ” Then I fell asleep. 

King Cettiwayo was at his post the next day, and rattled my bones 
over the stones out to 86i. He was to wait and rattle me back again when 
I was ready. 

Azalea Adair looked paler and cleaner and frailer than she had 
looked on the day before. After she had signed the contract at eight 
Wilts per word she grew still paler and began to slip out of her chair. 
Without much trouble I managed to get her up on the antediluvian 
horsehair sofa and then I ran out to the sidewalk and yelled to the cofJee- 
wlorcd Pirate to bring a doctor. With a wisdom that I had not suspected 
^ him, he abandoned his team and struck off up the street afoot, realiz- 
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ing the value of speed. In ten minutes he returned with a grave, gray- 
haired, and capable man of medicine. In a few words (worth much less 
than eight cents each) I explained to him my presence in the hollow 
house of mystery. He bowed with stately understanding, and turned to 
the old Negro. 

“Uncle Caesar,” he said, calmly, “run up to my house and ask Miss 
Lucy to give you a cream pitcher full of fresh milk and half a tumbler 
of port wine. And hurry back. Don’t drive — ^run. I want you to get back 
some time this week.” 

It occurred to me that Dr. Merriman also felt a distrust as to the 
speeding powers of the land-pirate’s steeds. After Uncle Csesar was 
gone, lumberingly, but swiftly, up the street, the doctor looked me over 
with great politeness and as mu^ careful calculation until he had de- 
cided that I might do. 

“It is only a case of insufficient nutrition,” he said. “In other words, 
the result of poverty, pride, and starvation. Mrs. Caswell has many de- 
voted friends who would be glad to aid her, but she will accept nothing 
except from that old Negro, Uncle Caesar, who was once owned by her 
family.” 

“Mrs. Caswell!” said I, in surprise. And then I looked at the contract 
and saw that she had signed it “Azalea Adair Caswell.” 
thought she was Miss Adair,” I said. 

“Married to a drunken, worthless loafer^ sir,” said the doctor. “It is 
said that he robs her even of the small sums that her old servant con- 
tributes toward her support.” 

When the milk and wine had been brought the doctor soon revived 
Azalea Adair. She sat up and talked of the beauty of the autumn leaves 
that were then in season and their height of color. She referred lightly 
to her fainting seizure as the outcome of an old palpitation of the heart. 
Impy fanned her as she lay on the sofa. The doctor was due elsewhere, 
and I followed him to the door. I told him that it was within my power 
and intentions to make a reasonable advance of money to Azalea Adair 
on future contributions to the magazine, and he seemed pleased. 

. “Bytffe way,” he said, “perhaps you would like to know that you have 
had royalty for a coachman. Old Caesar’s grandfather was a king in 
Congo. Caesar himself has royal ways, as you may have observed.” 

As the doctor was moving off I heard Uncle Caesar’s voice inside: 
'“Did he git bofe of dem two dollars from you. Mis’ Zalea?” 

‘Tes, Caesar,” I heard Azalea Adair answer, weakly. And then I went 
in and concluded business negotiations with our contributor. I assumed 
the r^ponsibility of advancing fifty dollars, putting it as a necessary 
formality in binding our bargain. And then Uncle Caesar drove me back 
to the hotel. 
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Here ends all of the story as far as I can testify as a witness. The rest 
[must be only bare statements of facts. 

At about six o’clock I went out for a stroll. Uncle Caesar was at his 
corner. He threw open the door of his carriage, flourished his duster, 
and began his depressing formula: “Step right in, suh. Fifty cents to 
anywhere in the city — hack’s pufHckly clean, suh — ^jus’ got back from 
a funeral ” 

And then he recognized me. I think his eyesight was getting bad. His 
coat had taken on a few more faded shades of color, the twine strings 
were more frayed and ragged, the last remaining button — the button 
of yellow horn^'Was gone. A motley descendant of kings was Uncle 
Carsar! 

About two hours later 1 saw an excited crowd besieging the front of 
the drug store. In a desert where nothing happens this was manna; so I 
wedged my way inside. On an extemporized couch of empty boxes and 
chairs was stretched the mortal corporeality of Major Wentworth Cas- 
well. A doctor was testing him for the mortal ingredient. His decision 
was that it was conspicuous by its absence. 

The erstwhile Major had been found dead on a dark street and 
brought by curious and ennuied citizens to the drug store. The late 
human being had been engaged in terrific battle — the details showed 
that. Loafer and reprobate though he had been, he had been also a 
warrior. But he had lost. His hands were yet clinched so tightly that his 
fingers would not be opened. The gentle citizens who had known him 
stood about and searched their vocabularies to find some good words, 
if it were possible to speak of him. One kind-looking man said, after 
much thought: “When ‘Cas* was about fo’teen he was one of the best 
spellers in the school.” 

While I stood there the fingers of the right hand of “the man that 
was,” which hung down the side of a white pine box, relaxed, and 
dropped something at my feet. I covered it with one foot quietly, and a 
little later on I picked it up and pocketed it. I reasoned that in his last 
struggle his hand must have seized that object unwittingly and held it 
in a death grip. 

At the hotel that night the main topic of conversation, with the pos^ 
sible exceptions of politics and prohibition, was the demise of Major 
Caswell. I heard one man say to a group of listeners : 

“In my opinion, gentlemen, Caswell was murdered by some of these 
no-account niggers tor his money. He had fifty dollars this* afternoon 
which he showed to several gentlemen in the hotel. When he was found 
d'p money was not on his person.” 

I left the city the next morning at nine, and as the train was crossing 
dic bridge over the Cumberland River I took out of my pocket a yellow 
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horn overcoat button the size of a Hfty-cent piece, with frayed ends of 
coarse twine hanging from it, and cast it out of the window into the 
slow, muddy waters below. 

I wonder what’s doing in Buffalo! 
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The Bar Sinister 

BY RICHARD HARDING DAVIS 


preface 


w. 


V VHEN this story first ap- 
peared, the writer received letters of twj kinds, one asking a question 
ind the other making a statement. The question was, whether there 
was any foundation of truth in the story; the statement challenged him 
It) say that there was. The letters seemed to show that a large proportion 
of readers prefer their dose of fiction with a sweetening of fact. This is 
written to furnish that condiment, and to answer the question and the 
statement. 


In the dog world, the original of the bull-terrier in the story is known 
as Edgewood Cold Steel and to his intimates as “Kid.** His father was 
Lord Minto, a thoroughbred bull-terrier, well known in Canada, but the 
story of Kid’s life is that his mother was a black-and-tan named Vic. She 
was a lady of doubtful pedigree. Among her offspring by Lord Minto, 
so I have been often informed by many Canadian dog-fanciers, breed- 
ers, and exhibitors, was the only white puppy, Kid, in a litter of black- 
and-tans. He made his first appearance in the show world in 1900 in 
Toronto, where, under the judging of Mr. Charles H. Mason, he was 
easily first. During that year, when he came to our kennels, and in the 
two years following, he carried off many blue ribbons and cups at nearly 
every first-class show in the country. The other dog, “Jinimy Jocks,” 
who in the book was his friend and mentor, was in real life his friend 
3 nd companion, Woodcote Jumbo, or “Jiggers,” an aristocratic son of 
^ long line of English champions. He has gone to that place where 


^mc day all good dogs must go. 

In this autobiography I have tried to describe Kid as he really is, and 
this year, when he again strives for blue ribbons, 1 trust, should the 
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gcndc reader see him at any of the bench-shows, he will give him a 
friendly pat and make his acquaintance. He will find his advances met 
with a polite and gentle courtesy. 

THE AUTHOR 


T 

X HE Master was walking most 
unsteady, his legs tripping each other. After the fifth or sixth round, my 
legs often go the same way. 

But even when the Master’s legs bend and twist a bit, you mustn’t 
think he can’t reach you. Indeed, that is the time he kicks most frequent. 
So I kept behind him in the shadow, or ran in the middle of the street. 
He stopped at many public houses with swinging doors, those doors 
that arc cut so high from the sidewalk that you can look in under them, 
and sec if the Master is inside. At night, when I peep beneath them, the 
man at the counter will see me first and say, “Here’s the Kid, Jerry, 
come to take you home. Get a move on you”, and the Master will 
stumble out and follow me. It’s lucky for us I’m so white, for, no matter 
how dark the night, he can always see me ahead, just out of reach of 
his boot. At night the Master certainly does sec most amazing. Some- 
times he secs two or four of me, and walks in a circle, so that I have to 
take him by the leg of his trousers and lead him into the right road. One 
night, when he was very nasty-tempered and I was coaxing him along, 
two men passed us, and one of them says, “Look at that brute!” and 
the other asks, “Which?” and they both laugh. The Master he cursed 
them good and proper. 

But this night, whenever we stopped at a public house, the Master’s i 
pals left it and went on with us to the next. They spoke quite civil to 
me, and when the Master tried a flying kick, they gives him a shove. 
“Do^ou want us to lose our money?” says the pals. 

I had had nothing to eat for a day and a night, and just before we set 
out the Master gives me a wash under the hydrant. Whenever I am 
locked up until all the slop-pans in our alley arc empty, and made to 
take a bath, and the Master’s pals speak civil and feel my ribs, I know 
something is going to happen. And that night, when every time they 
sec a policeman under a lamp-post, they dodged across the street, and 
when at the last one of them picked me up and hid me under his jachet, 

I began to tremble; for I knew what it meant. It meant that I was to 
fight again for the Master. 
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1 doa’t figbt because 1 like fighting. I fight because if 1 didn’t the other 
dog would find my throat, and the Master would lose his stakes, and I 
would be very sorry for him, and ashamed. Dogs can pass me and I can 
pass dogs, and I’d never pick a fight with none of them. When I see 
two dogs standing on their hind legs in the streets, clawing each other’s 
ears, and snapping for each other’s windpipes, or howling and swearing 
and rolling in the mud, I feel sorry they should act so, and pretend not 
to notice. If he’d let me, I’d like to pass the time of day with every dog 
1 meet. But there’s something about me that no nice dog can abide. 
When I trot up to nice dogs, nodding and grinning, to make friends^ 
they always tell me to be off. “Go to the devil!” they bark at me. “Get 
out!” And when I walk away they shout “Mongrel!” and “Gutter-dogI” 
and sometimes, after my back is turned, they rush me. I could kill most 
of them with three shakes, breaking the backbone of the little ones and 
squeezing the throat of the big ones. But what’s the good? They arff 
nice dogs; that’s why I try to make up to them: and, though it’s not for 
them to say it, I am a. street dog, and if I try to push into the company 
of my betters, I suppose it’s their right to teach me my place. 

Of course they don’t know I’m the best fighting bull-terrier of my 
weight in Montreal. That’s why it wouldn’t be fair for me to take notice 
of what they shout. They don’t know that if I once locked my jaws on 
them I’d carry away whatever I touched. The night I fought Kelley’s 
White Rat, I wouldn’t loosen up until the Master made a noose in my 
leash and strangled me; and, as for that Ottawa dog, if the handlers 
hadn’t thrown red pepper down my nose I never would have let go of 
him. I don’t think the handlers treated me quite right that time, but 
maybe they didn’t know the Ottawa dog was dead. I did, 

I learned my fighting from my mother when I was very young. Wc 
slept in a lumber-yard on the river-front, and by day hunted for food 
along the wharves. When wc got it, the other tramp-dogs would try to 
take it off us, and then it was wonderful to see mother fly at them and 
drive them away. All I know of fighting I learned from mother, watch- 
ing her picking the ash-heaps for me when I was too little to fight for 
myself. No one ever was so good to me as mother. When it snowed and 
the ice was in the St. Lawrence, she used to hunt alone, and bring me 
back new bones, and she’d sit and laugh to see me trying to swallow ’em 
whole. I was just a puppy then; my teeth was falling out. When I was 
able to fight wc kept the whole river-range to ourselves. I had the genu- 
ine long “punishing” jaw, so mother said, and there wasn’t a man or a 
dog that dared worry us. Those were happy days, those were; and wc 
lived well, share and share alike, and when wc wanted a bit of fun, we 
chased the fat old wharf-rats! My, how they would squeal! 

Then the trouble came. It was no trouble to me. I was too young 
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to care thc^. But mother took it so to heart tjh^ she gr^ ailiag, and 
wouldn't ffi abroad with me by day. It was the same bl^ scandal that 
they’re always bringing up against me. I was so yoting then that I didn’t 
know. I couldn’t see any difference between mother — and other mothers. 

But one day a pack of curs we drove off snarled back some new 
names at her, and mother dropped her head and ran, just as though 
they had whipped us. After that she wouldn’t go out with me except in 
the dark, and one day she went away and never came back, and, though 
I hunted for her in every court and alley and back street of Montreal, 
I never found her. 

One night, a month after mother ran away, I asked Guardian, the old 
blind mastiff, whose Master is the night watchman on our slip, what it 
all meant. And he told me. 

^‘Every dog in Montreal knows,” he says, “except you; and every 
Master knows. So I think it’s time you knew.” 

Then he tells me that my father, who had treated mother so bad, was 
a great and noble gentleman from London. “Your father had twenty- 
two registered ancestors, had your father,” old Guardian says, “and in 
him was the best bull-terrier blood of England, the most ancientest, the 
most royal; the winning ‘blue-ribbon* blood, that breeds champions. He 
had sleepy pink eyes and thin pink lips, and he was as white all over as 
his own white teeth, and under his white skin you could see his muscles, 
hard and smooth, like the links of a steel chain. When your fathtr stood 
still, and tipped his nose in the air, it was jiist as though he was saying, 
‘Oh, yes, you common dogs and men, you may well stare. It must be a 
rare treat for you colonials to see real English royalty.’ He certainly was 
pleased with hisself, was your father. He looked just as proud and 
haughty as one of them stone dogs in Victoria Park — them as is cut out 
of white marble. And you’re like him,” says the old mastiff — “by that, 
of course, meaning you’re white, same as him. That’s the only likeness. 
But, you see, the trouble is. Kid — well, you see. Kid, the trouble is — 
your mother—” 

“That will do,” I said, for then I understood without his telling me, 
and I gt* up and walked away, holding my head and tail high in the 
air. 

But I was, oh, so miserable, and I wanted to see mother that very 
minute, and tell her that I didn’t care. 

pother is what I am, a street dog; there’s no royal blood in mother’s 
veins, nor is she like that father of mine, nor — and that’s the worst — she’s 
not even like me. For while I, when I’m washed for a fight, am as 
white as clean snow, she— and this is our trouble— she, my mother, is a 
black-and'tan. 

When gaother hid herself from me, I was twelve months old and 
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able to take care of ami as^ stftcr mother left me, the wharves 

wrere never the same^ I rnoved uptoWn and mct.thc Master. Before he 
came, lots of other men-folks Had tried to make up to me, and to whistle 
me home. But they either tried patting me or coaxing rhe with a piece 
of meat; so I didn’t take to ’em. But one day the Master pulled me out 
of a street fight by the hind legs, and kicked me good. 

“You want to fight, do you?” says he. “I’ll give you all the fighting 
you want!” he says, and he kicks me again. So I knew he was my Mas- 
ter, and I followed him home. Since that day I’ve pulled off many 
fights for him, and they’ve brought dogs from all over the province to 
have a go at me; but up to that night none, under thirty pounds, had ever 
downed me. 

But that night, so soon as they carried me into the ring, I saw the dog 
was overweight, and that I was no match for him. It was asking too 
much of a puppy. The Master should have known I couldn’t do it. Not 
that I mean to blame the Master, for when sober, which he sometimes 
was,— though not, as you might say, his habit, — he was most kind to 
me, and let me out to find food, if I could get it, and only kicked me 
when I didn’t pick him up at night and lead him home. 

But kicks will stiffen the muscles, and starving a dog so as to get 
him ugly tempered fer a fight may make him nasty, but it’s weakeiv 
ing to his insides, and it causes the legs to wobble. 

The ring was in a hall back of a public house. There was a red-hot 
whitewashed stove in one corner, and the ring in the other. I lay in the 
Master’s lap, wrapped in my blanket, and, spite of the stove, shivering 
awful; but I always shiver before a fight: I can’t help gettin* excited. 
While the men-folks were a-flashing their money and taking their last 
drink at the bar, a little Irish groom in gaiters came up to me and gave 
me the back of his hand to smell, and scratched me behind the ears. 

“You poor little pup,” says he; “you haven’t no show,” he says. “That 
brute in the tap-room he’ll eat your heart out.” 

“That’s what you think,” says the Master, snarling. “I’ll lay you a 
quid the Kid chews him up.” 

The groom he shook his head, but kept looking at me so sorryJike 
that I begun to get a bit sad myself. He seemed like he couldn’t bear to 
leave off a-patting of me, and he says, speaking low just like he would 
to a man-folk, “Well, good luck to you, little pup,” which I thought so 
civil of him that I reached up and licked his hand. I don’t do that to 
many men. And the Master he knew I didn’t, and took on dreadful. 

“What ’ave you got on the back of your hand?” says he, jumping up- 

“Soap!” says the groom, quick as a rat. “That’s more than you’ve got 
on yours. Do you want to smell of it?” and he sticks his fist under the 
Master’s nose. But the pals pushed in between ’em. 
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“He tried to poison the Kid I” shouts the Master. 

“Oh, one fight at a time,** says the referee. “Get into the ring, Jerry, 
We’re waiting.” So we went into the ring. 

I could never just remember what did happen in that ring. He give 
me no time to spring. He fell on me like a horse. I couldn’t keep my 
feet against him, and though, as I saw, he could get his hold when he 
liked, he wanted to chew me over a bit first. I was wondering if they’d 
be able to pry him off me, when, in the third round, he took his hold; 
and I begun to drown, just as I did when I fell into the river off the 
Red C slip. He closed deeper and deeper on my throat, and everything 
went black and red and bursting; and then, when I were sure I were 
dead, the handlers pulled him off, and the Master give me a kick that 
brought me to. But I couldn’t move none, or even wink, both eyes 
being shut with lumps. 

“He’s a cur!” yells the Master, “a sneaking, cowardly curl He lost 

the fight for me,” says he, “because he’s a cowardly cur.” 

And he kicks me again in the lower ribs, so that I go sliding across the 
sawdust. “There’s gratitude fer yer,” yells the Master. “I’ve fed that dog, 
and nussed that dog and housed him like a prince; and now he puts his 
tail between his legs and sells me out, he does. He’s a coward! I’ve done 
with him, I am. I’d sell him for a pipeful of tobacco.” He picked me 
up by the tail, and swung me for the men-folks to see. “Does any gentle- 
man here want to buy a dog,” he says, “tp make into sausage meat?” 
he says. “That’s all he’s good for.” 

Then I heard the little Irish groom say, “I’ll give you ten bob for the 
dog” 

And another voice says, “Ah, don’t you do it; the dog’s same as dead 
— ^mebbe he is dead.” 

“Ten shillings!” says the Master, and his voice sobers a bit; “make it 
two pounds and he’s yours.” 

But the pals rushed in again. 

“Don’t you be a fool, Jerry,” they say. “You’ll be sorry for this when 
you’re sober. The Kid’s worth a fiver.” 

One of my eyes was not so swelled up as the other, and as I hung by 
my tail, I opened it, and saw one of the pals take the groom by the 
shoulder. 

“You ought to give ’im five pounds for that dog, mate,” he says; 
“that’s no ordinary dog. That dog’s got good blood in him, that dog 
has. Why, his father— that very dog’s father—” 

I thought he never would go on. He waited like he wanted to be sure 
the groom was listening. 

“That very dog’s father,” says the pal,” is Regent Royal, son of ChatH' 
pion Regent Monarch, champion bull-terrier of England for four years ” 
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I was sorcj and torn, and chewed most awful, but what the pal said 
sounded so fine that I wanted to wag my tail, only couldn’t, owing to 
my hanging from it. 

But the Master calls out: “Yes, his father was Regent Royal; who’s 
saying he wasn’t? but the pup’s a cowardly cur, that’s what his pup is. 
And why? I’ll tell you why: because his mother was a black-and-tan 
street dog, that’s why!” 

I don’t see how I got the strength, but, some way, I threw myself out 
of the Master’s grip and fell at his feet, and turned over and fastened 
all my teeth in his ankle, just across the bone. 

When I woke, after the pals had kicked me off him, I was in the 
smoking car of a railroad train, lying in the lap of the little groom, and 
he was rubbing my open wounds with a greasy yellow stuff, exquisite 
10 the smell and most agreeable to lick off. 

II 

“Well, what’s your name — Nolan? Well, Nolan, these references are 
satisfactory,” said the young gentleman my new Master called “Mr, 
Wyndham, sir,” “I’ll take you on as second man. You can begin today.” 

My new Master shuffled his feet and put his finger to his forehead, 
“Thank you, sir,” says he. Then he choked like he had s\vallowcd a 
fish bone. “I have a little dawg, sir,” says he. 

“You can’t keep him,” says “Mr. Wyndham, sir,” very short, 

“ ’E’s only a puppy, sir,” says my new Master; “ ’e wouldn’t go outside 
the stables, sir.” 

“It’s not that,” says “Mr. Wyndham, sir.” “I have a large kennel of 
very fine dogs; they’re the best of their breed in America. I don’t allow 
strange dogs on the premises.” 

The Master shakes his head, and motions me with his cap, and I 
crept out from behind the door. “I’m sorry, sir,” says the Master. “Then 
I can’t take the place. I can’t get along without the dawg, sir.” 

“Mr. Wyndham, sir,” looked at me that fierce that I guessed he was 
going to whip me, so I turned over on my back and begged with my legs 
and tail. 

“Why, you beat him!” says “Mr. Wyndham, sir,” very stern. 

“No fear!” the Master says, getting very red. “The party I bought 
him off taught him that. He never learnt that from me!” He picked 
me up in his arms, and to show “Mr. Wyndham, sir,” how well I loved 
the Master, I bit his chin and hands. 

“Mr. Wyndham, sir,” turned over the letters the Master had given 
him. “Well, these references certainly are very strong,” he says. “I 
guess I’ll let the dog stay. Only see you keep him away from the kennels 
“-or you’ll both go.” 
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“Thank you, sir,” says the Master, grinning like a cat when she’s safe 
behind the area railing. 

“He’s not a bad bull-terrier,” says “Mr. Wyndham, sir,” feeling my 
head. “Not that I know much about the smooth-coated breeds. My 
dogs are St. Bernards.” He stopped patting me and held up my nose. 
“What’s the matter with his ears?” he says. “They’re chewed to pieces. 
Is this a fighting dog?” he asks, quick and rough like. 

I could have laughed. If he hadn’t been holding my nose, I certainly 
would have had a good grin at him. Me the best under thirty pounds 
in the Province of Quebec, and him asking if I was a fighting dog! I 
ran to the Master and hung down my head modest like, waiting for him 
to tell my list of battles; but the Master he coughs in his cap most pain- 
ful. “Fightin’ dawg, sir!” he cries. “Lor’ bless you, sir, the Kid don’t 
know the word. ’E’s just a puppy, sir, same as you see; a pet dog, so 
to speak. ’E’s a regular old lady’s lap dog, the Kid is.” 

“Well, you keep him away from my St. Bernards,” says “Mr. Wynd- 
ham, sir,” “or they might make a mouthful of him.” 

“Yes, sir; that they might,” says the Master. But when we gets out- 
side he slaps his knee and laughs inside hisself, and winks at me most 
sociable. 

The Master’s new home was in the country, in a province they called 
Long Island. There was a high stone wall about his home with big 
iron gates to it, same as Godfrey’s brewery; and there was a house with 
five red roofs; and the stables, where I lived, was cleaner than the 
aerated bakery shop. And then there was the kennels; but they was like 
nothing else in this world that ever I see. For the first days I couldn’t 
sleep of nights for fear some one would catch me lying in such a 
cleaned-up place, and would chase me out of it; and when I did fall 
to sleep I’d dream I was back in the old Master’s attic, shivering under 
the rusty stove, which never had no coals in it, with the Master flat on his 
back on the cold floor, with his clothes on. And I’d wake up scared and 
whimpering, and find myself on the new Master’s cot with his hand on 
the quil^beside me; and I’d see the glow of the big stove, and hear the 
high quality horses below stairs stamping in their straw-lined boxes, 
and I’d snoop the sweet smell of hay and harness soap and go to sleep 
again. 

The stables was my jail, so the Master said, but I don’t ask no better 
home than that iail. 

“Now, Kid,” says he, sitting on the top of a bucket upside down, 
“you’ve got to understand this. When I whistle it means you’re not to 
go out of this ’ere yard. These stables is your jail. If you leave ’em I’ll 
have to leave ’em too, and over the seas, in the County Mayo, an old 
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mother will ’avc to leave her bit of a cottage. For two pounds I must 
be sending her every month, or shell have naught to eat, nor no thatch 
over ’er head. I can’t lose my place, Kid, so see you don’t lose it for 
me. You must keep away from the kennels,” says he; “they’re not for the 
iikes of you. The kennels are for the quality. I wouldn’t take a litter 
of them woolly dogs for one wag of your tail, Kid, but for all that they 
are your betters, same as the gentry up in the big house are my betters. 
I know my place and keep away from the gentry, and you keep away 
from the champions.” 

So I never goes out of the stables. All day I just lay in the sun on 
the stone flags, licking my jaws, and watching the grooms wash down 
the carriages, and the only care I had was to see they didn’t get gay and 
turn the hose on me. There wasn’t even a single rat to plague me. Such 
stables I never did see. 

“Nolan,” says the head groom, “some day that dog of yours will give 
you the slip. You can’t keep a street dog tied up all his life. It’s against 
his natur’.” The head groom is a nice old gentleman, but he doesn’t 
know everything. Just as though I’d been a street dog because I liked it! 
As if I’d rather poke for my vittels in ash heaps than have ’em handed 
me in a wash-basin, and would sooner bite and fight than be polite and 
sociable. If I’d had mother there I couldn’t have asked for nothing more. 
But I’d think of her snooping in the gutters, or freezing of nights under 
the bridges, or, what’s worst of all, running through the hot streets with 
her tongue down, so wild and crazy for a drink that the people would 
shout “mad dog” at her and stone her. Water’s so good that I don’t 
blame the men-folks for locking it up inside their houses; but when the 
hot days come, I think they might remember that those are the dog 
days, and leave a little water outside in a trough, like they do for the 
horses. Then we wouldn’t go mad, and the policemen wouldn’t shoot 
us. 1 had so much of everything I wanted that it made me think a lot of 
the days when I hadn’t nothing, and if I could have given what I had 
to mother, as she used to share with me. I’d have been the happiest dog 
in the land. Not that I wasn’t happy then, and most grateful to the 
Master, too, and if I’d only minded him, the trouble wouldn’t have 
come again. 

But one day the coachman says that the little lady they called Miss 
Dorothy had come back from school, and that same morning she runs 
over to the stables to pat her ponies, and she sees me. 

“Oh, what a nice little, white little dog!” said she. “Whose little dog 
arc you.?” says she. 

“That’s my dog, miss,” says the Master. “ ’Is name is Kid.” And I 
ran up to her most polite, and licks her fingers, for I never see so pretty 
and kind a lady. 
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“You must come with me and call on my new puppies,” says she, 
picking me up in her arms and starting off with me. 

“Oh, but please, miss,” cries Nolan, “Mr. Wyndham give orders that 
the Kid’s not to go to the kennels ” 

“That’ll be all right,” says the little lady; “they’re my kennels too. 
And the puppies will like to play with him.” 

You wouldn’t believe me if I was to tell you of the style of them 
quality dogs. If I hadn’t seen it myself I wouldn’t have believed it 
neither. The Viceroy of Canada don’t live no better. There was forty 
of them, but each one had his own house and a yard — ^most exclusive— 
and a cot and a drinking basin all to hisself. They had servants standing 
round waiting to feed ’em when they was hungry, and valets to wash 
’em; and they had their hair combed and brushed like the grooms must 
when they go out on the box. Even the puppies had overcoats with 
their names on ^em in blue letters, and the name of each of those they 
called champions was painted up fine over his front door just like it 
was a public house or a veterinary’s. They were the biggest St. Bernards 
I ever did see. I could have walked under them if they’d have let me. 
But they were very proud and haughty dogs, and looked only once at 
me, and then sniffed in the air. The little lady’s own dog was an old 
gentleman bull dog. He’d come along with us, and when he notices 
how taken aback I was with all I see, ’e turned quite kind and affable 
and showed me about. 

“Jimmy Jocks,” Miss Dorothy called him, but, owing to his weight, 
he walked most dignified and slow, waddling like a duck, as you 
might say, and looked much too proud and handsome for such a silly 
name. 

“That’s the runway, and that’s the trophy house,” says he to me, “and 
that over there is the hospital, where you have to go if you get dis- 
temper, and the vet gives you beastly medicine.” 

“And which of these is your ’ouse, sir?” asks I, wishing to be respect- 
ful. But he looked that hurt and haughty. “I don’t live in the kennels,” 
says he, most contemptuous. “I am a house dog. I sleep in Miss Doro- 
thy’s rdCm. And at lunch I’m let in with the family, if the visitors 
don’t mind. They ’most always do, but they’re too polite to say so. 
Besides,” says he, smiling most condescending, “visitors are always 
afraid of me. It’s because I’m so ugly,” says he. “I suppose,” says he, 
screwing up his wrinkles and speaking very slow and impressive, “I 
suppose I’m the ugliest bull dog in America”; and as he seemed to be so 
pleased to think hisself so, I said, “Yes, sir; you certainly are the ugliest 
ever I see/’ at which he nodded his head most approving. 

“But I couldn’t hurt ’em, as you say,” he goes on, though I hadn’t said 
nothing like that, being too polite. “I’m too old,” he says; “I haven’t 
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any teeth. The last time one of those grizzly bears,” said he, glaring at 
the big St. Bernards, “took a hold of me, he nearly was my death,” says 
he. 1 thought his eyes would pop out of his head, he seemed so wrought 
up about it. “He rolled me around in the dirt, he did,” says Jimmy Jocks, 
“an’ I couldn’t get up. It was low,” says Jimmy Jocks, making a face 
like he had a bad taste in his mouth. “Low, that’s what I call it — ^bad 
form, you understand, young man, not done in my set— and — and low.” 
He growled ’way down in his stomach, and puffed hisself out, panting 
and blowing like he had been on a run. 

“I’m not a street fighter,” he says, scowling at a St. Bernard marked 
“Champion.” “And when my rheumatism is not troubling me,” he 
says, “I endeavor to be civil to all dogs, so long as they are gentlemen.” 

“Yes, sir,” said I, for even to me he had been most affable. 

At this we had come to a little house off by itself, and Jimmy Jocks 
invites me in. “This is their trophy room,” he says, “where they keep 
their prizes. Mine,” he says, rather grand-like, “are on the sideboard.” 
Not knowing what a sideboard might be, I said, “Indeed, sir, that must 
be very gratifying.” But he only wrinkled up his chops as much as to say, 
“It is my right.” 

The trophy room was as wonderful as any public house I ever sec. 
On the walls was pictures of nothing but beautiful St. Bernard dogs, 
and rows and rows of blue and red and yellow ribbons; and when I 
asked Jimmy Jocks why they was so many more of blue than of the 
others, he laughs and says, “Because these kennels always win.” And 
there was many shining cups on the shelves, which Jimmy Jocks told 
me were prizes won by the champions. 

“Now, sir, might I ask you, sir,” says I, “wot is a champion?” 

At that he panted and breathed so hard I thought he would bus* 
lusself. “My dear young friend!” says he, “wherever have you been edu- 
cated? A champion is a — a champion,” he says. “He must win nine blue 
ribbons in the ‘open’ class. You follow me — that is — against all comers. 
Then he has the title before his name, and they put his photograph in 
the sporting papers. You know, of course, that / am a champion,” says 
he. “1 am Champion Woodstock Wizard III, and the two other Wood- 
stock Wizards, my father and uncle, were both champions.” 

“But I thought your name was Jimmy Jocks,” I said. 

He laughs right out at that. 

“That’s my kennel name, not my registered name,” he says. “Why, 
certainly you know that every dog has two names. Now, for instance, 
what’s your registered name and number?” says he. 

“I’ve got only one name,” I says. “Just Kid.” 

Woodstock Wizard puffs at that and wrinkles up his forehead and 
pops out his eyes. 
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“Who arc your people?” says he. “Where is your home?” 

“At the stable, sir,” I said. “My Master is the second groom.” 

At that Woodstock Wizard III looks at me for quite a bit without 
winking, and stares all around the room over my head. 

“Oh, well,” says he at last, “you’re a very civil young dog,” says he, 
“and I blame no one for what he can’t help,” which I thought most 
fair and liberal. “And I have known many bull-terriers that were 
champions,” says he, “though as a rule they mostly run with fire en- 
gines and to fighting. For me, I wouldn’t care to run through the 
streets after a hose cart, nor to fight,” says he: “but each to his taste.” 

I could not help thinking that if Woodstock Wizard III tried to 
follow a fire engine he would die of apoplexy, and seeing he’d lost his 
teeth, it was lucky he had no taste for fighting; but, after his being so 
condescending, I didn’t say nothing. 

“Anyway,” says he, “every smooth-coated dog is better than any hairy 
old camel like those St. Bernards, and if ever you’re hungry down at the 
stables, young man, come up to the house and I’ll give you a bone. I 
can’t eat them myself, but I bury them around the garden from force 
of habit and in case a friend should drop in. Ah, I see my mistress com- 
ing,” he says, “and I bid you good day. I regret,” he says, “that our dif- 
ferent social position prevents our meeting frequent, for you’re a 
worthy young dog with a proper respect for your betters, and in this 
country there’s precious few of them have that.” Then he waddles off, 
leaving me alone and very sad, for he was the first dog in many days 
that had spoke to me. But since he showed, seeing that I was a stable 
dog, he didn’t want my company, I waited for him to get well away. 
It was not a cheerful place to wait, the trophy house. The pictures of 
the champions seemed to scowl at me, and ask what right such as I 
had even to admire them, and the blue and gold ribbons and the silver 
cups made me very miserable. I had never won no blue ribbons or 
silver cups, only stakes for the old Master to spend in the publics; and 
I hadn’t won them for being a beautiful high quality dog, but just for 
-which, of course, as Woodstock Wizard III says, is low. So 
for the stables, with my head down and my tail between my 
legs, feeling sorry I had ever left the Master. But I had more reason to 
be sorry before I got back to him. 

The trophy house was quite a bit from the kennels, and as I left it 1 
see Miss Dorothy and Woodstock Wizard III walking back toward 
them, and, also, that a big St. Bernard, his name was Champion Red Elf- 
l^rg, had broke his chain and was running their way. When he reaches 
old Jimmy Jocks he lets out a roar like a grain steamer in a fog, and he 
makes three leaps for him. Old Jimmy Jocks was about a fourth his size; 
but he plants his feet and curves his back, and his hair goes up around 
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his neck like a collar. But he never had no show at no time, for the 
grizzly bear, as Jimmy Jocks had called him, lights on old Jimmy’s 
back and tries to break it, and old Jimmy Jocks snaps his gums and claws 
the grass, panting and groaning awful. But he can’t do nothing, and 
the grizzly bear just rolls him under him, biting and tearing cruel. The 
odds was all that Woodstock Wizard III was going to be killed; I had 
fought enough to see that: but not knowing the rules of the game 
among champions, I didn’t like to interfere between two gentlemen who 
might be settling a private affair, and, as it were, take it as presuming 
of me. So I stood by, though I was shaking terrible, and holding myself 
in like I was on a leash. But at that Woodstock Wizard III, who was 
underneath, sees me through the dust, and calls very faint, “Help, you!” 
he says. “Take him in the hind leg,” he says. “He’s murdering me,” he 
‘.ays. And then the little Miss Dorothy, who was crying, and calling to 
the kennel men, catches at the Red Elfberg’s hind legs to pull him off, 
and the brute, keeping his front pats well in Jimmy’s stomach, turns 
his big head and snaps at her. So that was all I asked for, thank you. I 
went up under him. It was really nothing. He stood so high that I had 
only to take off about three feet from him and come in from the side, 
and my long “punishing jaw,” as mother was always talking about, 
locked on his woolly throat, and my back teeth met. I couldn’t shake 
him, but I shook myself, and every time I shook myself there was thirty 
pounds of weight tore at his windpipes. I couldn’t see nothing for his 
long hair, but I heard Jimmy Jocks puffing and blowing on one side, 
and munching the brute’s leg with his old gums. Jimmy was an old 
sport that day, was Jimmy, or Woodstock Wizard III, as I should 
say. When the Red Elfbcrg was out and down I had to run, or those 
kennel men would have had my life. They chased me right into the 
stables; and from under the hay I watched the head groom take down 
a carriage whip and order them to the right about. Luckily Master and 
the young grooms were out, or that day there’d have been fighting for 
everybody. 

Well, it nearly did for me and the Master. “Mr. Wyndham, sir,’^ 
comes raging to the stables. I’d half killed his best prize-winner, he 
says, and had oughter be shot, and he gives the Master his notice. Buf 
Miss Dorothy she follows him, and says it was his Red Elfberg what 
began the fight, and that I’d saved Jimmy’s life, and that old Jimmy 
Jocks was worth more to her than all the St. Bernards in the Swiss 
niountains — wherever they may be. And that I was her champion, 
anyway. Then she cried over me most beautiful, and over Jimmy Jocks, 
too, who was that tied up in bandages he couldn’t even waddle. So when 
he heard that side of it, “Mr. Wyndham, sir,” told us that if Nolan put 
tnc on a chain we could stay. So it came out all right for everybody bur 
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me. I was glad the Master kept his place, but Vd never worn a chain 
before, and it disheartened me. But that was the least of it. For the 
quality dogs couldn’t forgive my whipping their champion, and they 
came to the fence between the kennels and the stables, and laughed 
through the bars, barking most cruel words at me. I couldn’t understand 
how they found it out, but they knew. After the fight Jimmy Jocks was 
most condescending to me, and he said the grooms had boasted to the 
kennel men that I was a son of Regent Roya^, and that when the ken- 
nel men asked who was my mother they had had to tell them that too. 
Perhaps that was the way of it, but, however, the scandal got out, and 
every one of the quality dogs knew that I was a street dog and the son 
of a black-and-tan. 

“These misalliances will occur,” said Jimmy Jocks, in his old-fashioned 
way; “but no well-bred dog,” says he, looking most scornful at the St. 
Bernards, who were howling behind the palings, “would refer to youi 
misfortune before you, certainly not cast it in your face. I myself re- 
member your father’s father, when he made his debut at the Crystal 
Palace. He took four blue ribbons and three specials.” 

But no sooner than Jimmy would leave me the St. Bernards would 
take to howling again, msulting mother and insulting me. And when 
I tore at my chain, they, seeing they were safe, would howl the more. It 
was never the same after that; the laughs and the jeers cut into my 
heart, and the chain bore heavy on my spirit. I was so sad that sometime: 
I wished I was back in the gutter again, where no one was better than 
me, and some nights I wished I was dead. If it hadn’t been for the 
Master being so kind, and that it would have looked like I was blaming 
mother, I would have twisted my leash and hanged myself. 

About a month after my fight, the word was passed through the 
kennels that the New York Show was coming, and such goings on as 
followed I never did sec. If each of them had been matched to fight for 
a thousand pounds and the gate, they couldn’t have trained more con 
scientious. But perhaps that’s just my envy. The kennel men rubbed 
’em and scrubbed ’em, and trims their hair and curls and combs it, and 
some ckJgs they fatted and some they starved. No one talked of nothing 
but the Show, and the chances “our kennels” had against the other 
kennels, and if this one of our champions would win over that one, 
and whether them as hoped to be champions had better show in the 
“open” or the “limit” class, and whether this dog would beat his own 
dad, or whether his little puppy sister couldn’t beat the two of ’em. Even 
the grooms had their money up, and day or night you heard nothing 
but praises of “our” dogs, until I, being so far out of it, couldn’t have 
felt meaner if I had been running the streets with a can to my tail. I 
knew shows were not for such as me, and so all day I lay stretched at 
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the end of my chain, pretending I was asleep, and only too glad that they 
had something so important to think of that they could leave me alone. 

But one day, before the Show opened, Miss Dorothy came to the 
stables with “Mr. Wyndham, sir,*’ and seeing me chained up and so 
miserable, she takes me in her arms. 

“You poor little tyke!” says she. “It’s cruel to tie him up so; he’s 
eating his heart out, Nolan,” she says. “I don’t know nothing about 
bull-terriers,” says she, “but 1 think Kid’s got good points,” says she, 
“and you ought to show him. Jimmy Jocks has three legs on the Rens- 
selaer Cup now, and I’m going to show him this time, so that he can 
get the fourth; and, if you wish. I’ll enter your dog too. How would 
you like that. Kid?” says she. “How would you like to see the most 
beautiful dogs in the world? Maybe you’d meet a pal or two,” says 
she. “It would cheer you up, wouldn’t it. Kid?” says she. But I was so 
upset I could only wag my tail most violent. “He says it would!” says 
she, though, being that excited, I hadn’t said nothing. 

So ‘Mr. Wyndnam, sir,” laughs, and takes out a piece of blue paper 
and sits down at the head groom’s table. 

“What’s the name of the father of your dog, Nolan?” says he. And 
Nolan says: “The man I got him off told me he was a son of Champion 
Regent Royal, sir. But it don’t seem likely, does it?” says Nolan. 

“It does not!” says “Mr. Wyndham, sir,” short like. 

“Aren’t you sure, Nolan?” says Miss Dorothy. 

“No, miss,” says the Master. 

“Sire unknown,” says “Mr. Wyndham, sir,” and writes it down. 

“Date of birth?” asks “Mr. Wyndham, sir.” 

“I — I — unknown, sir,” says Nolan. And “Mr. Wyndham, sir,” writes 
it down. 

“Breeder?” says “Mr. Wyndham,. sir.” 

“Unknown,” says Nolan, getting very red around the jaws, and I 
drops my head and tail. And “Mr. Wyndham, sir,” writes that down. 

“Mother’s name?” says “Mr. Wyndham, sir.” 

“She was a — unknown,” says the Master. And I licks his hand. 

“Dam unknown,” says “Mr. Wyndham, sir,” and writes it down. 
Then he takes the paper and reads out loud: “‘Sire unknown, dam 
unknown, breeder unknown, date of birth unknown.’ You’d better call 
him the ‘Great Unknown,’ ” says he. “Who’s paying his entrance fre?’* 

“I am,” says Miss Dorothy. 

Two weeks after we all got on a train for New York, Jimmy Jocks 
and me following Nolan in the smoking car, and twenty-two of the 
St. Bernards in boxes and crates and on chains and leashes. Such a bark- 
ing and howling I never did hear; and when they secs me going, too, 
they laughs fit to kill. 
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“Wot is this — a circus?” says the railroad man. 

But I had no heart in it. I hated to go. I knew I was no “show” 4og, 
even though Miss Dorothy and the Master did their best to keep me 
from shaming them. For before we set out Miss Dorothy brings a man 
Jrom town who scrubbed and rubbed me, and sandpapered my tail, 
which hurt most awful, and shaved my ears with the Master’s razor, 
so they could ’most sec clear through ’em, and sprinkles me over with 
pipe clay, till I shines like a Tommy’s cross-belts. 

“Upon my word!” says Jimmy Jocks when he first sees me. “Wot 
a swell you are! You’re the image of your grand-dad when he made his 
debut at the Crystal Palace. He took four firsts and three specials.” But 
I knew he was only trying to throw heart into me. They might scrub, 
and they might rub, and they might pipe-clay, but they couldn’t pipe- 
clay the insides of me, and they was bkek-and-tan. 

Then we came to a garden, which it was not, but the biggest hall in the 
world. Inside there was lines of benches a few miles long, and on them 
sat every dog in America. If all the dog-snatchers in Montreal had 
worked night and day for a year, they couldn’t have caught so many 
dogs. And they was all shouting and barking and howling so vicious 
that my heart stopped beating. For at first I thought they was all en- 
raged at my presuming to intrude. But after I got in my place they kept 
at it just the same, barking at every dog as he come in: daring him to 
fight, and ordering him out, and asking him what breed of clog he 
thought he was, anyway. Jimmy Jocks was chained just behind me, and 
he said he never see so fine a show. “That’s a hot class you’re in, my lad,” 
he says, looking over into my street, where there were thirty bull- 
terriers. They was all as white as cream, and each so beautiful that if I 
could have broke my chain I would have run all the way home and hid 
myself under the horse-trough. 

All night long they talked and sang, and passed greetings with old 
pals, and the homesick puppies howled dismal. Them that couldn’t sleep 
wouldn’t let no others sleep, and all the electric lights burned in the 
roof, and in my eyes. I could hear Jimmy Jocks snoring peaceful, but I 
could ^nly doze by jerks, and when I dozed I dreamed horrible. All the 
dogs in the hall seemed coming at me for daring to intrude, with their 
jaws red and open, and their eyes blazing like the lights in the roof. 
“You’re a street dog! Get out, you street dog!” they yells. And as they 
drives me out, the pipe clay drops off me, and they laugh and shriek; 
and when I looks down I sec that I have turned into a black-and-tan. 

They was most awful dreams, and next morning, when Miss Dorothy 
comes and gives me water in a pan, I begs and begs her to take me home; 
but she can’t understand. “How Kid is!” she says. And when I 
jumps into the Mastcr’.s arm and pulls to break my chain, he says, “If hc 
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knew all as he had against him, miss, he wouldn’t be so gay.” And from 
a book they reads out the names of the beautiful high-bred terriers which 
I have got to meet. And I can’t make ’em understand that I only want to 
run away and hide myself where no one will see me. 

Then suddenly men comes hurrying down our street and begins to 
brush the beautiful bull-terriers; and the Master rubs me with a towel 
so excited that his hands tremble awful, and Miss Dorothy tweaks my 
cars between her gloves, so that the blood runs to ’em, and they turn 
pink and stand up straight and sharp. 

“Now, then, Nolan,” says she, her Toice shaking just like his fingers, 
“keep his head up — and never let the judge lose sight of him.” When I 
hears that my legs breaks under me, for I knows all about judges. Twice 
the old Master goes up before the judge for fighting me with othei 
dogs, and the judge promises him if he ever does it again he’ll chain him 
up in jail. I knew he’d find me out. A judge can’t be fooled by no pipe 
clay. He can see right through you, and he reads your insides. 

The judging-ring, which is where the judge holds out, was so like n 
fighting-pit that when I come in it, and finds six other dogs there, 'f 
springs into position, so that when they lets us go I can defend myself 
But the Master smooths down my hair and whispers, “Hold ’ard, Kid^ 
hold ’ard. This ain’t a fight,” says he. “Look your prettiest,” he whispers. 
‘Please, Kid, look your prettiest”; and he pulls my leash so tight that I 
can’t touch my pats to the sawdust, and my nose goes up in the air. 
There was millions of people a-watching us from the railings, and three 
of our kennel men, too, making fun of the Master and me, and Miss 
Dorothy with her chin just reaching to the rail, and her eyes so big that 
I thought she was a-going to cry. It was awful to think that when the 
judge stood up and exposed me, all those people, and Miss Dorothy, 
would be there to see me driven from the Show. 

The judge he was a fierce-looking man with specs on his nose, and a 
red beard. When I first come in he didn’t see me, owing to my being too 
quick for him and dodging behind the Master. But when the Master 
drags me round and I pulls at the sawdust to keep back, the judge looks 
at us careless-like, and then stops and glares through his specs, and I 
knew it was all up with me. 

“Arc there any more.?” asks the judge to the gentleman at the gate, 
but never taking his specs from me. 

The man at the gate looks in his book. “Seven in the novice class,” 
says he. “They’re all here. You can go ahead,” and he shuts the gate. 

The judge he doesn’t hesitate a moment. He just waves his hand 
toward the corner of the ring. “Take him away,” he says to the Master, 
“over there, and keep him away”; and he turns and looks most solemn 
at the six beautiful bull-terriers. I don’t know how I crawled m that 
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corner. I wanted to scratch under the sawdust and dig myself a grave. 
The kennel men they slapped the rail with their hands and laughed 
at the Master like they would fall over. They pointed at me in the corner, 
and their sides just shaked. But little Miss Dorothy she presses her lips 
tight against the rail, and I see tears rolling from her eyes. The Master 
he hangs his head like he had been whipped. I felt most sorry for him 
than all. He was so red, and he was letting on not to sec the kennel men, 
and blinking his eyes. If the judge had ordered me right out it wouldn’t 
have disgraced us so, but it was keeping me there while he was judging 
the high-bred dogs that hurt so hard. With all those people staring, too. 
And his doing it so quick, without no doubt nor questions. You can’t 
fool the judges. They see inside you. 

But he couldn’t make up his mind about them high-bred dogs. He 
scowls at ’em, and he glares at ’em, first with his hcdd on the one side 
and then on the other. And he feels of ’em, and orders ’em to run about. 
And Nolan leans against the rails, with his head hung down, and pats 
me. And Miss Dorothy comes over bcs*de him, but don’t say nothing, 
only wipes her eye with her finger. A man on the other side of the rail 
he says to the Master, “The judge don’t like your dog.^” 

“No,” says the Master. 

“Have you ever shown him before?” says the man. 

“No,” says the Master, “and I’ll never show him again. He’s my dog,” 
says the Master, “and he suits me! And I don’t care what no judges 
chink.” And when he says them kind words, I licks his hand most 
grateful. 

The judge had two of the six dogs on a little platform in the middle 
li he ring, and he had chased the four other dogs into the corners, where 
they was licking their chops, and letting on they didn’t care, same as 
Nolan was. 

The two dogs on the platform was so beautiful that the judge hisself 
couldn’t tell which was the best of ’em, even when he stoops down and 
holds their heads together. But at last he gives a sigh, and brushes the 
sawdust off his knees, and goes to the table in the ring, where there was 
a man kbeping score, and heaps and heaps of blue and gold and red and 
yellow ribbons. And the judge picks up a bunch of ’em and walks to the 
two gentlemen who was holding the beautiful dogs, and he says to each, 
“What’s his number?” and he hands each gendeman a ribbon. And then 
he turned sharp and comes straight at the Master. 

“What’s his number?” says the judge. And Master was so scared that 
he couldn’t make no answer. 

But Miss Dorothy daps her hands and cries out like she was laughing, 
“Three twenty-six,” and the judge writes it down and shoves Master 
the blue ribbon. 
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I bit the Master, and I jumps and bit Miss Darothy, and I waggled so 
hard that the Master couldn’t hold me. When I get to the gate Miss 
Dorothy snatches me up and kisses me between the ears, right before 
millions of people, and they both hold me so tight that I didn’t know 
which of them was carrying of me. But one thing I knew, for I listened 
hard, as it was tlie judge hisself as said it. 

“Did you see that puppy I gave first to?” says the judge to the gentle- 
man at the gate. 

“1 did. He was a bit out of his class,” says the gate gentleman. 

“He certainly was!” says the judge, and they both laughed. 

But I didn’t care. They couldn’t hurt me then, not with Nolan holding 
the blue ribbon and Miss Dorothy hugging my ears, and the kennel men 
sneaking away, each looking like he’d been caught with his nose under 
the lid of the slop-can. 

We sat down together, and we all three just talked as fast as we 
could. They was so pleased that I couldn’t help feeling proud myself, 
and I barked and leaped about so gay that all the bull-terriers in our 
street stretched on their chains and howled at me. 

“Just look at him!” says one of those I had beat. “What’s he giving 
hisself airs about?” 

“Because he’s got one blue ribbon!” says another of ’em. “Why, when 
1 was a puppy I used to eat ’em, and if that judge could ever learn to 
know a toy from a mastiff. I’d have had this one.” 

But Jimmy Jocks he leaned over from his bench and says, “Well done, 
Kid. Didn’t I tell you so?” What he ’ad told me was that I might get a 
“commended,” but I didn’t remind him. 

“Didn’t I tell you,” says Jimmy Jocks, “that I saw your grandfather 
make his debut at the Crystal — ” 

“Yes, sir, you did, sir,” says I, for I have no love for the men of my- 
family. 

A gentleman with a showing-leash around his neck comes up justr 
then and looks at me very critical. “Nice dog you’ve got. Miss Wynd-- 
ham,” says he; “would you care to sell him?” 

“He’s not my dog,” says Miss Dorothy, holding me tight. “I wish 
he were.” 

“He’s not for sale^ sir,” says the Master, and I was that glad. 

“Oh, he’s yours, is he?” says the gentleman, looking hard at Nolan- 
“Well, I’ll give you a hundred dollars for him,” says he, careless-like. 

“Thank you, sir; he’s not for sale,” says Nolan, but his eyes get very^ 
big. The gentleman he walked away; but I watches him, and he talks to 
a man in a golf-cap, and by and by the man comes abng our street, 
looking at all the dogs, and stops in front of me. 

“This your dog?” says he to Nolan. “Pity he’s so leggy,” says he. “If he 
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had a good tail, and a longer stop, and his cars were set higher, he^d be 
a good dog. As he is, Til give you fifty dollars for him.” 

But, before the Master could speak, Miss Dorothy laughs and says: 
“You’re Mr. Polk’s kennel man, I believe. Well, you tell Mr. Polk from 
me that the dog’s not for sale now any more than he was five minutes 
ago, and that when he is, he’ll have to bid against me for him.” 

The man looks foolish at that, but he turns to Nolan quick-like. “I’ll 
give you three hundred for him,” he says. 

“Oh, indeed!” whispers Miss Dorothy, like she was talking to her- 
self. “That’s it, is it?” And she turns and looks at me just as though she 
had never seen me before. Nolan he was a-gaping, too, with his mouth 
open. But he holds me tight. 

“He’s not for sale,” he growls, like he was frightened; and the man 
looks black and walks away. 

“Why, Nolan!” cried Miss Dorothy, “Mr. Polk knows more about 
bull-terriers than any amateur in America. What can he mean? Why, 
Kid is no more than a puppy! Three hundred dollars for a puppy!” 

“And he ain’t no thoroughbred, neither!” cries the Master. “He’s 
‘Unknown,’ ain’t he? Kid can’t help it, of course, but his mother, 
miss—” 

I dropped my head. I couldn’t bear he should tell Miss Dorothy. I 
couldn’t bear she should know I had stolen my blue ribbon. 

But the Master never told, for at that a gentleman runs up, calling, 
“Three twenty-six, three twenty-six!” Ancf Miss Dorothy says, “Here 
he is; what is it?” 

“The Winners’ class,” says the gentleman. “Hurry, please; the judge 
is waiting for him.” 

Nolan tries to get me off the chain on to a showing-leash, but he 
shakes so, he only chokes me. “What is it, miss?” he says. “What is it?” 

“The Winners’ class,” says Miss Dorothy. “The judge wants him with 
the winners of the other classes— to decide which is the best. It’s only a 
form,” says she. “He has the champions against him now.” 

“Yes,” says the gentleman, as he hurries us to the ring. “I’m afraid it’s 
only aTOrm for your dog, but the judge wants all the winners, puppy 
class even.” 

We had got to the gate, and the gentleman there was writing down 
my number. 

“W'ho won the open?” asks Miss Dorothy. 

“Oh, who would?” laughs the gentleman. “The old champion, of 
course. He’s won for three years now. There he is. Isn’t he wonderful?” 
says he; and he points to a dog that’s standing proud and haughty on 
the platform in the middle of the ring. 

I never sec so beautiful a dog — so fine and clean and noble, so white 
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like he had rolled hisself in flour, holding his nose up and his eyes 
shut, same as though no one was worth looking at. Aside of him we 
other dogs, even though we had a blue ribbon apiece, seemed like 
lumps of mud. He was a royal gentleman, a king, he was. His master 
didn’t have to hold his head with no leash. He held it hisself, standing 
as still as an iron dog on a lawn, like he knew all the people was looking 
at him. And so they was, and no one around the ring pointed at no other 
dog but him. 

“Oh, what a picture!” cried Miss Dorothy. “He’s like a marble figure 
by a great artist — one who loved dogs. Who is he?” says she, looking in 
her book. “I don’t keep up with terriers.” 

“Oh, you know him,” says the gentleman. “He is the champion of 
champions. Regent Royal.” 

The Master’s face went red. 

“And this is Regent Royal’s son,” cries he, and he pulls me quick 
into the ring, and plants me on the platform next my father. 

I trembled so that I near fell. My legs twisted like a leash. But my 
father he never looked at me. He only smiled the same sleepy smile, and 
he still kept his eyes half shut, like as no one, no, not even his own son, 
was worth his lookin’ at. 

The judge he didn’t let me stay beside my father, but, one by one, he 
placed the other dogs next to him and measured and felt and pulled at 
them. And each one he put down, but he never put my father down. 
And then he comes over and picks me up and sets me back on the 
platform, shoulder to shoulder with the Champion Regent Royal, and 
goes down on his knees, and looks into our eyes. 

The gentleman with my father he laughs, and says to the judge, 
“Thinking of keeping us here all day, John?” But the judge he doesn’t 
hear him, and goes behind us and runs his hand down my side, and 
holds back my ears, and takes my jaws between his fingers. The crowd 
around the ring is very deep now, and nobody says nothing. The gentle- 
man at the score-table, he is leaning forward, with his elbows on his 
knees and his eyes very wide, and the gentleman at the gate is whisper- 
ing quick to Miss Dorothy, who has turned white. 1 stood as stiff as 
5tone. I didn’t even breathe. But out of the corner of my eye I could see 
my father licking his pink chops, and yawning just a little, like he was 
bored. 

The judge he had stopped looking fierce and was looking solemn. 
Something inside him seemed a-troubling him awful. The more he stares 
at us now, the more solemn he gets, and when he touches us he does it 
gentle, like he was patting us. For a long time he kneels in the sawdust, 
looking at my father and at me, and no one around the ring says nothing 
to nobody. 
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Then ihc' judge takes a breath and touches me sudden. “It’s his,” he 
says. But he lays his hand just as quick on my father. “I’m sorry,” 
says he. 

The gentleman holding my father cries: 

“Do you mean to tell me — ” 

And the judge he answers, “I mean the other is the better dog.” He 
takes my father’s head between his hands and looks down at him most 
sorrowful. “The king is dead,” says he. “Long live the king! Good-by, 
Regent,” he says. 

The crowd around the railings clapped their hands, and some laughed 
scornful, and every one talks fast, and I start for the gate, so dizzy that 
I can’t see my way. But my father pushes in front of me, walking very 
daintily, and smiling sleepy, same as he had just been waked, with his 
head high, and his eyes shut, looking at nobody. 

So that is how I “came by my inheritance,” as Miss Dorothy calls it; 
and just for that, though I couldn’t feel where I was any different, the 
crowd follows me to my bench, and pats me, and coos at me, like I was 
a baby in a baby-carriage. And the handlers have to hold ’em back so 
that the gentlemen from the papers can make pictures of me, and Nolan 
walks me up and down so proud, and the men shake their heads and 
says, “He certainly is the true type, he is!” And the pretty ladies ask 
Miss Dorothy, who sits beside me letting me lick her gloves to show 
the crowd what friends we is, “Aren’t you afraid he’ll bite you?” And 
Jimmy Jock calls to me, “Didn’t I tell you so? i always knew you were 
one of us. Blood will out. Kid; blood will out. I saw your grandfather,” 
says he, “make his debut at the Crystal Palace. But he was never the 
dog you are!” 

After that, if I could have asked for it, there was nothing I couldn’t 
get. You might have thought I was a snow-dog, and they was afeard 
Pd melt. If I wet my pats, Nolan gave me a hot bath and chained me 
to the stove; if I couldn’t eat my food, being stuffed full by the cook,— 
for I am a house-dog now, and let in to lunch, whether there is visitors 
or not, — ^Nolan would run to bring the vet. It was all tommy rot, as 
Jimmj^ays, but meant most kind. I couldn’t scratch myself comfortable, 
without Nolan giving me nasty drinks, and rubbing me outside till it 
burnt awful; and I wasn’t let to eat bones for fear of spoiling my 
“beautiful” mouth, what mother used to call my “punishing jaw”; and 
my food was cooked special on a gas-stove; and Miss Dorothy gives me 
an overcoat, cut very stylish like the champions’, to wear when we goes 
out carriage-driving. 

After the next Show, where I takes three blue ribbons, four silver cups, 
cwo medals, and brings home forty-five dollars for Nolan, they gives me 
a “registered” name, same as Jimmy’s. Miss Dorothy wanted to call me 
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“Regent Heir Apparent”; but I was that glad when Nolan says, ‘*No; 
Rid don’t owe nothing to his father, only to you and hisself. So, if you 
please, miss, we’ll call him Wyndham Kid.” And so they did, and you 
can sec it on my overcoat in blue letters, and painted top of my kennel. 
It was all too hard to understand. For days I just sat and wondered if I 
was really me, and how it all come about, and why everybody was so 
kind. But oh, it was so good they was, for if they hadn’t been I’d never 
have got the thing I most wished after. But, because they was kind, and 
not liking to deny me nothing, they gave it me, and it was more to me 
than anything in the world. 

It came about one day when we was out driving. We was in the cart 
they calls the dog-cart because it’s the one Miss Dorothy keeps to take 
Jimmy and me for an airing. Nolan was up behind, and me, in my new 
overcoat, was sitting beside Miss Dorothy. I was admiring the view, 
and thinking how good it was to have a horse pull you about so that you 
needn’t get yourself splashed and have to be washed, when I hears a dog 
calling loud for help, and I pricks up my ears and looks over the horse’s 
head. And I sees something that makes me tremble down to my toes. 
In the road before us three big dogs was chasing a little old lady-dog. 
She had a string to her tail, where some boys had tied a can, and she 
was dirty with mud and ashes, and torn most awful. She was too far done 
up to get away, and too old to help herself, but she was making a fight 
for her life, snapping her old gums savage, and dying game. All this I sec 
in a wink, and then the three dogs pinned her down, and I can’t stand 
it no longer, and clears the wheel and lands in the road on my head. It 
was my stylish overcoat done that, and I cursed it proper, but I gets my 
pats again quick, and makes a rush for the fighting. Behind me I hear 
Miss Dorothy cry: “They’ll kill that old dog. Wait, take my whip. Beat 
them off her! The Kid can take care of himself”; and I hear Nolan fall 
into the road, and the horse come to a stop. The old lady-dog was 
down, and the three was eating her vicious; but as I come up, scattering 
the pebbles, she hears, and thinking it’s one more of them, she lifts her 
head, and my heart breaks open like some one had sunk his teeth in it. 
For, under the ashes and the dirt and the blood, I can sec who it is, and 
I know that my mother has come back to me. 

I gives a yell that throws them three dogs off their legs. 

“Mother! ” I cries. “I’m the Kid,” I cries. “I’m coming to you. Mother, 
Fm coming!” 

And I shoots over her at the throat of the big dog, and the other two 
they sinks their teeth into that stylish overcoat and tears it 6fl me, and 
that sets me free, and I lets them have it. I never had so fine a fight as 
that! What with mother being there to see, and not having been let to 
tnix up in no fights since I become a prize-winner, it just naturally did 



548 RICHARD HARDING DAVIS 

me good, and it wasn’t three shakes before I had ’em yelping. Quick as 
a wink, mother she jumps in to help me, and I just laughed to sec her. 
It was so like old times. And Nolan he made me laugh, too. He was like 
a hen on a bank, shaking the butt of his whip, but not daring to cut in 
for fear of hitting me. 

“Stop it, Kid,” he says, “stop it. Do you want to be all torn up?” says 
he. “Think of the Boston show,” says he. “Think of Chicago. Think of 
Danbury. Don’t you never want to be a champion?” How was I to think 
of all them places when I had three dogs to cut up at the same time? 
But in a minute two of ’em begs for mercy, and mother and me lets ’em 
run away. The big one he ain’t able to run away. Then mother and me 
we dances and jumps, and barks and laughs, and bites each other and 
rolls each other in the road. There never was two dogs so happy as we. 
And Nolan he whistles and calls and begs me to come to him; but I 
just laugh and play larks with mother. 

“Now, you come with me,” says I, “to my new hon^e, and never try 
to run away again.” And I shows her our house with the five red roofs, 
set on the top of the hill. But mother trembles awful, and says : “They’d 
never let me in such a place. Does the Viceroy live there. Kid ?” says she. 
And I laugh at her. “No; I do,” I says. “And if they won’t let you live 
there, too, you and me will go back to the streets together, for we must 
never be parted no more.” So we trots up the hill side by side, with 
Nolan trying to catch me, and Miss Dorothy laughing at him from the 
cart. 

“The Kid’s made friends with the poor old dog,” says she. “Maybe 
he knew her long ago when he ran the streets himself. Put her in here 
beside me, and see if he doesn’t follow.” 

So when I hears that I tells mother to go with Nolan and sit in the 
cart; but she says no — that she’d soil the pretty lady’s frock; but I tells 
her to do as I say, and so Nolan lifts her, trembling still, into the cart, 
and I runs alongside, barking joyful. 

When we drives into the stables I takes mother to my kennel, and tells 
her to go inside it and make herself at home. “Oh, but he won’t let me!” 
says sher^ 

“Who won’t let you ?” says I, keeping my eye on Nolan, and growling 
a bit nasty, just to show I was meaning to have my way. 

“Why, Wyndham Kid,” says she, looking up at the name on my 
kennel. 

“But I’m Wyndham Kid!” says I. 

“You!” cries mother. “You! Is my little Kid the great Wyndham Kid 
the dogs all talk about?” And at that, she being very old, and sick, and 
nervous, as mothers arc, just drops down in the straw and weeps bitter. 

Well, there ain’t much more than that to ^elL Miss Dorothy she 
settled it. 
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“If the Kid wants the poor old thing in the stables,” says she, “let her 
stay. 

“You see,” says she, “she’s a black-and-tan, and his mother was a 
black-and-tan, and maybe that’s what makes Kid feel so friendly toward 
her,” says she. 

“Indeed, for me,” says Nolan, “she can have the best there is. I’d never 
drive out no dog that asks for a crust nor a shelter,” he says. “But what 
will Mr. Wynham do?” 

“He’ll do what I say,” says Miss Dorothy, “and if I say she’s to stay, 
she will stay, and I say — she’s to stay!” 

And so mother and Nolan and me found a home. Mother was scared 
at first— not being used to kind people; but she was so gentle and loving 
that the grooms got fonder of her than of me, and tried to make me 
jealous by patting of her and giving her the pick of the vittles. But that 
was the wrong way to hurt my feelings. That’s all, I think. Mother is so 
happy here that I tell her we ought to call it the Happy Hunting 
Grounds, because no one hunts you, and there is nothing to hunt; it 
just all comes to you. And so we live in peace, mother sleeping all day 
in the sun, or behind the stove in the head groom’s office, being fed twice 
a day regular by Nolan, and all the day by the other grooms most 
irregular. And as for me, I go hurrying around the country to the 
bench-shows, winning money and cups for Nolan, and taking the blue 
ribbons away from father. 
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Effie Whittlesy 

BY GEORGE ADE 


M RS. WALLACE assisted her 

husband to remove his overcoat and put her warm palms against his red 
and wind-beaten cheeks. 

"I have good news/’ said she. 

“Another bargain sale?” 

“Pshaw, no! A new girl, and I really believe she’s a jewel. She isn’t 
young or good-looking, and when I asked her if she wanted any nights 
off she said she wouldn’t go out after dark for anything in the world. 
What do you think of that?” 

“That’s too good to be true.” 

“No, it isn’t. Wait and see her. She came here from the intelligence 
office about two o’clock and said she was willing to ‘lick right in.’ You 
wouldn’t know the kitchen. She has it as clean as a pin.” 

“What nationality?” 

“None — that is, she’s a home product. She’s from the country — and 
green! But she’s a good soul. I’m sure. As soon as I looked at her, I just 
felt sure that we could trust her.” 

“Well. I hope so. If she is all that you say, why, for goodness sake give 
her an/pay she wants — put lace curtains in her room and subscribe for 
all the story papers on the market.” 

“Bless you, I don’t believe she’d read them. Every time I’ve looked into 
the kitchen she’s been working like a Trojan and singing ‘Beulah 
Land/ ” 

“Oh, she sings, docs she? I knew thcre’d be some drawback.” 

“You won’t mind that. We can keep the doors closed.” 

The dinner-table was set in tempting cleanliness, Mrs. Wallace sur- 
veyed the arrangement of glass and silver and gave a nod of approval 
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and relief. Then she touched the bell and in a moment the new servant 
entered. 

She was a tall woman who had said her last farewell to girlhood. 

Then a very strange thing happened. 

Mr. Wallace turned to look at the new girl and his eyes enlarged. He 
gazed at her as if fascinated either by cap or freckles. An expression of 
wonderment came to his face and he said, “Well, by George I” 

The girl had come very near the table when she took the first overt 
glance at him. Why did the tureen sway in her hands? She smiled in a 
frightened way and hurriedly set the tureen on the table. 

Mr. Wallace was not long undecided, but during that moment of 
hesitancy the panorama of his life was rolled backward. He had been 
reared in the democracy of a small community, and the democratic spirit 
came uppermost. 

“This isn’t Effie Whittlesy?” said he. 

“For the land’s sakel” she exclaimed, backing away, and this was a 
virtual confession. 

“You don’t know me.** 

“Well, if it ain’t Ed Wallace!** 

Would that words were ample to tell how Mrs. Wallace settled back in 
her chair blinking first at her husband and then at the new girl, vainly 
trying to understand what it meant. 

She saw Mr. Wallace reach awkwardly across the table and shake 
hands with the new girl and then she found voice to gasp, “Of all 
things!** 

Mr. Wallace was confused and without a policy. He was wavering 
between his formal duty as an employer and his natural regard for an 
old friend. Anyway, it occurred to him that an explanation would be 
timely. 

“This is Effie Whittlesy from Brainerd,” said he. “I used to go to school 
with her. She’s been at our house often. I haven’t seen her for — I didn’t 
know you were in Chicago,” turning to Effie. 

“Well, Ed Wallace, you could knock me down with a feather,” said 
tffie, who still stood in a flustered attitude a few paces back from the 
t^ible. “I had no more idee when I heard the name Wallace that it’d be 
you, though knowin’, of course, you was up here. Wallace is such a 
common name I never give it a second thought. But the minute I seen 
you-— law! I knew who it was, well enough.” 

“I thought you were still at Brainerd,” said Mr. Wallace, after a pause. 

“I left there a year ago November, and come to visit Mort’s people. 

I s’pose you know that Mort has a position with the street-car company. 
He’s doin’ so well. I didn’t want to be no burden on him, so I started out 
on my own hook, seein* that there was no use of goin* back to Brainerd 
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to slave for two dollars a week. I had a good place with Mr. Sanders, the 
railroad man on the North Side, but I left becuz they wanted me to serve 
liquor. I’d about as soon handle a toad as a bottle of beer. Liquor was 
the ruination of Jesse. He’s gone to the dogs — ^been off with a circus 
somewheres for two years.” 

“The family’s all broken up, eh!” asked Mr. Wallace. 

“Gone to the four winds since mother died. Of course you know that 
Lora married Huntford Thomas and is livin’ on the old Murphy place. 
They’re doin’ about as well as you could expect, with Huntford as lazy 
as he is.” 

“Yes? That’s good,” said Mr. Wallace. 

Was this an old settlers’ reunion or a quiet family dinner? The soup 
had been waiting. 

Mrs. Wallace came into the breach. 

“That will be all for the present, Effie,” said she. 

Effie gave a startled “Oh!” and vanished into the kitchen. 

“It means,” said Mr. Wallace, “that we were children together, made 
mud pies in the same puddle and sat next to each other in the old school- 
house at Brainerd. She is a Whittlesy. Everybody in Brainerd knew the 
Whittlesys. Large family, all poor as church mice, but sociable— and 
freckled. Effie’s a good girl.” 

“Effie! Effie! And she called you Ed!” 

“My dear, there arc no misters in Brainerd. Why shouldn’t she call 
me Ed! She never heard me called anything else.” 

“She’ll have to call you something else here. You tell her so.” 

“Now, don’t ask me to put on any airs with one of the Whittlesys, 
because they know me from away back. Effie has seen me licked at 
school. She has been at our house, almost like one of the family, when 
mother was sick and needed another girl. If my memory serves me right, 
I’ve taken her to singing-school and exhibitions. So I’m in no position to 
lord it over, and I wouldn’t do it any way. I’d hate to have her go back 
to Brainerd and report that she met me here in Chicago and I was too 
stuck up to remember old times and requested her to address me as 
‘Mist^ Wallace.’ Now, you never lived in a small town.” 

“No, I never enjoyed that privilege,” said Mrs. Wallace, dryly. 

“Well, it is a privilege in some respects, but it carries certain penalties 
with it, too. It’s a very poor schooling for a fellow who wants to be s 
snob.” 

“I would call it snobbishness to correct a servant who addresses me by 
my first name. *Ed’ indeed! Why, I never dared to call you that.” 

“No, you never lived in Brainerd.” 

**And you say you used to take her to singing-school?” 

‘Tes, ma’am— twenty years ago, in Brainerd. You’re not surprised, 
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arc you? You knew when you married me that I was a child of the soil, 
ivho worked his way through college and came to the city in a suit of 
store clothes. I’ll admit that my past does not exactly qualify me for the 
Four Hundred, but it will be great if I ever get into politics.” 

“I don’t object to your having a past, but I was just thinking how 
pleasant it will be when we give a dinner-party to have her come in and 
address you as ‘Ed.’ ” 

Mr. Wallace patted the tablecloth cheerily with both hands and 
laughed. 

“I really don’t believe you’d care,” said Mrs. Wallace. 

“Effie isn’t going to demoralize the household,” he said, consolingly. 
'“Down in Brainerd we may be a little slack on the by-laws of etiquette, 
but we can learn in time.” 

Mrs. Wallace touched the bell and Effie returned. 

As she brought in the second course, Mr. Wallace deliberately en 
couraged her by an amiable smile, and she asked, “Do you get the 
Brainerd papers?” 

“Yes — every week.” 

“There’s been a good deal of sickness down there this winter. Lora 
wrote to me that your uncle Joe had been kind o’ poorly.” 

“I think he’s up and around again.” 

“That’s good.” 

And she edged back to the kitchen. 

With the change for dessert she ventured to say: “Mort was wonderin’ 
about you the other day. He said he hadn’t saw you for a long time. 
My! You’ve got a nice house here.” 

After dinner Mrs. Wallace published her edict. Effie would have to 
go. Mr. Wallace positively forbade the “strong talking-to” which his 
wife advocated. He said it was better that Effie should go, but she must 
be sent away gently and diplomatically. 

Effie was “doing up” the dishes when Mr. Wallace lounged into the 
kitchen and began a roundabout talk. His wife, seated in the front 
room, heard the prolonged murmur. Ed and Effie were going over the 
family histories of Brainerd and recalling incidents that may have re- 
lated to mud pies or school exhibitions. 

Mrs. Wallace had been a Twombley, of Baltimore, and no Twombley, 
with relatives in Virginia, could humiliate herself into rivalry with a 
kitchen girl, or dream of such a thing, so why should Mrs. Wallace be 
uneasy and constantly wonder what Ed and Effie were talking about? 

Mrs. Wallace was faint from loss of pride. The night before they had 
dined witlx the Gages. Mr. Wallace, a picture of distinction in his eve- 
ning clothes, had shown himself the bright light of the seven who sat at 
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the table. She had been proud of him. Twenty-four hours later a servant 
emerges from the kitchen and hails him as “Ed” I 

The low talk in the kitchen continued. Mrs. Wallace had a feverish 
longing to tiptoe down that way and listen, or else go into the kitchen, 
sweepingly, and with a few succinct commands, set Miss Whittlesy 
back into her menial station. But she knew that Mr. Wallace would 
misinterpret any such move and probably taunt her with joking refer- 
ences to her “jealousy,” so she forbore. 

Mr. Wallace, with an unlighted cigar in his mouth (Effie had forbid- 
den him to smoke in the kitchen), leaned in the doorway and waited to 
give the conversation a turn. 

At last he said: “Effie, why don’t you go down and visit Lora for a 
month or so ? She’d be glad to sec you.” 

“I know, Ed, but I ain’t a Rockefeller to lay off work a month at a 
time an’ go around visitin’ my relations. I’d like to well enough — but—” 

“Oh pshaw! I can get you a ticket to Brainerd tomorrow and it won’t 
cost you anything down there.” 

“No, it ain’t Chicago, that’s a fact. A dollar goes a good ways down 
there. But w'hat’ll your wife do? She told me today she’d had an awful 
time gettin’ any help.” 

“Well — to tell you the truth, Effie, you see — you’re an old friend of 
mine and I don’t like the idea of your being here in my house as a — well, 
as a hired girl.” 

“No, I guess I’m a servant now. I used to fie a hird girl when I worked 
for your ma, but now I’m a servant. I don’t see as it makes any difference 
what you call me, as long as the work’s the same.” 

“You understand what I mean, don’t you? Any time you come here 
to my house I want you to come as an old acquaintance — a visitor, not 
a .servant.” 

“Ed Wallace, don’t be foolish. I’d as soon work for you as anyone, and 
a good deal sooner.” 

“I know, but I wouldn’t like to see my wife giving orders to an old 
friend, as you are. You understand, don’t you?” 

“I dfin’t know. I’ll quit if you say so.” 

“TutI tut! I’ll get you that ticket and you can start for Brainerd 
tomorrow. Promise me, now.” 

“I’ll go, and tickled enough, if that’s the way you look at it.” 

“And if you come back, I can get you a dozen places to work.” 

Next evening Effie departed by carriage, although protesting against 
the luxury. 

“Ed Wallace,” said she, pausing in the hallway, “they never will 
believe me when I tell it in Brainerd.” 

'XJivc them my best and tell them I’m about the same as ever.” 
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“ril do that. Good-by." 

“Good-by." 

Mrs, W^ace, watching from the window, saw Effic disappear iou 
the carriage. 

“Thank goodness,” said she. 

“Yes,” said Mr. Wallace, to whom the whole episode had been like a 
cheering beverage, “I’ve invited her to call when she comes back." 

“To call— here.?" 

“Most assuredly. I told her you’d be delighted to see her at any time.” 
“The idea! Did you invite her, really?’’ 

“Of course I did! And I’m reasonably certain that she’ll come." 
“What shall I do?" 

“I think you can manage it, even if you never did live in Brainerd," 
Then the revulsion came and Mrs. Wallace, with a return of pride ia 
her husband, said she would try. 
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.HE midsummer sun was stinging 
hot outside the little barber-shop next to the corner drug store and 
Penrod, undergoing a toilette preliminary to his very slowly approach- 
ing twelfth birthday, was adhesive enough to retain upon his face much 
hair as it fell from the shears. There is a mystery here: the tonsorial 
processes are not unagreeable to manhood; in truth, they are soothing; 
but the hairs detached from a boy’s head get into his eyes, his ears, 
his nose, his mouth, and down his neck, a;id he does everywhere itch 
excruciatingly. Wherefore he blinks, winks, weeps, twitches, condenses 
his countenance, and squirms; and perchance the barber’s scissors clip 
more than intended — belike an outlying flange of ear. 

“Um — ^muh — owV^ said Penrod, this thing having happened. 

“D’ I touch y’ up a little?” inquired the barber, smiling falsely. 

“Ooh — uhl" The boy in the chair offered inarticulate protest, as the 
wound was rubbed with alum. 

"'That don’t hurt!” said the barber. “You will get it, though, if you 
don’t sit stiller,” he continued, nipping in the bud any attempt on the 
part of bis patient to think that he already had “it.” 

“PfuH!” said Penrod, meaning no disrespect, but endeavoring to dis- 
lodge a temporary mustache from his lip. 

“You ought to see how still that little Georgic Bassett sits,” the barbel 
went on, reprovingly. “I hear everybody says he’s the best boy in town.” 

“Pfuff I Phirr!” There was a touch of intentional contempt in this. 

“I haven’t heard nobody around the neighborhood makin’ no such 
remarks,” added the barber, “about nobody of the name of Penrod 
Schofield.” 

“Wdl,” said Penrod, clearing his mouth after a struggle, “who wants 
Ouchl” 
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“I hear they call Georgie Bassett the ‘little gentleman/ ” ventured the 
barber, provocatively, meeting with instant success. 

“They better not call me that,” returned Penrod truculendy. “Pd like 

to hear anybody try. Just once, that’s all! I bet they’d never try it ag 

Ouchr 

“Why? What’d you do to ’em?” 

“It’s all right what I’d dol I bet they wouldn’t want to call me that 
again long as they lived I” 

“What’d you do if it was a little girl? You wouldn’t hit her, would 
you?” 

“Well, I’d Ouchl” 

“You wouldn’t hit a little girl, would you?” the barber persisted, 
gathering into his powerful fingers a mop of hair from the top of Pen- 
rod’s head and pulling that suffering head into an unnatural position. 
“Doesn’t the Bible say it ain’t never right to hit the weak sex?” 

“Ow! Say, look o«//” 

“So you’d go and punch a pore, weak, little girl, would you?” said 
the barber, reprovingly. 

“Well, who said I’d hit her?” demanded the chivalrous Penrod. “I 
bet I’d fix her though, all right. She’d see!” 

“You wouldn’t call her names, would you?” 

“No, I wouldn’t! What hurt is it to call anybody names?” 

“Is that sor exclaimed the barber. “Then you was intending what I 
heard you hollering at Fisher’s grocery delivery wagon driver fer a 
favor, the other day when I was goin’ by your house, was you? I reckon 
I better tell him, because he says to me after if he ever lays eyes on 
you when you ain’t in your own yard, he’s goin’ to do a whole lot o’ 
tilings you ain’t goin’ to like! Yessir, that’s what he says to mer 

“He better catch me first, I guess, before he talks so much.” 

“Well,” resumed the barber, “that ain’t sayin’ what you’d do if a 
young lady ever walked up and called you a little gentleman. / want 
to hear what you’d do to her. I guess I know, though — come to think 
of it.” 

“What?” demanded Penrod. 

“You’d sick that pore ole dog of yours on her cat if she had one, 

I expect,” guessed the barber derisively. 

“No, I would not!” 

“Well, what would you do?” 

I’d do enough. Don’t worry about that!” 

'Well, suppose it was a boy, then: what’d you do if a boy came up to 
you and says, ‘Hello, little gentleman’?” 

“He’d be lucky,” said Penrod, with a sinister frown, “if he got home 
alive.” 
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“Suppose it was a boy twice your size?” 

“Just let him try,” said Penrod ominously. “You Just let him try. 
Hc*d never see daylight again; that’s alll” 

The barber dug ten active fingers into the helpless scalp before him 
and did his best to displace it, while the anguished Penrod, becoming 
instantly a seething crucible of emotion, misdirected his natural resent- 
ment into maddened brooding upon what he would do to a boy “twice 
his size” who should dare to call him “little gentleman.” The barber 
shook him as his father had never shaken him; the barber buffeted him, 
rocked him frantically to and fro; the barber seemed to be trying to 
wing his neck; and Penrod saw himself in staggering zigzag pictures, 
destroying large, screaming, fragmentary boys who had insulted him. 

The torture stopped suddenly; and clenched, weeping eyes began to 
sec again, while the barber applied cooling lotions which made Penrod 
smell like a colored housemaid’s ideal. 

“Now what,” asked the barber, combing the recking locks gently, 
“what would it make you so mad fer, to have somebody call you a little 
gentleman? It’s a kind of compliment, as it were, you might say. What 
would you want to hit anybody fer that fer?” 

To the mind of Penrod, this question was without meaning or 
reasonableness. It was within neither his power nor his desire to analyze 
the process by which the phrase had become offensive to him, and was 
now rapidly assuming the proportions of an outrage. He knew only 
that his gorge rose at the thought of it. 

“You just let ’em try it!” he said threateningly, as he slid down from 
the chair. And as he went out of the door, after further conversation 
on the same subject, he called back those warning words once more: 
“Just let ’em try iti Just once — that’s all / ask ’em to. They’ll find out 
what they gtf//” 

The barber chuckled. Then a fly lit on the barber’s nose and he 
slapped at it, and the slap missed the fly but did not miss the nose. The 
barber was irritated. At this moment his birdlike eye gleamed a gleam 
as it fc^upon customers approaching: the prettiest little girl in the 
world, feading by the hand her baby brother, Mitchy-Mitch, coming to 
have Mitchy-Mitch’s hair clipped, against the heat. 

It was a hot day and idle, with little to feed the mind — and the 
barber was a mischievous man with an irritated nose. He did his worst. 

Meanwhile, the brooding Penrod pursued his homeward way; no 
great distance, but long enough for several one-sided conflicts with 
malign insultcrs made of thin air. “You better not call me that!” he 
muttered. “You just try it, and you’ll get what other people got when 
lAity b:ied it. You better noi ack fresh with me! Qh, yon a^, will you ?” 
He ti^ivered a vicious kick full upon the shins of an iron fence-post, 
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which suffered little, though Penrod instantly regretted his indiscretion. 
“Oof!” he grunted, hopping; and went on after bestowing a look of 
awful hostility upon the fence-post. “I guess you’ll know better next 
time,” he said, in parting, to this antagonist. “You just let me catch you 

around here again and I’ll ” His voice sank to inarticulate but 

ominous murmurings. He was in a dangerous mood. 

Nearing home, however, his belligerent spirit was diverted to happier 
interests by the discovery that some workmen had left a caldron of tar 
in the cross-street, close by his father’s stable. He tested it, but found 
It inedible. Also, as a substitute for professional chewing-gum it was 
unsatisfactory, being insufficiently boiled down and too thin, though of 
a pleasant, lukewarm temperature. But it had an excess of one quality — 
ii was sticky. It was the stickiest tar Penrod had ever used for any pur- 
poses whatsoever, and nothing upon which he wiped his hands served 
to rid them of it; neither his polka-dotted shirt waist nor his knicker- 
bockers; neither the fence, nor even Duke, who came unthinkingly 
wauging out to greet him, and retired wiser. 

Neverdieless, tar is tar. Much can be done with it, no matter what 
iis condition; so Penrod lingered by the caldron, though from a neigh- 
boring yard could be heard the voices of comrades, including that of 
Sam Williams. On the ground about the caldron were scattered chips 
and sticks and bits of wood to the number of a great multitude, Penrod 
mixed quantities of this refuse into the tar, and interested himself in 
seeing how much of it he could keep moving in slow swirls upon the 
ebon surface. 

Other surprises were arranged for the absent workmen. The caldron 
was almost full, and the surface of the tar near the rim. Penrod en- 
deavored to ascertain how many pebbles and brickbats, dropped in, 
v/(juld cause an overflow. Laboring heartily to this end, he had almost 
accomplished it, when he received the suggestion for an experiment 
oi\ a much larger scale. Embedded at the corner of a grass-plot across 
the street was a whitewashed stone, the size of a small watermelon and 
serving no purpose whatever save the questionable one of decoration. 
It was easily pried up with a stick; though getting it to the caldron 
tested the full strength of the ardent laborer. Instructed to perform such 
a task, he would have sincerely maintained its impossibility; but now, as 
it was unbidden, and promised rather destructive results, he set about 
it with unconquerable energy, feeling certain that he would be rewarded 
with a mighty splash. Perspiring, grunting vehemently, his back aching 
and all muscles strained, he progressed in short stages until the big stone 
lay at the base of the caldron. He rested a moment, panting, then lifted 
the stone, and was bending his shoulders for the heave that would lift 
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it over the rim, when a sweet, taunting voice, close behind him, stardcd 
him cruelly. 

“How do you do, little gentlemanr 

Penrod squawked, dropped the stone, and shouted, “Shut up, you 
dern fool!” purely from instinct, even before his about-face made him 
aware who had so spitefully addressed him. 

It was Marjorie Jones. Always dainty, and prettily dressed, she was in 
speckless and starchy white t^ay, and a refreshing picture she made, 
with the new-shorn and powerfully scented Mitchy-Mitch clinging to 
her hand. They had stolen up behind the toiler, and now stood laughing 
together in sweet merriment. Since the passing of Penrod’s Rupc Collins 
period he had experienced some severe qualms at the recollection of 
his last meeting with Marjorie and his Apache behavior; in truth, his 
heart instantly became as wax at sight of her, and he would have offered 
her fair speech; but, alas! in Marjorie’s wonderful eyes there shone a 
consciousness of new powers of his undoing, and she denied him op- 
portunity. 

“Oh, ohr she cried, mocking his pained outcry. “What a way for a 
little gentleman to talk! Little gentleman don’t say w icked ” 

“Marjorie!” Penrod, enraged and dismayed, felt himself stung be 
yond all endurance. Insult from her was bitterer to endure than from 
any other. “Don’t you call me that again!” 

“Why not, little gentleman?** 

He stamped his foot, “You better stop!” 

Marjorie sent into his furious face her lovely, spiteful laughter. 

“Little gentleman, little gentleman, little gentleman!” she said dc- 
liberately. “How’s the little gentleman this afternoon? Hello, little 
gentleman!” 

Penrod, quite beside himself, danced eccentrically. “Dry up!” he 
howled. “Dry up, dry up, dry up, dry up!** 

Mitchy-Mitch shouted with delight and applied a finger to the side 
of the caldron — a finger immediately snatched away and wiped upon 
a handkerchief by his fastidious sister. 

“ ’Ittle gellamun!” said Mitchy-Mitch. 

“You better look out!” Penrod whirled upon this small offender with 
grim satisfaction. Here was at least something male that could without 
dishonor be held responsible. “You say that again, and I’ll give you the 
worst ” 

“You will not!** snapped Marjorie, instandy vitriolic. “He’ll say just 
whatever he wants to, and he’ll say it just as much as he wants to. Say 
it again, Mitchy-Mitch!” 

" ’Ittle geUamunI” said Mitchy-Mitch promptly. 
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“Ow-yahr Penrod’s tone-production was becoming affected by his 
mental condition. “You say that again, and I’ll ” 

“Go on, Mitchy-Mitch,” cried Marjorie. “He can’t do t thing. He 
don’t dare! Say it some more, Mitchy-Mitch — say it a whole loll” 

Milchy-Mitch, his small, fat face shining with confidence in his 
immunity, complied. 

“ ’Ittle gellamun!” he squeaked malevolently. “ ’Ittle gellamun! ’Ittlc 
gellamun! ’Ittle gellamun!” 

The desperate Penrod bent over the whitewashed rock, lifted it, and 
then — outdoing Porthos, John Ridd, and Ursus in one miraculous burst 
of strength — heaved L into the air. 

Marjorie screamed. 

But it was too late. The big stone descended into the precise midst 
of the caldron and Penrod got his mighty splash. It was far, far beyond 
Ills expectations. 

Spontaneously there were grand and awful effects — volcanic spec- 
tacles of nightmare and eruption. A black sheet of eccentric shape rose 
out of the caldron and descended upon the three children, who had no 
time to evade it. 

After it fell, Mitchy-Mitch, who stood nearest the caldron, was thft 
thickest, though there was enough for all. Br’er Rabbit would have fled 
from any of them. 

When Marjorie and Mitchy-Mitch got their breath, they used it 
vocally; and seldom have more penetrating sounds issued from human 
throats. Coincidentally, Marjorie, quite berserk, laid hands upon the 
largest stick within reach and fell upon Penrod with blind fury. He 
had the presence of mind to flee, and they went round and round the 
caldron, while Mitchy-Mitch feebly endeavored to follow — h's appear- 
ance, in this pursuit, being pathetically like that of a bug fished out of 
an ink-well, alive but discouraged. 

Attracted by the riot, Samuel Williams made his appearance, vaulting 
a fence, and was immediately followed by Maurice Levy and Gcorgie 
Sassett. They stared incredulously at the extraordinary spectacle before 
them. 

“Little GEN-TIL-MUX !” shrieked Marjorie, with a wild stroke that 
landed full upon Penrod's tarry cap. 

“Ooor/z/” bleated Penrod. 

“It’s Penrod!” shouted Sam Williams, recognizing him by the voice. 
For an instant he had been in some doubt. 

“Penrod Schofield!” exclaimed Georgie Bassett. “What does this 
Tfiean?” That was Georgie’s style, and had helped to win him his titlu 

Marjorie leaned, panting, upon her stick. “I cu-called — uh — him — 
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oh!” she sobbed — “I called him a lul-litde— oh— gentleman! And oh— 
luUook! — oh! lul-look at my du-dressl Lul-look at Mu-mitchy — oh— 
Mitch-K)h!” 

Unexpectedly, she smote again — with results — and then, seizing the 
indistinguishable hand of Mitchy-Mitch, she ran wailing homeward 
down the street. 

“‘Little gentleman*?” said Georgie Bassett, with some evidences of 
disturbed complacency. “Why that’s what they call mcr 

“Yes, and you are one, too!” shouted the maddened Penrod. “But you 
better not let anybody call me that! I’ve stood enough around here for 
one day, and you can’t run over me, Georgie Bassett. Just you put that in 
your gizzard and smoke it!” 

“Anybody has a perfect right,” said Georgie, with dignity, “to call a 
person a little gentleman. There’s lots of names nobody ought to call, 
but this one’s a nice ” 

“You better look out!” 

Unavenged bruises were distributed all over Penrod, both upon his 
body and upon his spirit. Driven by subtle forces, he had dipped his 
hands in catastrophe and d;.,aster: it was not for a Georgie Bassett to 
beard him. Penrod was about to run amuck. 

“I haven’t called you a little gentleman, yet,” said Georgie. “I only 
said it. Anybody’s got a right to say it.” 

“Not around mel You just try it again and ” 

“I shall say it,” returned Georgie, “all I please. Anybody in this town 
has a right to say ‘little gentleman* ” 

Bellowing insanely, Penrod plunged his right hand into the caldron, 
rushed upon Georgie and made awful work of his hair and features. 

Alas, it was but the beginning! Sam Williams and Maurice Levy 
screamed with delight, and, simultaneously infected, danced about the 
struggling pair, shouting frantically: 

“Little gentleman! Little gentleman! Sick him, Georgie! Sick him, 
little gentleman! Little gentleman! Little gentleman!” 

The jpfuriated outlaw turned upon them with blows and more tar, 
which gave Georgie Bassett his opportunity and later seriously impaired 
the purity of his fame. Feeling himself hopelessly tarred, he dipped 
both hands repeatedly into the caldron and applied his gatherings to 
Penrod. It was bringing coals to Newcastle, but it helped to assuage the 
just wrath of Georgie. 

The four boys gave a fine imitation of the Laocoon group complicated 
by an extra figure — ^frantic splutterings and chokings, strange cries and 
stranger words issued from this tangle; hands dipped lavishly into the 
inexhaustible reservoir of tar, with more and more picturesque results. 
The caldron had been elevated upon bricks and was not perfectly 
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l)alanced; and under a heavy impact of the struggling group it lurched 
and went partly over, pouring forth a Stygian tide which formed a deep 
pod in the gutter. 

It was the fate of Master Roderick Bitts, that exclusive and immacu- 
late person, to make his appearance upon the chaotic scene at this junc- 
ture. All in the cool of a white “sailor suit,” he turned aside from the 
path of duty — ^which led straight to the house of a maiden aunt — and 
paused to hop with joy upon the sidewalk. A repeated epithet con- 
tinuously half panted, half squawked, somewhere in the nest of gladia- 
tors, caught his ear, and he took it up excitedly, not knowing why. 

‘Little gentleman!” shouted Roderick, jumping up and down in 
childish glee. “Little gentleman! Little gentleman! Lit ” 

A frightful figure tore itself free from the group, encircled this 
innocent bystander with a black arm, and hurled him headlong. Full 
length and flat on his face went Roderick into the Stygian pool. The 
frightful figure was Penrod. Instantly, the pack flung themselves upon 
liim again, and, carrying them with him, he went over upon Roderick, 
who from that instant was as active a belligerent as any there. 

Thus began the Great Tar Fight, the origin of which proved, after- 
ward, so difficult for parents to trace, owing to the opposing accounts of 
the combatants. Marjorie said Penrod began it; Penrod said Mitchy- 
Mitch began it; Sam William said Georgie Bassett began it; Gcorgie 
and Maurice Levy said Penrod began it; Roderick Bitts, who had not 
recognized his first assailant, said Sam Williams began it. 

Nobody thought of accusing the barber. But the barber did not begin 
it; it was the fly on the barber’s nose that began it — though, of course, 
something else began the fly. Somehow, we never manage to hang the 
real offender. 

The end came only with the arrival of Penrod’s mother, who had 
been having a painful conversation by telephone with Mrs. Jones, the 
mother of Marjorie, and came forth to seek an errant son. If is a mystery 
liow she was able to pick out her own, for by the time she got there 
his voice was too hoarse to be recognizable. 

Mr. Schofield’s version of things was that Penrod was insane. “He’s 
a stark, raving lunatic!” declared the father, descending to the library 
from a before-dinner interview with the outlaw, that evening. “I’d send 
him to military school, but I don’t believe they’d take him. Do you 
know why he says all that awfulness happened.?” 

“When Margaret and I were trying to scrub him,” responded Mrs. 
Schofield wearily, “he said ‘everybody’ had been calling him names.” 

“ ‘Names!’ ” snorted her husband. “ ‘Litdc gentleman!* Thafs the vile 
epithet they called him! And because of it he wrecks the peace of six 
homes!” 
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“SA/ Yes; he told us about it,” said Mrs. Schofield, moaning. “He 
told us several hundred times, I should guess, though I didn’t count. 
He’s got it fixed in his head, and we couldn’t get it out. All we could do 
was to put him in the closet. He’d have gone out again after those boys 
if we hadn’t. I don’t know what to make of him!” 

“He’s a mystery to /ne/” said her husband. “And he refuses to explain 
why he objects to being called ‘little gentleman.’ Says he’d do the same 
thing — and worse — if anybody dared to call him that again. He said »! 
the President of the United States called him that he’d try to whip him. 
How long did you have him locked up in the closet.?” 

“5A/” said Mrs. Schofield warningly. “About two hours; but I don’t 
think it softened his spirit at all, because when I took him to the barber’s 
to get his hair clipped again, on account of the tar in it Sammy Williams 
and Maurice Levy were there for the same reason, and they just 
whispered ‘little gentleman,’ so low you could hardly hear them — 
Penrod began fighting with them right before me, and it was really all 
the barber and I could do to drag him away from them. The barber was 
very kind about it, but Penrod ” 

“I tell you he’s a lunatic!” Mr. Schofield would have said the same 
thing of a Frenchman infuriated by the epithet “camel,” The philosophy 
of insult needs expounding. 

“5A/” said Mrs. Schofield. “It docs seem a kind of frenzy.” 

“Why on earth should any sane person mind being called ” 

“SA.^” said Mrs. Schofield. “It’s beyond me/” 

“What are you .fA-ing me for?” demanded Mr. Schofield explosively. 

“SA/” said Mrs. Schofield. “It’s Mr. Kinosling, the new rector of 
Saint Joseph’s.” 

“Where?” 

“SA/ On the front porch with Margaret; he’s going to stay for dinner. 
I do hope ” 

“Bachelor, isn’t he?” 

“Yes.” 

“0«r oW minister was speaking of him the other day,” said Mr. Scho- 
field, “and he didn’t seem so terribly impressed.” 

'"Shi Yes; about thirty, and of course so superior to most of Margaret’s 
friends — ^boys home from college. She thinks she likes young Robert 
Williams, I know— but he laughs so much! Of course there isn’t any 
comparison. Mr. Kinosling talks so intellectually; it’s a good thing for 
Margaret to hear that kind of thing, for a changc^and, of course, he’s 
very spiritual. He seems very much interested in her.” She paused to 
muse. “I think Margaret likes him; he’s so different, too. It’s the third 
time he’s dropped in this week, and I ” 
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“Well,” said Mr. Schofield grimly, ”if you and Margaret want hiip 
to come again, you’d better not let him see Penrod.” 

“But he’s asked to see him; he seems interested in meeting all the 
family. And Penrod nearly always behaves fairly well at table.” She 
paused, and then put to her husband a question referring to his inter- 
view with Penrod upstairs. “Did you — did you — do it?” 

“No,” he answered gloomily. “No, I didn’t, but ” He was inter- 

rupted by a violent crash of china and metal in the kitchen, a shriek 
from Della, and the outrageous voice of Penrod. The well-informed 
Della, ill-inspired to set up for a wit, had ventured to address the scion 
of the house roguishly as “little gentleman,” and Penrod, by means of 
the rapid elevation of his right foot, had removed from her supporting 
hands a laden tray. Both parents started for the kitchen, Mr. Schofield 
completing his interrupted sentence on the way. 

“But I will, now!” 

The rite thus promised was hastily but accurately performed in that 
apartment most distant from the front porch; and, twenty minutes later, 
Penrod descended to dinner. The Rev. Mr. Kinosling had asked for the 
pleasure of meeting him, and it had been decided that the only course 
possible was to cover up the scandal for the present, and to offer an 
undisturbed and smiling family surface to the gaze of the visitor. 

Scorched but not bowed, the smoldering Penrod was led forward 
for the social formulae simultaneously with the somewhat bleak depar- 
ture of Robert Williams, who took his guitar with him, this time, and 
went in forlorn unconsciousness of the powerful forces already set in 
secret motion to be his allies. 

The punishment just undergone had but made the haughty and 
unyielding soul of Penrod more stalwart in revolt; he was unconquered. 
Every time the one intolerable insult had been offered him, his resent- 
ment had become the hotter, his vengeance the more instant and furi- 
ous. And, still burning with outrage, but upheld by the conviction of 
right, he w’as determined to continue to the last drop of his blood the 
defense of his honor, whenever it should be assailed, no matter how 
mighty or august the powers that attacked it. In all ways, he was a very 
sore boy. 

During the brief ceremony of presentation, his usually inscrutable 
countenance wore an expression interpreted by his father as one of in- 
sane obstinacy, while Mrs. Schofield found it an incentive to inward 
prayer. The fine graciousness of Mr. Kinosling, however, was unim- 
paired by the glare of virulent suspicion given him by this little brother: 
Mr. Kinosling mistook it for a natural curiosity concerning one who 
might possibly become, in time, a member of the family. He patted 
Penrod upon the head, which was, for many reasons, in no condition 
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to be patted with any pleasure to the patter. Penrod felt himself in the 
presence of a new enemy. 

“How do you do, my little lad,*’ said Mr. Kinosling. “I trust we shall 
become fast friends.” 

To the ear of his little lad, it seemed he said, “A trost we shall bick- 
home fawst frainds.” Mr. Kinosling’s pronunciation was, in fact, slightly 
precious; and the little lad, simply mistaking it for some cryptic form 
of mockery of himself, assumed a manner and expression which argued 
so ill for the proposed friendship that Mrs. Schofield hastily interposed 
the suggestion of dinner, and the small procession went in to the dining- 
room. 

“It has been a delicious day,” said Mr. Kinosling, presently; “warm 
but balmy.” With a benevolent smile he addressed Penrod, who sat 
opposite him. “I suppose, little gentleman, you have been indulging in 
the usual outdoor sports of vacation?” 

Penrod laid down his fork and glared, open-mouthed at Mr. Kinosling. 

“You’ll have another slice of breast of the chicken?” Mr. Schofield 
inquired, loudly and quickly. 

“A lovely day!” exclaimed Margaret, with equal promptitude and 
emphasis. “Lovely, oh, lovely! Lovely!” 

“Beautiful, beautiful, beautiful!” said Mrs. Schofield, and after a 
glance at Penrod which confirmed her impression that he intended to 
say something, she continued, “Yes, beautiful, beautiful, beautiful, beau- 
tiful, beautiful, beautiful!” 

Penrod closed his mouth and sank back in his chair — and his relatives 
took breath. 

Mr. Kinosling looked pleased. This responsive family, with its ready 
enthusiasm, made the kind of audience he liked. He passed a delicate 
white hand gracefully over his tall, pale forehead, and smiled in- 
dulgently. 

“Youth relaxes in summer,” he said. “Boyhood is the age of relaxa- 
tion; one is playful, light, free, unfettered. One runs and leaps and 
enjoys one’s self with one’s companions. It is good for the little lads to 
play witlf’^their friends; they jostle, push, and wrestle, and simulate 
little, happy struggles with one another in harmless conflict. The young 
muscles are toughening. It is good. Boyish chivalry develops, enlarges, 
expands. The young learn quickly, intuitively, spontaneously. They 
perceive the obligations of noblesse oblige. They begin to comprehend 
the necessity of caste and its requirements. They learn what birth means 
■^ah, — ^that is, they learn what it means to be well born. They learn 
courtesy in their games; they learn politeness, consideration for one 
another in their pastimes, amusements, lighter occupations. I make it 
my pleasure to join them often, for I sympathize with them in all their 
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wholesome joys as well as in their little bothers and perplexities. I 
understand them, you sec; and let me tell you it is no easy matter to 
understand the litdc lads and lassies.” He sent to each listener his beam- 
ing glance, and, permitting it to come to rest upon Penrod, inquired: 

“And what do you say to that, little gentleman?” 

Mr. Schofield uttered a stentorian cough. “More? You’d better have 
some more chicken! More! Do!” 

“More chicken!” urged Margaret simultaneously. “Do please! Please! 
More! Do! More!” 

“Beautiful, beautiful,” began Mrs. Schofield. “Beautiful, beautiful, 
beautiful, beautiful ” 

It is not known in what light Mr. Kinosling viewed the expression 
of Penrod’s face. Perhaps he mistook it for awe; perhaps he received 
no impression at all of its extraordinary quality. He was a rather self- 
engrossed young man, just then engaged in a double occupation, for he 
not only talked, but supplied from his own consciousness a critical 
though favorable auditor as well, which of course kept him quite busy. 
Besides, it is oftener than is suspected the case that extremely peculiar 
expressions upon the countenances of boys are entirely overlooked, and 
suggest nothing to the minds of people staring straight at them. Cer- 
tainly Penrod’s expression — which, to the perception of his family, was 
perfectly horrible — caused not the faintest perturbation in the breast of 
Mr. Kinosling. 

Mr. Kinosling waived the chicken, and continued to talk. “Yes, I 
think I may claim to understand boys,” he said, smiling thoughtfully. 
“One has been a boy one’s self. Ah, it is not all playtime! I hope our 
voung scholar here does not overwork himself at his Latin, at his clas- 
sics, as I did, so that at the age of eight years I was compelled to wear 
glasses. He must be careful not to strain the little eyes at his scholar’s 
tasks, not to let the little shoulders grow round over his scholar’s desk. 
Youth is golden; we should keep it golden, bright, glistening. Youth 
should frolic, should be sprightly; it should play its cricket, its tennis, 
US handball. It should run and leap; it should laugh, should ring mad- 
rigals and glees, carol with the lark, ring out in chanties, folk songs, 
ballads, roundelays ” 

He talked on. At any instant Mr. Schofield held himself ready to 
cough vehemently and shout, “More chicken,” to drown out Penrod 
in case the fatal words again fell from those eloquent lips; and Mrs. 
Schofield and Margaret kept themselves prepared at all times to assist 
him. So passed a threatening meal, which Mrs. Schofield hurried, by 
every means with decency, to its conclusion. She felt that somehow 
they would all be safer out in the dark of the front porch, and led the 
way thither as soon as possible. 
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“No cigar, I thank you.” Mr. Kinosling, establishing himself in a 
wicker chair beside Margaret, waved away her father’s proffer. “I do 
not smoke. I have never tasted tobacco in any form.” Mrs. Schofield 
was confirmed in her opinion that this would be an ideal son-in-law. 
Mr. Schofield was not so sure. 

“No,” said Mr. Kinosling. “No tobacco for me. No cigar, no pipe, 
no cigarette, no cheroot. For me, a book — a volume of poems, perhaps. 
Verses, rhymes, lines metrical and cadenced — those are my dissipation. 
Tennyson by preference: ‘Maud,* or ‘Idylls of the King’ — ^poetry of the 
sound Victorian days; there is none later. Or Longfellow will rest me 
in a tired hour. Yes; for me, a book, a volume in the hand, held lightly 
between the fingers.” 

Mr. Kinosling looked pleasantly at his fingers as he spoke, waving 
his hand in a curving gesture which brought it into the light of a 
window faintly illumined from the interior of the house. Then he 
passed those graceful fingers over his hair, and turned toward Penrod, 
who was perched upon the railing in a dark corner. 

“The evening is touched with a slight coolness,” said Mr. Kinosling. 
“Perhaps I may request the little gentleman 

“B’gr-r-r^/^.^” coughed Mr. Schofield. “You’d better change your mind 
about a cigar.” 

“No, I thank you. I was about to request the lit ” 

“Do try one,” Margaret urged. “I’m sure papa’s are nice ones. Do 

try — ” 

“No, I thank you. I remarked a slight coolness in the air, and my hat 
is in the hallway. I was about to request ” 

“I’ll get it for you,” said Penrod suddenly. 

“If you will be so good,” said Mr. Kinosling. “It is a black bowler hat, 
little gentleman, and placed upon a table in the hall.” 

“I know where it is.” Penrod entered the door, and a feeling of relief, 
mutually experienced, carried from one to another of his three relatives 
their interchanged congratulations that he had recovered his sanity. 

“ ‘T<Bc day is done, and the darkness,’ ” began Mr. Kinosling — and 
recited that poem entire. He followed it with “The Children’s Hour,” 
and after a pause, at the close, to allow his listeners time for a little 
reflection upon his rendition, he passed his hand over his head, and 
called, in the direction of the doorway: 

“I believe I will take my hat now, little gentleman.” 

“Here it is,” said Penrod, unexpectedly climbing over the porch raih 
ing, in the other direction. His mother and father and Margaret had 
supposed him to be standing in the hallway out of deference, and be- 
cause he thought it tactful not to interrupt the recitations. All of them 
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remembered, later, that this supposed thoughtfulness on his part struck 
them as unnatural. 

“Very good, little gentleman!” said Mr. Kinosling, and being some- 
what chilled, placed the hat firmly upon his head, pulling it down as 
far as it would go. It had a pleasant warmth, which he noticed at once. 
The next instant, he noticed something else, a peculiar sensation of the 
scalp — a sensation which he was quite unable to define. He lifted his 
hand to take the hat off, and entered upon a strange experience: his hat 
seemed to have decided to remain where it was. 

“Do you like Tennyson as much as Longfellow, Mr. Kinosling?” 
inquired Margaret. 

“I— ah — I cannot say,” he returned absently. “I — ah — each has his 
own— ugh! flavor and savor, each his — ah — ah ” 

Struck by a strangeness in his tone, she peered at him curiously 
through the dusk. His outlines were indistinct, but she made out that 
his arms were uplifted in a singular gesture. He seemed to be wrenching 
at his head. 

“Is— is anything the matter?” she asked anxiously. “Mr. Kinosling, 
arc you ill?” 

“Not at— ugh! — all,” he replied in the same odd tone. “I — ah — I he- 
Weve— ugh r 

He dropped his hands from his hat, and rose. His manner was slightly 
agitated. “I fear I may have taken a trifling — ah — cold. I should — ah — 
perhaps be — ah — better at home. I will — ah — say good night.” 

At the steps, he instinctively lifted his hand to remove his hat, but 
did not do so, and, saying “Good night,” again in a frigid voice, departed 
with visible stiffness from that house, to return no more. 

“Well, of all !” cried Mrs. Schofield, astounded. “What was the 

matter? He just wznt — like that!” She made a flurried gesture. “In 
heaven’s name, Margaret, what did you say to him?” 

“//” exclaimed Margaret indignantly. “Nothing! He just wentr 

“Why, he didn’t even take off his hat when he said good night!” said 
Mrs. Schofield. 

Margaret, who had crossed to the doorway, caught the ghost of a 
whisper behind her, where stood Penrod. 

“Yo« bet he didn'tr 

He knew not that he was overheard. 

A frightful suspicion flashed through Margaret’s mind — a suspicion 
that Mr. Kinosling’s hat would have to be either boiled off or shaved off. 
With growing horror she recalled Penrod’s long absence when he went 
to bring the hat. 

“Penrod,” she cried, “let me see your hands!” 
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She had toiled at those hands herself late that afternoon, nearly scald* 
ing her own, but at last achieving a lily purity. 

“Let me see your hands!” 

She seized them. 

Again they were tarred! 



A Deal in Wheat 

BY FRANK NORRIS 


!• THE BEAR — WHEAT AT SIXTY-TWO 

A 

JL \.S Sam Lewiston backed the 
horse into the shafts of his buckboard and began hitching the tugs to 
the whifflctrcc, his wife came out from the kitchen door of the house 
and drew near, and stood for some time at the horse’s head, her arms 
folded and her apron rolled around them. For a long moment neither 
spoke. They had talked over the situation so long and so comprehen- 
sively the night before that there seemed to be nothing more to say. 

The time was late in the summer, the place a ranch in South-Western 
Kansas, and Lewiston and his wife were two of a vast population of 
farmers, wheat growers, who at that moment were passing through a 
crisis — a crisis that at any moment might culminate in tragedy. Wheat 
was down to sixty-six. 

At length Emma Lewiston spoke. 

“Well,” she hazarded, looking vaguely out across the ranch toward 
the horizon, leagues distant; “well, Sam, there’s always that offer of 
brother Joe’s. We can quit — and go to Chicago — ^if the worst comes.” 

“And give up!” exclaimed Lewiston, running the lines through the 
torets. “Leave the ranch! Give up! After all these years!” 

His wife made no reply for the moment. Lewiston climbed into the 
buckboard and gathered up the lines. “Well, here goes for the last try, 
Emmie,” he said. “Good-by, girl. Maybe things will look better in 
town today.” 

“Maybe,” she said gravely. She kissed her husband good-by and stood 
tor some time looking after the buckboard traveling toward the town 
in a moving pillar of dust. 
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“I don’t know,” she murmured at length; “I don’t know just how 
we’re going to make out.” 

When he reached town, Lewiston tied the horse to the iron railing in 
front of the Odd-Fellows Hall, the ground floor of which was occupied 
by the post-office, and went across the street and up the stairway of a 
building of brick and granite — quite the most pretentious structure of 
the town — ^and knocked at a door upon the first landing. The door was 
furnished with a pane of frosted glass, on which, in gold letters, was 
inscribed, “Bridges & Co., Grain Dealers.” 

Bridges himself, a middle-aged man who wore a velvet skull-cap and 
who was smoking a Pittsburgh stogy, met the farmer at the counter 
and the two exchanged perfunctory greetings. 

“Well,” said Lewiston, tentatively, after a while. 

“Well, Lewiston,” said the other, “I can’t take that wheat of yours 
at any better than sixty-two.” 

“Sixty-r«>'o!” 

“It’s the Chicago price that does it, Lewiston. Truslow is bearing the 
stuff for all he’s worth. It’s Truslow and the bear clique that stick the 
knife into us. The price broke again this morning. We’ve just got a 
wire.” 

“Good heavens,” murmured Lewiston, looking vaguely from side to 
side. “That — that ruins me. I catit carry my grain any longer — what 
with storage charges and — and — Bridges, I don’t sec just how I’m going 
to make out. Sixty-two cents a bushel! Why, man, what with this and 
with that it’s cost me nearly a dollar a bushel to raise that wheat, and 
now Truslow — ” 

He turned away abruptly with a quick gesture of infinite discourage- 
ment. 

He went down the stairs, and making his way to where his buck- 
board was hitched, got in, and, with eyes vacant, the reins slipping and 
sliding in his limp, half-open hands, drove slowly back to the ranch. 
His wife had seen him coming, and met him as he drew up before the 
barn. ^ 

“Well?” she demanded. 

“Emmie,” he said as he got out of the buckboard, laying his arm 
across her shoulder, “Emmie, I guess we’ll take up with Joe’s offer. 
We’ll go to Chicago. We’re cleaned out!” 

II. THE BULL — WHEAT AT A DOLLAR-TEN 
. . . . — and said Party of the Second Part further covenants and agrees 
to merchandise such wheat in foreign ports, it being understood and 
agreed between the Party of the First Part and the Party of the Second 
Part that the wheat hereinbefore mentioned is released and sold to the 
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Party of the Second Part for export purposes only, and not for consump^ 
tion or distribution within the boundaries of the United States of Amer- 
ica or of Canada, 

“Now, Mr. Gates, if you will sign for Mr. Truslow I guess that’ll be 
all,” remarked Hornung when he had finished reading. 

Hornung affixed his signature to the two documents and passed them 
over to Gates, who signed for his principal and client, Truslow — or, as 
he has been called ever since he had gone into the fight against Horn- 
ung’s corner — the Great Bear. Hornung’s secretary was called in and 
witnessed the signatures, and Gates thrust the contract into his Glad- 
stone bag and stood up, smoothing his hat. 

“You will deliver the warehouse receipts for the grain,” began Gates. 

“I’ll send a messenger to Truslow’s office before noon,” interrupted 
Hornung. “You can pay by certified check through the Illinois Trust 
people.” 

When the other had taken himself off, Hornung sat for some mo 
ments gazing abstractedly toward his office windows, thinking over the 
whole matter. He had just agreed to release to Truslow, at the rate of 
one dollar and ten cents per bushel, one hundred thousand out of the 
two million and odd bushels of wheat that he, Hornung, controlled, or 
actually owned. And for the moment he was wondering if, after all, he 
had done wisely in not goring the Great Bear to actual financial death. 
He had made him pay one hundred thousand dollars. Truslow was 
good for this amount. Would it not have been better to have put a 
prohibitive figure on the grain and forced the bear into bankruptcy? 
True, Hornung would then be without his enemy’s money, but Tru- 
slow would have been eliminated from the situation, and that — so 
Hornung told himself — was always a consummation most devoutly, 
strenuously, and diligently to be striven for. Truslow once dead was 
dead, but the Bear was never more dangerous than when desperate. 

“But so Inng as he can’t get wheats muttered Hornung at the end of 
his reflections, “he can’t hurt me. And he can’t get it. That I hjiowT 

For Hornung controlled the situation. So far back as the February of 
that year an “unknown bull” had been making his presence felt on the 
floor of the Board of Trade. By the middle of March the commercial 
reports of the daily press had begun to speak of “the powerful bull 
clique”; a few weeks later that legendary condition of siffairs implied 
and epitomized in the magic words “Dollar Wheat” had been attained,, 
and by the first of April, when the price had been boosted to one dollar 
and ten cents a bushel, Hornung had disclosed his hand, and in place of 
mere rumors, the definite and authoritative news that May wheat had 
been cornered in the Chicago pit went flashing around the world from 
Liverpool to Odessa and from Duluth to Buenos Aires. 
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It was— so the veteran operators were persuaded— Truslow himself 
who had mjidc Hornung’s corner possible. The Great Bear had for once 
overreached himself, and, believing himself all-powerful, had ham- 
mered the price just the fatal fraction too far down. Wheat had gone 
to sixty-two — ^for the time, and under the circumstances, an abnormal 
price. When the reaction came it was tremendous. Hornung saw his 
chance, seized it, and in a few months had turned the tables, had 
cornered the product, and virtually driven the bear clique out of the pit. 

On the same day that the delivery of the hundred thousand bushels 
was made to Truslow, Hornung met his broker at his lunch club. 

“Well,” said the latter, “1 see you let go that line of stuff to Truslow.” 

Hornung nodded; but the broker added: 

“Remember, I was against it from the very beginning. I know wc ve 
cleared up over a hundred thou*. I would have fifty times preferred to 
have lost twice that and smashed Truslow dead. Bet you what you like 
he makes us pay for it somehow.” 

“Huh I” grunted his principal. “How about insurance, and warehouse 
charges, and carrying expenses on that lot? Guess we’d have had to pay 
those, too, if we*d held on.” 

But the other put up his chin, unwilling to be persuaded. “I won’t 
sleep easy,” he declared, “till Truslow is busted.” 

III. THE PIT 

Just as Going mounted the steps on the edge of the pit the great gong 
struck, a roar of a hundred voices developed with the swiftness of sue- 
cessivc explosions, the rush of a hundred men surging downward to the 
center of the pit filled the air with the stamp and grind of feet, a hun- 
dred hands in eager, strenuous gestures tossed upward from out the 
brown of the crowd, the official reporter in his cage on the margin of 
the pit leaned far forward with straining ear to catch the opening bid, 
and another day of battle was begun. 

Since the sale of the hundred thousand bushels of wheat to Truslow, 
the “Hornung crowd” had steadily shouldered the price higher until 
on thi?*particular morning it stood at one dollar and a half. That was 
Hornung’s price. No one else had any grain to sell. 

But not ten minutes after the opening. Going was surprised out of 
all countenance to hear shouted from the other side of the pit these 
words: 

“Sell May at one-fifty.” 

Going was for the moment touching elbows with Kimbark on one 
side and with Merriam on the other, all three belonging to the “Horn- 
ung crowd.” Their answering challenge of “Sold” was as the voice of 
one man. They did not pause to reflect upon the strangeness of the 
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circumstance. (That was for afterward.) Their response to the offer 
was as unconscious as reflex action and almost as rapid, and before the 
pi I was well aware of what had happened the transaction of one thou- 
sand bushels was down upon Going’s trading-card and fifteen hundred 
dollars had changed hands. But here was a marvel— the whole available 
sujiply of wheat cornered, Hornung master of the situation, invincible, 
unassailable; yet behold a man willing to sell, a bear bold enough to 
raise liis head. 

“That was Kennedy, wasn’t it, who made that offer?” asked Kim- 
bark, as Going noted down the trade— “Kennedy, that new man?” 

*‘Yes; who do you suppose he’s selling for; who’s willing to go short 
at this stage of the game?” 

“Maybe he ain’t short.” 

“Short! Great heavens, man, where’d he get the stuff?” 

“Blamed if I know. We can account for every handful of May. Steady! 
Oh, there he goes again. 

“Sell a thousand May at one-fifty,” vociferated the bear-broker, throw- 
ing out his hand, one finger raised to indicate the number of “contracts” 
offered. This time it was evident that he was attacking the Hornung 
crowd deliberately, for, ignoring the jam of traders that swept toward 
him, he looked across the pit to where Going and Kimbark were shout- 
ing Soldi Soldi*' and nodded his head. 

A second time Going made memoranda of the trade, and either the 
Hornung holdings were increased by two thousands bushels of May 
wheat or the Hornung bank account swelled by at least three thousand 
dollars of some unknown short’s money. 

Of late — ^so sure was the bull crowd of its position — no one had even 
thought of glancing at the inspection sheet on the bulletin board. Bui 
now one of Going’s messengers hurried up to him with the announce- 
ment that this sheet showed receipts at Chicago for that morning of 
twenty-five thousand bushels, and not credited to Hornung. Someone 
had got hold of a line of wheat overlooked by the “clique” and was 
dumping it upon them. 

Wire the Chief, said Going over his shoulder to Merriam. This one 
struggled out of the crowd, and on a telegraph blank scribbled: 

“Strong bear movement — ^New man — Kennedy — Selling in lots of 
five contracts — Chicago receipts twenty-five thousand.” 

The message was despatched, and in a few moments the answer came 
back, laconic, of military terseness: 

“Support the market.” 

And Going obeyed, Merriam and Kimbark following, the new broker 
fairly throwing the wheat at them in thousand-bushel lots. 

“Sell May at ’fifty; sell May; sell May.” A moment’s indecision, an 
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instant’s hesitation, the first faint suggestion of weakness, and the 
market would have broken under them. But for the better part of four 
hours they stood their ground, taking all that was offered, in constant 
communication with the Chief, and from time to time stimulated and 
steadied by his brief, unvarying command: 

“Support the market.” 

At the close of the session they had brought in the twenty-five thou- 
sand bushels of May. Hornung’s position was as stable as a rock, and 
the price closed even with the opening figure — one dollar and a half. 

But the morning’s work was the talk of all La Salle Street. Who was 
back of the raid? What was the meaning of this unexpected selling? 
For weeks the pit trading had been merely nominal. Truslow, the Great 
Bear, from whom the most serious attack might have been expected, 
had gone to his country seat at Geneva Lake, in Wisconsin, declaring 
himself to be out of the market entirely. He went bass-fishing every day. 

IV. THE belt line 

On a certain day toward the middle of the month, at a time when the 
mysterious Bear had unloaded some eighty thousand bushels upon 
Hornung, a conference was held in the library of Hornung’s home. His 
broker attended it, and also a clean-faced, bright-eyed individual whose 
name of Cyrus Ryder might have been found upon the pay-roll of a 
rather well-known detective agency. For upward of half an hour after 
the conference began the detective spoke, the other two listening atten- 
tively, gravely. 

“Then, last of all,” concluded Ryder, “I made out I was a hobo, and 
began stealing rides on the Belt Line Railroad. Know that road? It just 
circles Chicago. Truslow owns it. Yes? Well, then I began to catch on. 
I noticed that cars of certain numbers — thirty-one nought thirty-four, 
thirty-two one ninety — well, the numbers don’t matter, but anyhow, 
these cars were always switched onto the sidings by Mr. Truslow’s main 
elevator D soon as they came in. The wheat was shunted in, and they 
were pulled out again. Well, I spotted one car and stole a ride on her. 
Say,, look here, that car went right around the city on the Belt, and came 
bac\ to D again, and the same wheat in her all the time. The grain was 
re-inspected — it was raw, I tell you — and the warehouse receipts made 
out just as though the stuff had come in from Kansas or lowa^^ 

“The same wheat all the time!” interrupted Hornung. 

“The same wheat — ^your wheat, that you sold to Truslow.” 

“Great snakes!” ejaculated Hornung’s broker. “Truslow never took 
\t abroad at all.” 

“Took it abroad! Say, he’s just been running it around Chicago, like 
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the supers in ‘Shenandoah,’ round an’ round, so you’d think it was a 
new lot, an’ selling it back to you again.” 

“No wonder we couldn’t account for so much wheat.” 

“Bought it from us at one-ten, and made us buy it back — our own 
wheat— at one-fifty.” 

Hornung and his broker looked at each other in silence for a moment. 
Then all at once Hornung struck the arm of his chair with his fist and 
exploded in a roar of laughter. The broker stared for one bewildered 
moment, then followed his example. 

“Sold! Sold!” shouted Hornung almost gleefully. “Upon my soul it’s 
as good as a Gilbert and Sullivan show. And we — C3h, Lord! Billy, 
shake on it, and hats off to my distinguished friend, Truslow. He’ll be 
President some day. Hey! What? Prosecute him? Not I.” 

“He’s done us out of a neat hatful of dollars for all that,” observed the 
broker, suddenly grave. 

“Billy, it’s worth the price.” 

“Well, tell you what. We were going to boost the price to one seventy- 
five next week, and make that our settlement figure.” 

“Can’t do it now. Can’t afford it.” 

“No. Here; we’ll let out a big link; we’ll put wheat at two dollars, and 
let it go at that.” 

“Two it is, then,” said the broker. 

V. THE BREAD LINE 

The street was very dark and absolutely deserted. It was a district on 
the “South Side,” not far from the Chicago River, given up largely to 
wholesale stores, and after nightfall was empty of all life. The echoes 
slept but lightly hereabouts, and the slightest footfall, the faintest noise, 
woke them upon the instant and sent them clamoring up and down 
the length of the pavement between the iron-shuttered fronts. The only 
light visible came from the side door of a certain “Vienna” bakery, 
where at one o’clock in the morning loaves of bread were given away to 
any who should ask. Every evening about nine o’clock the outcasts 
began to gather about the side door. The stragglers came in rapidly, and 
the line — the “bread line,” as it was called — began to form. By mid- 
night it was usually some hundred yards in length, stretching almost 
the entire length of the block. 

Toward ten in the evening, his collar turned up against the fine driz 
zle that pervaded the air, his hands in his pockets, his elbows gripping 
his sides, Sam Lewiston came up and silently took his place at the end 
of the line. 

Unable to conduct his farm upon a paying basis at the time when 
Truslow, the “Great Bear,” had sent the price of grain down to sixty- 
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two cents a bushel, Lewiston had turned over the entire property to his 
creditors, and, leaving Kansas for good, had abandoned farming, and 
had left his wife at her sister’s boarding house in Topeka with the un- 
derstanding that she was to join him in Chicago as soon as he had found 
a steady job. Then he had come to Chicago and had turned workman. 
His brother Joe conducted a small hat factory on Archer Avenue, and 
for a time he found there a meager employment. But difficulties had oc- 
curred, times were bad, the hat factory was involved in debts, the re- 
pealing of a certain import duty on manufactured felt overcrowded the 
home market with cheap Belgian and French products, and in the end 
his brother had assigned and gone to Milwaukee. 

Thrown out of work, Lewiston drifted aimlessly about Chicago, from 
pillar to post, working a little, earning here a dollar, there a dime, but 
always sinking, sinking, till at last the ooze of the lowest bottom dragged 
at his feet and the rush of the great ebb went over him and engulfed him 
and shut him out from the light, and a park bench became his home 
and the “bread line” his chief makeshift of subsistence. 

He stood now in the enfolding drizzle, sodden, stupefied with fatigue. 
Before and behind stretched the line. There was no talking. There was 
no sound. The street was empty. It was so still that the passing /)f a cable- 
car in the adjoining thoroughfare grated like prolonged rolling explo- 
sions, beginning and ending at immeasurable distances. The drizzle 
descended incessantly. After a long time midnight struck. 

There was something ominous and gravely impressive in this in- 
terminable line of dark figures, close-pressed, soundless; a crowd, yet 
absolutely still; a close-packed, silent file, waiting, waiting in the vast 
deserted night-ridden street; waiting without a word, without a move- 
ment, there under the night and under the slow-moving mists of rain. 

Few in the crowd were professional beggars. Most of them were 
workmen, long since out of work, forced into idleness by long-continued 
“hard times,” by ill luck, by sickness. To them the “bread line” was a 
godsend. At least they could not starve. Between jobs here in the end was 
somet^ng to hold them up — a small platform, as it were, above the 
sweep of black water, where for a moment they might pause and take 
breath before the plunge. 

The period of waiting on this night of rain seemed endless to those 
silent, hungry men; but at length there was a stir. The line moved. The 
side door opened. Ah, at last I They were going to hand out the bread. 

But instead of the usual white aproned undercook with his crowded 
hampers there now appeared in the doorway a new man— a young 
fellow who looked like a bookkeeper’s assistant. He bore in his hand 
a placard, which he tacked to the outside of the door. Then he disap* 
peared within the bakery, locking the door after him. 
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)l shudder of poignant despair, an unformed, inarticulate sense of 
calamity, seemed to run from end to end of the line. What had hap- 
pened? Those in the rear, unable to read the placard, surged forward, 
a sense of bitter disappointment clutching at their hearts. 

The line broke up, disintegrated into a shapeless throng — a throng 
that crowded forward and collected in front of the shut door whereon 
the placard was affixed. Lewiston, with the others, pushed forward. On 
the placard he read these words: 

“Owing to the fact that the price of grain has been increased to two 
dollars a bushel, there will be no distribution of bread from this bakery 
until further notice.” 

Lewiston turned away, dumb, bewildered. Till morning he walked 
the streets, going on without purpose, without direction. But now at 
last his luck had turned. Overnight the wheel of his fortunes had 
creaked and swung upon its axis, and before noon he had found a job 
in the street-cleaning brigade. In the course of time he rose to be first 
shift boss, then deputy inspector, then inspector, promoted to the dig- 
nity of driving in a red wagon with rubber tires and drawing a salary 
instead of mere wages. The wife was sent for and a new start made. 

But Lewiston never forgot. Dimly he began to see the significance of 
things. Caught once in the cogs and wheels of a great and terrible en- 
gine, he had seen — none better — ^its workings. Of all the men who had 
vainly stood in the “bread line” on that rainy night in early summer, 
he, perhaps, had been the only one who had struggled up to the surface 
again. How many others had gone down in the great ebb? Grim ques- 
tion; he dared not think how many. 

He had seen the two ends of a great wheat operation — a battle be- 
tween Bear and Bull. The stories (subsequently published in the city’s 
press) of Truslow’s countermove in selling Hornung his own wheat, 
supplied the unseen section. The farmer— he who raised the wheat— 
was ruined upon one hand; the working man— he who consumed it— 
was ruined upon the other. But between the two, the great operators, 
'vho never saw the wheat they traded in, bought and sold the world’s 
food, gambled in the nourishment of entire nations, practiced their 
tricks, their chicanery and oblique shifty “deals,” were reconciled in 
their differences, and went on through their appointed way, jovial, con- 
tented, enthroned, and unassailable. 
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The Open Boat 

A TALE INTENDED TO BE AFTER THE FACT. 

BEING THE EXPERIENCE OF FOUR MEN FROM THE SUNK 
STEAMER “commodore” 

BY STEPHEN CRANE 


ONE of them knew the color 
of the sky. Their eyes glanced level, and were fastened upon the waves 
that swept toward them. These waves were of the hue of slate, save 
for the tops, which were of foaming white, and all of the men knew 
the colors of the sea. The horizon narrowed and widened, and dipped 
and rose, and at all times its edge was jagged with waves that seemed 
thrust up in points like rocks. Many a man ought to have a bath-tub 
larger than the boat which here rode upon the sea. These waves were 
most wrongfully and barbarously abrupt and tall, and each froth top 
was a problem in small boat navigation. 

The cook squatted in the bottom and looked with both eyes at the 
six inches of gunwale which separated him from the ocean. His 
sleeves were rolled over his fat forearms, and two flaps of his un- 
buttoned vest dangled as he bent to bail out the boat. Often he said: 
‘‘Gawd! That was a narrow clip.” As he remarked it he invariably 
gazed eastward over the broken sea. 

The oiler, steering with one of the two oars in the boat, sometimes 
raised himself suddenly to keep clear of water that swirled in over the 
stern. It was a thin little oar and it seemed often ready to snap. 

The correspondent, pulling at the other oar, watched the waves and 
wondered why he was there. 

The injured captain, lying in the bow, was at this time buried in that 
profound dejection and indifference which comes, temporarily at least, 
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to even the bravest and most enduring when, willy-nilly, the firm fails, 
the army loses, the ship goes down. The mind of the master of a vessel 
is rooted deep in the timbers of her, though he commanded for a day 
or a decade, and this captain had on him the stern impression of a scene 
in the grays of dawn of seven turned faces, and later a stump of a top 
mast with a white ball on it that slashed to and fro at the waves, went 
low and lower, and down. Thereafter there was something strange in 
his voice. Although steady, it was deep with mourning, and of a quality 
beyond oration or tears. 

“Keep er a little more south, Billie,” said he. 

“ ‘A little more south,’ sir,” said the oiler in the stern. 

A seat in this boat was not unlike a seat upon a bucking broncho, 
and by the same token, a broncho is not much smaller. The craft pranced 
and reared, and plunged like an animal. As each wave came, and she 
rose for it, she seemed like a horse making at a fence outrageously high. 
The manner of her scramble over these walls of water is a mystic thing, 
and, moreover, at the top of them were ordinarily these problems in 
white water, the foam racing down from the summit of each wave, 
requiring a new leap, and a leap from the air. Then, after scornfully 
bumping a crest, she would slide, and race, and splash down a long 
incline, and arrive bobbing and nodding in front of the next menace. 

A singular disadvantage of the sea lies in the fact that after successfully 
surmounting one wave you discover that there is another behind it just 
as important and just as nervously anxious to do something effective in 
the way of swamping boats. In a ten-foot dingey one can get an idea of 
the resources of the sea in the line of waves that is not probable to the 
average experience which is never at sea in a dingey. As each slatey wall 
of water approached, it shut all else from the view of the men in the 
boat, and it was not difficult to imagine that this particular wave was 
the final outburst of the ocean, the last effort of the grim water. There 
was a terrible grace in the move of the waves, and they came in silence, 
save for the snarling of the crests. 

In the wan light, the faces of the men must have been gray. Their 
eyes must have glinted in strange ways as they gazed steadily astern. 
Viewed rrom a balcony, the whole thing would doubtless have been 
weirdly picturesque. But the men in the boat had no tin?e to see it, and 
if they had had leisure there were other things to occupy their minds. 
The sun swung steadily up the sky, and they knew it was broad day 
because the color of the sea changed from slate to emerald green, 
streaked with amber lights, and the foam was like tumbling snow. 
The process of the breaking day was unknown to them. They were 
aware only of this effect upon the color of the waves that rolled toward 
them. 
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In disjointed sentences the cook and the cortespondent argued as 
to the difference between a life-saving station and a house of refuge. 
The cook had said: “There’s a house of refuge just north of the Mosquito 
Inlet Light, and as soon as they see us, they’ll come off in their boat and 
pick us up/* 

“As soon as who see us?” said the correspondent. 

“The crew,” said the cook. 

“Houses of refuge don’t have crews,” said the correspondent. “As I 
understand them, they are only places where clothes and grub are 
stored for the benefit of shipwrecked people. They don’t carry crews.” 

“Oh, yes, they do,” said the cook. 

“No, they don’t,” said the correspondent. 

“Well, we’re not there yet, anyhow,” said the oiler, in the stern. 

“Well,” said the cook, “perhaps it’s not a house of refuge that I’m 
thinking of as being near Mosquito Inlet Light. Perhaps it’s a life-sav- 
ing station.” 

“We’re not there yet,” said the oiler, in the stern. 

II 

As the boat bounced from the top of each wave, the wind tore through 
the hair of the hatless men, and as the craft plopped her stern down 
again the spray splashed past them. The crest of each of these waves was 
a hill, from the top of which the men surveyed, for a moment, a broad 
tumultuous expanse, shining and wind-riven. It was probably splendid. 
It was probably glorious, this play of the free sea, wild with lights of 
emerald and white and amber. 

“Bully good thing it’s an on-shore wind,” said the cook. “If not, 
where would we be? Wouldn’t have a show.” 

“That’s right,” said the correspondent. 

The busy oiler nodded his assent. 

Then the captain, in the bow, chuckled in a way that expressed humor, 
contempt, tragedy, all in one. “Do you think we’ve got much of a show 
now, boys?” said he. 

Whereupon the three were silent, save for a trifle of hemming and 
hawing. To express any particular optimism at this time they felt to be 
childish and stupid, but they all doubtless possessed this sense of the 
situation in their mind. A young man thinks doggedly at such times> 
On the other hand, the ethics of their condition was decidedly against 
any open suggestion of hopelessness. So they were silent. 

“Oh, well,” said the captain, soothing his children, “We’ll get ashore 

all right.” , . , 1 

But there was that in his tone which made them think, so the oiler 

quoth: “Yes! If this wind holds!” 
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The cook was bailing: “Ycsl If we don’t catch hell in the surf.” 
Canton flannel gulls flew near and far. Sometimes they sat down on 
the sea, near patches of brown seaweed that rolled on the waves with 
a movement like carpets on a line in a gale. The birds sat comfortably 
in groups, and they were envied by some in the dingey, for the wrath of 
the sea was no more to them than it was to a covey of prairie chickens 
a thousand miles inland. Often they came very close and stared at the 
men with black bead-like eyes. At these times they were uncanny and 
sinister in their unblinking scrutiny, and the men hooted angrily at 
them, telling them to be gone. One came, and evidently decided to 
alight on the top of the captain’s head. The bird flew parallel to the 
boat and did not circle, but made short sidelong jumps in the air in 
chicken fashion. His black eyes were wistfully fixed upon the captain’s 
head. “Ugly brute,” said the oiler to the bird. “You look as if you were 
made with a jack-knife.” The cook and the correspondent swore darkly 
at the creature. The captain naturally wished to knock it away with 
the end of the heavy painter; but he did not dare do it, because anything 
resembling an emphatic gesture would have capsized this freighted 
boat, and so with his open hand, the captain gently and carefully waved 
the gull away. After it had been discouraged from the pursuit the cap- 
tain breathed easier on account of his hair, and others breathed easier 
because the bird struck their minds at this time as being somehow 
gruesome and ominous. 

In the meantime the oiler and the correspondent rowed. And alsc 
they rowed. 

They sat together in the same seat, and each rowed an oar. Then the 
oiler took both oars; then the correspondent took both oars; then the 
oiler; then the correspondent. They rowed and they rowed. The very 
ticklish part of the business was when the time came for the reclining 
one in the stern to take his turn at the oars. By the very last star of truth, 
't js easier to steal eggs from under a hen than it was to change seats 
in the dingey. First the man in the stern slid his hand along the thwart 
and moved with care, as if he were of Sevres. Then the man in the rowing 
scat slid his hand along the other thwart. It was all done with the most 
extraordinary care. As the two sidled past each other, the whole party 
l^ept watchful eyes on the coming wave, and the captain cried : “Look 
>ut now! Steady there!” 

The brown mats of seaweed that appeared from time to time were 
like islands, bits of earth. They were traveling, apparently, neither one 
^ay nor the other. They were, to all intents, stationary. TTiey informed 
the men in the boat that it was making progress slowly toward the land. 

The captain, rearing cautiously in the bow, after the dingey soared 
on a great swell, said that he had seen the lighthouse at Mosejuito Inlet 
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Presently the cook remarked that he had seen it. The correspondent 
was at the oars then, and for some reason he too wished to look at the 
lighthouse, but his back was toward the far shore and the waves were 
important, and for some time he could not seize an opportunity to turn 
his head. But at last there came a wave more gentle than the others, and 
when at the crest of it he swiftly scoured the western horizon. 

“See it?” said the captain. 

“No,” said the correspondent slowly, “I didn’t see anything.” 

“Look again,” said the captain. He pointed. “It’s exactly in that direc- 
tion.” 

At the top of another wave, the correspondent did as he was bid, and 
this time his eyes chanced on a small still thing on the edge of the sway- 
ing horizon. It was precisely like the point of a pin. It took an anxious 
eye to find a lighthouse so tiny. 

“Think we’ll make it, captain?” 

“If this wind holds and the boat don’t swamp, we can’t do much 
else,” said the captain. 

The little boat, lifted by each towering sea, and splashed viciously by 
the crests, made progress that in the absence of seaweed was not ap- 
parent to those in her. She seemed just a wee thing wallowing, mirac- 
ulously top up, at the mercy of five oceans. Occasionally, a great spread 
of water, like white flames, swarmed into her. 

“Bail her, cook,” said the captain serenely. 

“All right, captain,” said the cheerful cook. 

Ill 

It would be difficult to describe the subtle brotherhood of men that was 
here established on the seas. No one said that it was so. No one men- 
tioned it. But it dwelt in the boat, and each man felt it warm him. 
They were a captain, an oiler, a cook and a correspondent, and they were 
friends, friends in a more curiously iron-bound degree than may be 
common. The hurt captain, lying against the water jar in the bow, 
spokcftilways in a low voice and calmly, but he could never command 
a more ready and swiftly obedient crew than the motley three of the 
dingey. It was more than a mere recognition of what was best for the 
common safety. There was surely in it a quality that was personal and 
heartfelt. And after this devotion to the commander of the boat there 
was this comradeship that the correspondent, for instance, who had been 
taught to be cynical of men, knew even at the time was the best experi- 
ence of his life. But no one said that it was so. No one mentioned it. 

“I wish we had a sail,” remarked the captain. “We might try my 
overcoat on the end of an oar and give you two boys a chance to rest. 
So the cook and the correspondent held the mast and spread wide the 
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overcoat. The oiler steered, and the little boat made good way with her 
new rig. Sometimes the oiler had to scull sharply to keep a sea from 
breaking into the boat, but otherwise sailing was a success. 

Meanwhile the lighthouse had been growing slowly larger. It had 
now almost assumed color, and appeared like a little gray shadow on the 
sky. The man at the oars could not be prevented from turning his head 
rather often to try for a glimpse of this little gray shadow. 

At last, from the top of each wave the men in the tossing boat could 
see land. Even as the lighthouse was an upright shadow on the sky, this 
land seemed but a long black shadow on the sea. It certainly was thinner 
than paper. “We must be about opposite New Smyrna,’’ said the cook- 
who had coasted this shore often in schooners. “Captain, by the way, I 
believe they abandoned that life-saving station there about a year ago.” 

“Did they?” said the captain. 

The wind slowly died away. The cook and the correspondent were 
not now obliged to slave in order to hold high the oar. But the waves 
continued their old impetuous swooping at the dingey, and the little 
craft, no longer under way, struggled woundily over them. The oiler 
or the correspondent took the oars again. 

Shipwrecks arc d propos of nothing. If men could only train for them 
and have them occur when the men had reached pink condition, there 
would be less drowning at sea. Of the four in the dingey none had slept 
any time worth mentioning for two days and two nights previous to 
embarking in the dingey, and in the excitement of clambering about 
the deck of a foundering ship they had also forgotten to eat heartily. 

For these reasons, and for others, neither the oiler nor the correspond- 
ent was fond of rowing at this time. The correspondent wondered 
ingenuously how in the name of all that was sane could there be people 
who thought it amusing to row a boat. It was not an amusement; it was 
a diabolical punishment, and even a genius of mental aberrations could 
never conclude that it was anything but a horror to the muscles and a 
crime against the back. He mentioned to the boat in general how the 
amusement of rowing struck him, and the weary-faced oiler smiled in 
full sympathy. Previously to the foundering, by the way, the oiler had 
I worked double-watch in the engine-room of the ship. 

“T akc her easy, now, boys,” said the captain. “Don’t spend yourselves. 

I If we have to run a surf you’ll need all your strength, because we’ll sure 
kave to swim for it. Take your time.” 

Slowly the land arose from the sea. From a black line it became a lint 
of black and a line of white, trees and sand- Finally, the captain said that 
kc could make out a house on the shore. “That’s the house of > refuge, 
sure,” said the cook. “They’ll see us before long, and come out after us.” 

The distant lighthouse reared high. “The keeper ought to be able to 
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make us out now, if he’s looking through a glass,*' said the captaia. 
“He’ll notify the life-saving people.” 

“None of those other boats could have got ashore to give word ot 
the wreck,” said the oiler, in a low voice. “Else the lifeboat would be 
out hunting us.” 

Slowly and beautifully the land loomed out of the sea. The wind 
came again. It had veered from the northeast to the southeast. Finally, 
a new sound struck the ears of the men in the boat. It was the low thun 
der of the surf on the shore. “We’ll never be able to make the light- 
house now,” said the captain. “Swing her head a little more north, 
Billie,” said he. 

“ ‘A little more north,’ sir,” said the oiler. 

Whereupon the little boat turned her nose once more down the wind, 
and all but the oarsman watched the shore grow. Under the influence 
of this expansion doubt and direful apprehension was leaving the minds 
of the men. The management of the boat was still most absorbing, but it 
could not prevent a quiet cheerfulness. In an hour, perhaps, they would 
be ashore. 

Their backbones had become thoroughly used to balancing in the 
boat, and they now rode this wild colt of a dingey like circus men. The 
correspondent thought that he had been drenched to the skin, but hap 
pening to feel in the top pocket of his coat, he found therein eight cigars. 
Four of them were soaked with sea water; four were perfectly scatheless. 
After a search, somebody produced three dry matches, and thereupon 
the four waifs rode impudently in their little boat, and with an assurance 
of an impending rescue shining in their eyes, puffed at the big cigars and 
judged well and ill of all men. Everybody took a drink of water 

IV 

“Cook,” remarked the captain, “there don’t seem to be any signs of life 
about your house of refuge.” 

“No,” replied the cook. “Funny they don’t sec us I” 

A broad stretch of lowly coast lay before the eyes of the men. It was 
of dun«^ topped with dark vegetation. The roar of the surf was plain, 
and sometimes they could see the white lip of a wave as it spun up the 
beach. A tiny house was blocked out black upon the sky. Southward, 
the slim lighthouse lifted its little gray length. 

Tide, wind, and waves were swinging the dingey northward. “Funny 
they don’t see us,” said the men. 

The surfs roar was here dulled, but its tone was, nevertheless, thun- 
derous and mighty. As the boat swam over the great rollers, the men 
lat listening to this roar. “We’ll swamp sure,” said everybody. 

It is fair to say here that there was not a life-saving station within 
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in consequence they made dark and opprobrious remarks concerning 
the eyesight of the nation’s life-savers. Four scowling men sat in the 
dingey and surpassed records in the invention of epithets. 

“Funny they don’t see us.” 

The lightheartedness of a former time had completely faded. To their 
sharpened minds it was easy to conjure pictures of all kinds of incom- 
pctency and blindness and, indeed, cowardice. There was the shore of 
the populous land, and it was bitter and bitter to them that from it 
came no sign. 

“Well,” said the captain, ultimately, “I suppose we’ll have to make a 
try for ourselves. If we stay out here too long, we’ll none of us have 
strength left to swim after the boat swamps.” 

And so the oiler, who was at the oars, turned the boat straight for 
the shore. There was a sudden tightening of muscle. There was some 
thinking. 

“If we don’t all get ashore ” said the captain. “If we don’t all get 

ashore, I suppose you fellows know where to send news of my finish?” 

They then briefly exchanged some addresses and admonitions. As for 
the reflections of the men, there was a great deal of rage in them. Per- 
chance they might be formulated thus: “If I am going to be drowned — 
if I am going to be drowned — if I am going to be drowned, why, in the 
name of the seven mad gods who rule the sea, was I allowed to come 
thus far and contemplate sand and trees? Was I brought here merely 
to have my nose dragged away as I was about to nibble the sacred cheese 
of life? It is preposterous. If this old ninny woman, Fate, cannot do bet- 
ter than this, she should be deprived of the management of men’s for- 
tunes. She is an old hen who knows not her intention. If she has 
decided to drown me, why did she not do it in the beginning and save 
me all this trouble? The whole affair is absurd. . . . But no, she cannot 
mean to drown me. She dare not drown me. She cannot drown me. Not 
after all this work.” Afterward the man might have had an impulse to 
shake his fist at the clouds: “Just you drown me, now, and then hear 
what I call you!” 

The billows that came at this time were more formidable. They 
seemed always just about to break and roll over the little boat in a tur- 
moil of foam. There was a preparatory and long growl in the speech 
of them. No mind unused to the sea would have concluded that the 
dingey could ascend these sheer heights in time. The shore was still 
afar. The oiler was a wily surfman. “Boys,” he said swiftly, “she won’t 
hve three minutes more, and we’re too far out to swim. Shall I take 
icr to sea again, captain?” 

”Yes! Go ahead!” said the captain. 
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This oiler, by a scries of quick miracles, and fast and steady oarsman- 
ship, turned the boat in the middle of the surf and took her safely V) 
sea again. 

There was a considerable silence as the boat bumped over the fur* 
rowed sea to deeper water. Then somebody in gloom spoke. “Well, 
anyhow, they must have seen us from the shore by now.” 

The gulls went in slanting flight up the wind toward the gray 
desolate east. A squall, marked by dingy clouds, and clouds brick rcH, 
like smoke from a burning building, appeared from the southepst, 

“What do you think of those life-saving people? Ain’t they peacnes?” 

“Funny they haven’t seen us.” 

“Maybe they think we’re out here for sport! Maybe they think 
fishin’. Maybe they think we’re damned fools.” 

It was a long afternoon. A changed tide tried to force them southward, 
but the wind and wave said northward. Far ahead, where coastline, sea, 
and sky formed their mighty angle, there were little dots which seemed 
to indicate a city on the shore. 

“St. Augustine?” 

The captain shook his head. “Too near Mosquito Inlet.” 

And the oiler rowed, and then the correspondent rowed. Then the 
oiler rowed. It was a weary business. The human back can become the 
scat of more aches and pains than are registered in books for the com- 
posite anatomy of a regiment. It is a limited area, but it can become the 
theater of innumerable muscular conflicts, tangles, wrenches, knots, 
and other comforts. 

“Did you ever like to row, Billie?” asked the corresoondenU 

“No,” said the oiler. “Hang it!” 

When one exchanged the rowing seat for a place in the bottom of 
the boat, he suffered a bodily depression that caused him to be careless 
of everything save an obligation to wiggle one finger. There was cold 
sea water swashing to and fro in the boat, and he lay in it. His head, 
pillowed on a thwart, was within an inch of the swirl of a wave crest, 
and sometimes a particularly obstreperous sea came in-board and 
dren(!hed him once more. But these matters did not annoy him. It is 
almost certain that if the boat had capsized he would have tumble«d 
comfortably out upon the ocean as if he felt sure that it was a great soft 
mattress. 

“Look! There’s a man on the shore!” 

“Where?” 

“There! See ’im? Sec ’im?” 

“Yes, sure! He’s walking along.” 

“Now he’s stopped. Look! He’s facing us!” 

’'He’s waving at us!” 
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‘*So he isl By thunder!” 

“Ah, now we’re all right! Now we’re all right! There’ll be a boat out 
here for us in half an hour.” 

“He’s going on. He’s running. He’s going up to that house there.” 

The remote beach seemed lower than the sea, and it required a search- 
ing glance to discern the little black figure. The captain saw a floating 
stick and they rowed to it. A bath towel was by some weird chance in 
the boat, and, tying this on the stick, the captain waved it. The oarsman 
did not dare turn his head, so he was obliged to ask questions. 

“What’s he doing now?” 

“He’s standing still again. He’s looking, I think. . . . There he goes 
again. Toward the house. . . . Now he’s stopped again.” 

“Is he waving at us?” 

“No, not now! he was, though.” 

“Look! There comes another man!” 

“He’s running.” 

“Look at him go, would you.” 

“Why, he’s on a bicycle. Now he’s met the other man. They’re both 
waving at us. Look!” 

“There comes something up the beach.” 

“What che devil is that thing?” 

“Why it looks like a boat.” 

“Why, certainly it’s a boat.” 

“No, it’s on wheels.” 

“Yes, so it is. Well, that must be the life-boat. They drag them along 
shore on a wagon.” 

“That’s the life-boat, sure.” 

“No, by , it’s — it’s an omnibus.” 

*‘I tell you it’s a life-boat.” 

“It is not! It’s an omnibus. I can sec it plain. See? One of these big 
hotel omnibuses.” 

“Ly thunder, you’re right. It’s an omnibus, sure as fate. What do 
you suppose they are doing with an omnibus? Maybe they arc going 
around collecting the life-crew, hey?” 

“That’s it, likely. Look! There’s a fellow waving a little black flag. 
He’s standing on the steps of the omnibus. There come those other two 
fellows. Now they’re all talking together. Look at the fellow with the 
flag. Maybe he ain’t waving it.” 

“That ain’t a flag, is it? That’s his coat. Why, certainly, that’s his coat.** 

“So it is. It’s his coat. He’s taken it off and is waving it around his 
head. But would you look at him swing it.” 

“Oh, say, there isn’t any life-saving station there. That’s just a winter 
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resort hotel omnibus that has brought over some of the boarders to see 
us drown.” 

‘What*s that idiot with the coat mean? What’s he signaling, any- 
how?” 

“It looks as if he were trying to tell us to go north. There must be a 
life-saving station up there.” 

“No! He thinks we’re fishing. Just giving us a merry hand. See? Ah, 
there, Willie!” 

“Well, I wish I could make something out of those signals. What do 
you suppose he means?” 

“He don’t mean anything. He’s just playing.” 

“Well, if he’d just signal us to try the surf again, or to go to sea and 
wait, or go north, or go south, or go to hell — there would be some reason 
in it. But look at him. He just stands there and keeps his coat revolving 
like a wheel. The ass!” 

“There come more people.” 

“Now there’s quite a mob. Look! Isn’t that a boat?” 

“Where? Oh, I see where you mean. No, that’s no boat.” 

“That fellow is still waving his coat.” 

“He must think we like to see him do that. Why don’t he quit it? 
It don’t mean anything.” 

“I don’t know. I think he is trying to make us go north. It must he 
that there’s a life-saving station there somewhere.” 

“Say, he ain’t tired yet. Look at ’im wave.” 

“Wonder how long he can keep that up. He’s been revolving his coat 
ever since he caught sight of us. He’s an idiot. Why aren’t they getting 
men to bring a boat out? A fishing boat— one of those big yawls— 
could come out here all right. Why don’t he do something?” 

“Oh, it’s all right, now.” 

“They’ll have a boat out here for us in less than no time, now that 
they’ve seen us.” 

A faint yellow tone came into the sky over the low land. The shadows 
on the sea slowly deepened. The wind bore coldness with it, and the 
men ^egan to shiver. 

“Holy smoke!” said one, allowing his voice to express his impious 
mood, “if we keep on monkeying out here! If we’ve got to flounder out 
here all night!” 

“Oh, we’ll never have to stay here all night! Don’t you worry. They’ve 
seen us now, and it won’t be long before they’ll come chasing out after 
us.” 

The shore grew dusky. The man waving a coat blended gradually 
into this gloom, and it swallowed in the same manner the omnibus and 
the j^^oup of people. The spray, when it dashed uproariously over the 
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side, made the voyagers shrink and swear like men who were being 
branded. 

“I’d like to catch the chump who waved the coat. I feel like soaking 
him one, just for luck.” 

“Why? What did he do?” 

“Oh, nothing, but then he seemed so damned cheerful.” 

In the meantime the oiler rowed, and then the correspondent rowed, 
and then the oiler rowed. Gray-faced and bowed forward, they mechan- 
ically, turn by turn, plied the leaden oars. The form of the lighthouse 
had vanished from the southern horizon, but finally a pale star appeared, 
just lifting from the sea. The streaked saffron in the west passed before 
the all-merging darkness, and the sea to the east was black. The land 
had vanished, and was expressed only by the low and drear thunder 
of the surf. 

“If I am going to be drowned — ^if I am going to be drowned — if I am 
going to be drowned, why, in the name of the seven mad gods who rule 
the sea, was I allowed to come thus far and contemplate sand and trees? 
Was I brought here merely to have my nose dragged away as I was 
about to nibble the sacred cheese of life?” 

The patient captain, drooped over the water jar, was sometimes 
obliged to speak to the oarsman. 

“Keep her head up! Keep her head up!” 

“ ‘Keep her head up,’ sir.” The voices were weary and low. 

This was surely a quiet evening. All save the oarsman lay heavily and 
listlessly in the boat’s bottom. As for him, his eyes were just capable of 
noting the tall black waves that swept forward in a most sinister silence, 
save for an occasional subdued growl of a crest. 

The cook’s head was on a thwart, and he looked without interest at 
the water under his nose. He was deep in other scenes. Finally he spoke. 
“Billie,” he murmured, dreamily, “what kind of pie do you like best?” 


“Pie,” said the oiler and the correspondent, agitatedly. “Don’t talk about 
those things, blast you!” 

“Well,” said the cook, “I was just thinking about ham sandwiches, 
and ” 

_ A night on the sea in an open boat is a long nig ht.J\s darkness settled 
finally, the shine ot the light, lifting from the sea in the south, changed 
to full gold. On the northern horizon a new light appeared, a small 
bluish gleam on the edge of the waters. These two lights were the 
furniture of the world. Otherwise there was nothing but waves. 

Two men huddled in the stern, and distances were so magnificent 
in the dingey that the rower was enabled to keep his feet partly warmed 
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by thrusting them under his companions. Their legs indeed extended 
far under the rowing seat until they touched the feet of the captain 
forward. Sometimes, despite the efforts of the tired oafsman, a wave 
came piling into the boat, an icy wave of the night, and the chilling 
water soaked them anew. They would twist their bodies for a moment 
and groan, and sleep the dead sleep once more, while the water in the 
boat gurgled about them as the craft rocked. 

The plan of the oiler and the correspondent was for one to row until 
he lost the ability, and then arouse the other from his sea water couch 
in the bottom of the boat. 

The oiler plied the oars until liis head drooped forward, and the 
overpowering sleep blinded him And he rowed yet afterward. Then 
he touched a man in the bottom of the boat and called his name. “Will 
you spell me for a little while?” he said, meekly. 

“Sure, Billie,” said the correspondent, awakening and dragging him- 
self to a sitting position. They exchanged places carefully, and the oiler, 
cuddling down in the sea water at the cook’s side, seemed to go to sleep 
instantly. 

The particular violence of the sea had ceased. The waves came with- 
out snarling. The obligation of the man at the oars was to keep the boat 
headed so that the tilt of the rollers would not capsize her, and to pre- 
serve her from filling when the crests rushed past. The black waves were 
silent and hard to be seen in the darkness. Often one was almost upon 
the boat before the oarsman was aware. 

In a low voice the correspondent addressed the captain. He was not 
sure that the captain was awake, although this iron man seemed to be 
always awake. “Captain, shall I keep her making for that light north, 
sir?” 

The same steady voice answered him. “Yes. Keep it about two points 
off the port bow.” 

The cook had tied a life belt around himself in order to get even the 
warmth which this clumsy cork contrivance could donate, and he 
seemed almost stove-like when a rower, whose teeth invariably chattered 
wildly is soon as he ceased his labor, dropped down to sleep. 

The correspondent, as he rowed, looked down at the two men sleep- 
ing under foot. The cook’s arm was around the oiler’s shoulders, and, 
with their fragmentary clothing and haggard faces, they were the 
babes df the sea, a grotesque rendering of the old babes in the wood. 

Lat^p he must have grown, stupid at his work, for suddenly there 
was a growling of water, and a crest came with a roar and a swash 
into the boat, and it was a wonder that it did not set the cook afloat 
in his life belt. The cook continued to sleep, but the oiler sat up, blink- 
ine his eyes and shaking with the new cold. 



591 


THE OPEN BOAT 

"Oh, I’m awful sorry, Billie,” said the correspondent contritely. 

"That’s all right, old boy,” said the oiler, and lay down again and was 
asleep. 

Presently it seemed that even the captain dozed, and the correspondcni 
thought that he was the one man afloat on all the oceans. The wind had 
a voice as it came over the waves, and it was sadder than the end. 

There was a long, loud swishing astern of the boat, and a gleaming 
trail of phosphorescence, like blue flame, was furrowed on the black 
waters. It might have been made by a monstrous knife. 

Then there came a stillness, while the correspondent breathed with 
the open mouth and looked at the sea. 

Suddenly there was another swish and another long flash of bluish 
light, and this time it was alongside the boat, and might almost have 
been reached with an oar. The correspondent saw an enormous fin 
speed like a shadow through the water, hurling the crystalline spray 
and leaving the long glowing trail. 

The correspondent looked over his shoulder at the captain. His face 
was hidden, and he seemed to be asleep. He looked at the babes of the 
sea. They certainly were asleep. So, being bereft of sympathy, he leaned 
a little way to one side and swore softly into the sea. 

But the thing did not then leave the vicinity of the boat. Ahead or 
astern, on one side or the other, at intervals long or short, fled the long 
sparkling streak, and there was to be heard the whirroo of the dark 
fin. The speed and power of the thing was greatly to be admired. It cut 
the water like a gigantic and keen projectile. 

The presence of this biding thing did not affect the man with the 
same horror that it would if he had been a picnicker. He simply looked 
at the sea dully and swore in an undertone. 

Nevertheless, it is true that he did not wish to be alone. He wished 
one of his companions to awaken by chance and keep him company 
with it. But the captain hung motionless over the water jar, and the 
oiler and the cook in the bottom of the boat were plunged in slumber. 

VI 

'‘If I am going to be drowned — if I am going to be drowned — if I am 
going to be drowned, why, in the name of the seven mad gods who 
rule the sea, was I allowed to come thus far and contemplate sand and 
trees?” 

During this dismal night, it may be remarked that a man would 
conclude that it was really the intention of the seven mad gods to drown 
him, despite the abominable injustice of it. For it was certainly an 
abominable injustice to drown a man who had worked so hard, so 
hard. The man felt it would be a crime most unnatural. Other people 
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had drowned at sea since galleys swarmed with painted sails, bat sdll — - 
^ When it occurs to a man that nature does not regard him as im- 
portant, and that she feels she would not maim the universe by dispos- 
ing of him, he at first wishes to throw bricks at the temple, and he hates 
deeply the fact that there are no bricks and no temples. Any visible 
expression of nature would surely be pelleted with his jeers. 

Then, if there be no tangible thing to hoot he feels, perhaps, the desire 
to confront a personification and indulge in pleas, bowed to one knee, 
and with hands supplicant, saying: “Yes, but I love myself.” 

A high cold star on a winter’s night is the word he feels that she says 
to him. Thereafter he knows the pathos of his situation. 

'^he men in the dingey had not discussed these matters, but each had, 
no doubt, reflected upon them in silence and according to his mind. 
There was seldom any expression upon their faces save the general one 
of complete weariness. Speech was devoted to the business of the boat. 

To chime the notes of his emotion, a verse mysteriously entered the 
correspondent’s head. He had even forgotten that he had forgotten this 
verse, but it suddenly was in his mind. 

“A soldier of the Legion lay dying in Algiers, 

There was a lack of woman’s nursing, there was dearth of woman’s 

tears; 

But a comrade stood beside him, and he took that comrade’s hand, 

And he said ; 1 shall never see my own, my native land.’ ” 

In his childhood, the correspondent had been made acquainted with 
the fact that a soldier of the Legion lay dying in Algiers, but he had 
never regarded the fact as important. Myriads of his school fellows had 
informed him of the soldier’s plight, but the dinning had naturally ended 
by making him perfectly indifferent. He had never considered it his 
affair that a soldier of the Legion lay dying in Algiers, nor had it ap- 
peared to him as a matter for sorrow. It was less to him than the break- 
ing of a pencil’s point. 

Now, however, it quaintly came to him as a human, living thing- 
It was no longer merely a picture of a few throes in the breast of a 
poet, meanwhile drinking tea and warming his feet at the grate; it 
was an actuality— stern, mournful, and fine. 

The correspondent plainly saw the soldier. He lay on the sand with 
his feet out straight and still. While his pale left hand was upon his 
chest in an attempt to thwart the going of his life, the blood came 
between his fingers. In the far Algerian distance, a city of low square 
forms was set against a sky that was faint with the last sunset hues. The 
correspondent, plying the oars and dreaming of the slow and slower 
movements of the lips of the soldier, was moved by a profound and 




THE OPEN BOAT 


595 

perfectly impersonal comprehension. He was sorry for the soldier of the 
Legion who lay dying in Algiers. 

The thing which had followed the boat and waited, had evidently 
jrrown bored at the delay. There was no longer to be heard the slash 
of the cut water, and there was no longer the flame of the long trail. The 
light in the north still glimmered, but it was apparently no nearer to 
I he boat. Sometimes the boom of the surf rang in the correspondent’s 
ears, and he turned the craft seaward then and rowed harder. South- 
ward, someone had evidently built a watch fire on the beach. It was 
too low and too far to be seen, but it made a shimmering, roseate reflec- 
tion upon the bluff back of it, and this could be discerned from the 
boat. The wind came stronger, and sometimes a wave suddenly raged 
out like a mountain cat, and there was to be seen the sheen and sparkle 
of a broken crest. 

The captain, in the bow, moved on his water jar and sat erect. “Pretty 
long night,” he observed to the correspondent. He looked at the shore. 
“Those life-saving people take their time.” 

“Did you see that shark playing around?” 

“Yes, I saw him. He was a big fellow, all right.” 

“Wish I had known you were awake.” 

Later the correspondent spoke into the bottom of the boat. 

“Hillie!” There was a slow and gradual disentanglement. “Billie, will 
you spell me?” 

“Sure,” said the oiler. 

As soon as the correspondent touched the cold comfortable sea water 
ill ihe bottom of the boat, and had huddled close to the cook’s life belt 
lie was deep in sleep, despite the fact that his teeth played all the popular 
bill's. This sleep was so good to him that it was but a moment before he 
heard a voice call his name in a tone that demonstrated the last stages 
of exhaustion. “Will you spell me?” 

“Sure, Billie.” 

The light in the north had mysteriously vanished, but the correspond- 
ent took his course from the wide-awake captain. 

Later in the night they took the boat farther out to sea, and the cap- 
tain directed the cook to take one oar at the stern and keep the boat 
facing the seas. He was to call out if he should hear the thunder of the 
surf. This plan enabled the oiler and the correspondent to get respite 
together. “We’ll give those boys a chance to get into shape again,” said 
the captain. They curled down and, after a few preliminary chatterings 
and trembles, slept once more the dead sleep. Neither knew they had 
bequeathed to the cook the company of another shark, or perhaps the 
same shark. 

As the boat caroused on the waves, spray occasionally bumped over 
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the side and gave them a fresh soaking, but this had no power to break 
their repose. The ominous slash of the wind and the water affected 
them as it would have affected mummies. 

“Boys,” said the cook, with the notes of every reluctance in his voice, 
“she’s drifted in pretty close. I guess one of you had better take her 
to sea again.” The correspondent, aroused, heard the crash of the 
toppled crests. 

As he was rowing, the captain gave him some whisky and water, and 
this steadied the chills out of him. “If I ever get ashore and anybody 
shows me even a photograph of an oar ” 

At last there was a short conversation. 

“Billie. . . . Billie, will you spell me?” 

“Sure,” said the oiler. 


VII 

When the correspondent again opened his eyes, the sea and the sky 
were each of the gray hue of the dawning. Later, carmine and gold 
was painted upon the waters. The morning appeared finally, in its 
splendor, with a sky of pure blue, and the sunlight flamed on the tips 
of the waves. 

On the distant dunes were set many little black cottages, and a tall 
white windmill reared above them. No man, nor dog, nor bicycle ap- 
peared on the beach. The cottages might have formed a deserted village. 

The voyagers scanned the shore. A conference was held in the boat. 
“Well,” said the captain, “if no help is coming we might better try a 
run through the surf right away. If we stay out here much longer we 
will be too weak to do anything for ourselves at all.” The others silently 
acquiesced in this reasoning. The boat was headed for the beach. The 
correspondent wondered if none ever ascended the tall wind tower, and 
if then they never looked seaward. This tower was a giant, standing 
with its back to the plight of the ants. It represented in a degree, to the 
correspondent, the serenity of nature amid the struggles of the in- 
dividual — nature in the wind, and nature in the vision of men. She 
did hot seem cruel to him then^ nor benefice nt, nor treacherous, nor 
^iscL^ ^t she was indiffereiitHla^JS^K^rcnfr^t is, perhaps, plausible 
that a mah in this situation;" impSres^^ the unconcern of the 
universe, should see the innumerable flaws of his life, and have them 
taste wickedly in his mind and wish for another chance. A distinction 
between right and wrong seems absurdly clear to him, then, in this 
new ignorance of the grave edge, and he understands that if he were 
given another opportunity he would mend his conduct and his words, 
^nd be better and brighter during an introduction or at a tea. 

. ^**Now, boys,” said the captain, “she is going to swamp, sure. All wc 
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can do is to work her in as far as possible, and then when she swamps, 
pile out and scramble for the beach. Keep cool now, and don’t jump 
until she swamps sure.” 

The oiler took the oars. Over his shoulders he scanned the surf. 
“Captain,” he said, “I think I’d better bring her about- and keep her 
head-on to the seas and back her in.” 

“All right, Billie,” said the captain. “Back her in.” The oiler swung 
the boat then and, seated in the stern, the cook and the correspondent 
were obliged to look over their shoulders to contemplate the lonely 
and indifferent shore. 

The monstrous in-shore rollers heaved the boat high until the men 
were again enabled to see the white sheets of water scudding up the 
slanted beach. “We won’t get in very close,” said the captain. Each time 
a man could wrest his attention from the rollers, he turned his glance 
toward the shore, and in the expression of the eyes during this contem- 
plation there was r singular quality. The correspondent, observing the 
others, knew that they were not afraid, but the full meaning of theii 
glances was shrouded. 

As for himself, he was too tired to grapple fundamentally with the 
fact. He tried to coerce his mind into thinking of it, but the mind was 
dominated at this time by the muscles, and the muscles said they did 
not care. It merely occurred to him that if he should drown it would 
be a shame. 

There were no hurried words, no pallor, no plain agitation. The 
men simply looked at the shore. “Now, remember to get well clear of 
the boat when you jump,” said the captain. 

Seaward the crest of a roller suddenly fell with a thunderous crash, 
and the long white comber came roaring down upon the boat. 

“Steady now,” said the captain. The men were silent. They turned 
their eyes from the shore to the comber and waited. The boat slid up 
the incline, leaped at the furious top, bounced over it, and swung down 
the long back of the wave. Some water had been shipped and the cook 
bailed it out. 

But the next crashed also. The tumbling, boiling flood of white water 
caught the boat and whirled it almost perpendicular. Water swarmed 
in from all sides. The correspondent had his hands on the gunwale at 
this time, and when the water entered at that place he swiftly withdrew 
his fingers, as if he objected to wetting them. 

The little boat, drunken with this weight of water, reeled and snug' 
glcd deeper into the sea. 

“Bail her out, cook! Bail her out,” said the captain. 

“All right, captain,” said the cook. 



STEPHEN CRANE 


598 

“Now, boys, the next one will do for us, sure,” said the oiler. “Mind 
to jump clear of the boat.” 

The third wave moved forward, huge, furious, implacable. It fairly 
swallowed the dingey, and almost simultaneously the men tumbled 
into the sea. A piece of life belt had lain in the bottom of the boat, and as 
the correspondent went overboard he held this to his chest with his left 
hand. 

The January water was icy, and he reflected immediately that it was 
colder than he had expected to find it on the coast of Florida. This 
appeared to his dazed mind as a fact important enough to be noted at 
the time. The coldness of the water was sad; it was tragic. This fact 
was somehow so mixed and confused with his opinion of his own situa- 
tion that it seemed almost a proper reason for tears. The water was cold. 

When he came to the surface he was conscious of little but the noisy 
water. Afterward he saw his companions in the sea. The oiler was ahead 
in the race. He was swimming strongly and rapidly. Off to the corre- 
spondent’s left, the cook’s great white and corked back bulged out of 
the water, and in the rear the captain was hanging with his one good 
hand to the keel of the overturned dingey. 

There is a certain immovable quality to a shore, and the correspondent 
wondered at it amid the confusion of the sea. 

It seemed also very attractive, but the correspondent knew that it w.is 
a long Journey, and he paddled leisurely. The piece of life preserver lay 
under him, and sometimes he whirled down the incline of a wave as 
if he were on a hand-sled. 

But finally he arrived at a place in the sea where travel was beset with 
difficulty. He did not pause swimming to inquire what manner of cur- 
rent had caught him, but there his progress ceased. The shore was set 
before him like a bit of scenery on a stage, and he looked at it and 
understood with his eyes each detail of it. 

As the cook passed, much farther to the left, the captain was calling 
to him, “Turn over on your back, cook! Turn over on your back and 
use thc^r.” 

“All right, sir.” The cook turned on his back, and, paddling with an 
oar, went ahead as if he were a canoe. 

Presently the boat also passed to the left of the correspondent with 
the captain clinging with one hand to the keel. He would have appeared 
like a man raising himself to look over a board fence, if it were not for 
<hc extraordinary gymnastics of the boat. The correspondent marveled 
that the captain could still hold to it. 

They passed on, nearer to shore—the oiler, the cook, the captain— 
"J^owing them went the water jar, bouncing gayly over the seas, 
brrespondent remained in the grip of this strange new enemy— 
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a current. The shore, with its white slope of sand and its green bluff, 
topped with little silent cottages, was spread like a picture before him. 
It was very near to him then, but he was impressed as one who in a 
gallery looks at a scene from Brittany or Holland. 

He thought: “I am going to drown? Can it be possible? Can it be 
possible? Can it be possible?” Perhaps an individual must consider his 
own death to be the final phenomenon of nature. 

But later a wave perhaps whirled him out of this small, deadly cur- 
rent, for he found suddenly that he could again make progress toward 
the shore. Later still, he was aware that the captain, clinging with one 
hand to the keel of the dingey, had his face turned away from the shore 
and toward him, and was calling his name. “Come to the boat! Come 
to the boat!” 

In his struggle to reach the captain and the boat, he reflected that 
when one gets properly wearied, drowning must really be a comfortable 
arrangement, a cessation of hostilities accompanied by a large degree of 
relief, and he was glad of it, for the main thing in his mind for some 
months had been horror of the temporary agony. He did not wish to 
he hurt. 

Presently he saw a man running along the shore. He was undressing 
with most remarkable speed. Coat, trousers, shirt, everything flew mag- 
ically off him. 

“Come to the boat,” called the captain. 

“All right, captain.” As the correspondent paddled, he saw the cap- 
iaiii let himself down to bottom and leave the boat. Then the corre- 
spondent performed his one little marvel of the voyage. A large wave, 
caught him and flung him with ease and supreme speed completely ^ 
over the boat and far beyond it. It struck him even then as an event in 
gymnastics, and a true miracle of the sea. An overturned boat in the 
surf is not a plaything to a swimming man. 

The correspondent arrived in water that reached only to his waist, 
hut his condition did not enable him to stand for more than a moment, 
hach wave knocked him into a heap, and the undertow pulled at him. 

Then he saw the man who had been running and undressing, and 
undressing and running, come bounding into the water. He dragged the 
ashore the cook, and then waded towards the captain, but the captain 
Waved him away, and sent him to the correspondent. He was naked, 
naked as a tree in winter, but a halo was about his head, and he shone 
like a saint. He gave a strong pull, and a long drag, and a bully heave 

the correspondent’s hand. The correspondent, schooled in the minor 
formulae, said : “Thanks, old man.” But suddenly the man cried : “What’s 
that?” He pointed a swift finger. The correspondent said: “Go.” 
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In the shallows, face downward, lay the oiler. His forehead touched 
sand that was periodically, between each wave, clear of the sea. 

The correspondent did not know all that transpired afterward. When 
he achieved safe ground he fell, striking the sand with each particular 
part of his body. It was as if he had dropped from a roof, but the thud 
was grateful to him. 

It seems that instantly the beach was populated with men with 
blankets, clothes, and flasks, and women with coffee pots and all the 
remedies sacred to their minds. The welcome of the land to the men 
from the sea was warm and generous, but a still and dripping shape 
was carried slowly up the beach, and the land’s welcome for it could 
only be the different and sinister hospitality of the grave. 

When it came night, the white waves paced to and fro in the moon- 
light, and the wind brought the sound of the sea’s great voice to the 
men on shore, and they felt that they could then be interpreters. 
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BY THEODORE DREISER 
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.HEY lived together in a part of 
the country which was not so prosperous as it had once been, about three 
miles from one of those towns that, instead of increasing in population, 
is steadily decreasing. The territory was not very thickly settled; per- 
haps a house every other mile or so, with large areas of corn- and wheat- 
land and fallow fields that at odd seasons had been sown to timothy 
and clover. Their particular house was part log and part frame, the 
log portion being the old original home of Henry’s grandfather. The 
new portion, of now rain-beaten, time-worn slabs, through which the 
wind squeaked in the chinks at times, and which several overshadow- 
ing elms and a butternut tree made picturesque and reminiscently 
pathetic, but a little damp, was erected by Henry when he was twenty- 
one and just married. 

That was forty-eight years before. The furniture inside, like the house 
outside, was edd and mildewy and reminiscent of an earlier day. You 
have seen the what-not of cherry wood, perhaps, with spiral legs and 
fluted top. It was there. The old-fashioned four-poster bed, with its ball- 
like protuberances and deep curving incisions, was there also, a sadly 
alienated descendant of an early Jacobean ancestor. The bureau of cherry 
was also high and wide and solidly built, but faded-looking, and with 
a musty odor. The rag carpet that underlay all these sturdy examples of 
enduring furniture was a weak, faded, lead and pink colored affair 
woven by Pheebe Ann’s own hands, when she was fifteen years younger 
than she was when she died. The creaky wooden loom on which it had 
been done now stood like a dusty, bony skeleton, along with a broken 
rocking-chair, a worm-eaten clothes press — Heavens knows how old — a 
hme-stained bench that had once been used to keep flowers on outside 
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the door, and other decrepit factors of household utility, in an east 
room that was a lean-to against this so-called main portion. All sorts 
of other broken-down furniture were about this place; an antiquated 
clothes-horse, cracked in two of its ribs; a broken mirror in an old 
cherry frame, which had fallen from a nail and cracked itself three days 
before their youngest son, Jerry, died; an extension hat-rack, which once 
had had porcelain knobs on the ends of its pegs; and a sewing machine, 
long since outdone in its clumsy mechanism by rivals of a newer 
generation. 

The orchard to the east of the house was full of gnarled old apple 
trees, worm eaten as to trunks and branches, and fully ornamented with 
green and white lichens, so that it had a sad, greenish-white, silvery 
effect in moonlight. The low outhouses, which had once housed 
chickens, a horse or two, a cow, and several pigs, were covered with 
patches of moss as to their rof)f, and the sides had been free of paint for 
so long that they were blackish-gray as to color, and a little spongy. The 
picket fence in front, with its gate squeaky and askew, and the side 
fences of the stake-and-rider type were in an equally run-down condi- 
tion. As a matter of fact, they had aged synchronously with the persons 
who lived here, old Henry Reifsneider and his wife Phoebe Ann. 

They had lived here, these two, ever since their marriage, forty-eight 
years before, and Henry had lived here before that from his childhood 
up. His father and mother, well along in years when he was a boy, h^id 
invited him to bring his wife here when he had first fallen in love and 
decided to marry; and he had done so. His father and mother were the 
companions of himself and his wife for ten years after they were mar- 
ried, when both died; and then Henry and Phoebe were left with their 
five children growing lustily apace. But all sorts of things had happened 
since then. Of the seven children, all told, that had been born to them, 
three had died; one girl had gone to Kansas; one boy had gone to Sioux 
Falls, never even to be heard of after; another boy had gone to Wash- 
ington; and the last girl lived five counties away in the same State, but 
was so j^urdened with cares of her own that she rarely gave them a 
thought. Time and a commonplace home life that had never been 
attractive had weaned them thoroughly, so that, wherever they were, 
they gave little thought as to how it might be with their father and 
mother. 

Old Henry Reifsneider and his wife Phoebe were a loving couple. You 
perhaps know how it is with simple natures that fasten themselves like 
lichens on the stones of circumstance and weather their days to a 
crumbling conclusion. The great world sounds widely, but it has no call 
for them. They have no soaring intellect. The orchard, the meadow, the 
cornfield, the pig-pen, and the chicken-lot measure the range of their 
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human activities. When the wheat is headed it is reaped and threshed; 
when the corn is browned and frosted it is cut and shocked; when the 
timothy is in full head it is cut, and the hay-cock erected. After that 
comes winter, with the hauling of grain to market, the sawing and 
splitting of wood, the simple chores of fire-building, meal-getting, occa- 
sional repairing, and visiting. Beyond these and the changes of weather 
—the snows, the rains, and the fair days — there are no immediate, sig- 
nificant things. All the rest of life is a far-off, clamorous phantasmagoria, 
flickering like Northern lights in the night, and sounding as faintly as 
cow-bells tinkling in the distance. 

Old Henry and his wife Phoebe were as fond of each other as it is 
possible for two old people to be who have nothing else in this life to be 
fond of. He was a thin old man, seventy when she died, a queer, crotchety 
person with coarse gray-black hair and beard, quite straggly and un- 
kempt. He looked at you out of dull, fishy, watery eyes that had deep- 
brown crow’s-feet at the sides. His clothes, like the clothes of many 
farmers, were aged and angular and baggy, standing out at the pockets, 
not fitting about the neck, protuberant and worn at elbow and knee. 
Phoebe Ann was thin and shapeless, a very umbrella of a woman, clad 
in shabby black, and with a black bonnet for her best wear. As time 
had passed, and they had only themselves to look after, their movements 
had become slower and slower, their activities fewer and fewer. The 
annual keep of pigs had been reduced from five to one grunting porker, 
and the single horse which Henry now retained was a sleepy animal, not 
over-nourished and nor very clean. The chickens, of which formerly 
there was a large flock, had almost disappeared, owing to ferrets, foxes, 
and the lack of proper care, which produces disease. The former healthy 
garden was now a straggling memory of itself, and the vines and flower- 
beds that formerly ornamented the windows and dooryard had now 
become choking thickets. A will had been made which divided the 
small tax-eaten property equally among the remaining four, so that it 
was really of no interest to any of them. Yet these two lived together in 
peace and sympathy, only that now and then old Henry would become 
unduly cranky, complaining almost invariably that something had been 
neglected or mislaid which was of no importance at all. 

“Phoebe, where’s my corn knife.? You ain’t never minded to let my 
things alone no more.” 

“Now you hush, Henry,” his wife would caution him in a cracked and 
squeaky voice. “If you don’t. I’ll leave yuh. I’ll git up and walk out of 
here some day, and then where would y’ be? Y’ ain’t got anybody but 
nie to look after yuh, so yuh just behave yourself. Your corn knife’s on 
the mantel where it’s alius been unless you’ve gone an’ put it summers 
else” 
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Old Henry, who knew his wife would never leave him under any 
circumstances, used to speculate at times as to what he would do if she 
were to die. That was the one leaving that he really feared. As he climbed 
on the chair at night to wind the old, long-pcndulumed, double- 
weighted clock, or went finally to the front and the back door to see that 
they were safely shut in, it was a comfort to know that Phoebe was there, 
properly ensconsed on her side of the bed, and that if he stirred restlessly 
in the night, she would be there to ask what he wanted. 

“Now, Henry, do lie still! You’re as restless as a chicken.” 

“Well, I can’t sleep, Phoebe.” 

“Well, yuh needn’t roll so, anyhow. Yuh kin let me sleep.” 

This usually reduced him to a state of somnolent ease. If she wanted 
a pail of water, it was a grumbling pleasure for him to get it; and if she 
did rise first to build the fires, he saw that the wood was cut and placed 
within easy reach. They divided this simple world nicely between them. 

As the years had gone on, however, fewer and fewer people had called. 
They were well-known for a distance of as much as ten square miles as 
old Mr. and Mrs. Reifsneider, honest, moderately Christian, but too old 
to be really interesting any longer. The writing of letters had become 
an almost impossible burden too difficult to continue or even negotiate 
via others, although an occasional letter still did arrive from the daughter 
in Pemberton County. Now and then some old friend stopped with a pie 
or cake or a roasted chicken or duck, or merely to see that they were well; 
but even these kindly minded visits were no longer frequent. 

One day in the early spring of her sixty-fourth year Mrs. Reifsneider 
took sick, and from a low fever passed into some indefinable ailment 
which, because of her age, was no longer curable. Old Henry drove to 
Swinnerton, the neighboring town, and procured a doctor. Some friends 
called, and the immediate care of her was taken off his hands. Then one 
chill spring night she died, and old Henry, in a fog of sorrow and un- 
certainty, followed her body to the nearest graveyard, an unattractive 
space with a few pines growing in it. Although he might have gone to 
the daugjjtcr in Pemberton or sent for her, it was really too much trouble 
and he was too weary and fixed. It was suggested to him at once by one 
friend and another that he come to stay with them awhile, but he did not 
see fit. He was so old and so fixed in his notions and so accustomed to 
the exact surroundings he had known all his days, that he could not 
think of leaving. He wanted to remain near where they had put his 
Phoebe; and the fact that he would have to live alone did not trouble 
him in the least. The living children were notified and the care of him 
offered if he would leave, but he would not. 

“I kin make a shift for myself,” he continually announced to old Dr. 
Morrow, who had attended his wife in this case. “I kin cook a little. 



THE LOST PHCEBE 


605 

and, besides, it don’t take much more’n coffee an’ bread in the mornin’s 
to satisfy me. I’ll get along now well enough. Yuh just let me be.” And 
after many pleadings and proffers of advice, with supplies of coffee and 
bacon and baked bread duly offered and accepted, he was left to himself. 
For a while he sat idly outside his door brooding in the spring sun. He 
tried to revive his interest in farming, and to keep himself busy and 
free from thought by looking after the fields, which of late had been 
;nuch neglected. It was a gloomy thing to come in of an evening, how- 
ever, or in the afternoon, and find no shadow of Phoebe where everything 
suggested her. By degrees he put a few of her things away. At night he 
sal beside his lamp and read in the papers that were left him occasionally 
or in a Bible that he had neglected for years, but he could get little solace 
from these things. Mostly he held his hand over his mouth and looked at 
the floor as he sat and thought of what had become of her, and how soon 
he himself would die. He made a great business of making his coffee in 
the morning and frying himself a little bacon at night; but his appetite 
was gone. The shell in which he had been housed so long seemed vacant, 
and its shadows were suggestive of immedicable griefs. So he lived quite 
dolefully for five long months, and then a change began. 

It was one night, after he had looked after the front and the back 
door, wound the clock, blown out the light, and gone through all the 
selfsame motions that he had indulged in for years, that he went to bed 
not so much to sleep as to think. It was a moonlight night. The green- 
lichen-covered orchard just outside and to be seen from his bed where 
he now lay was a silvery affair, sweetly spectral. The moon shone 
through the east windows, throwing the pattern of the panes on the 
wooden floor, and making the old furniture, to which he was accus- 
tomed, stand out dimly in the room. As usual he had been thinking of 
Pha'be and the years when they had been young together, and of the 
children who had gone, and the poor shift he was making of his present 
days. The house was coming to be in a very bad state indeed. The bed- 
clothes were in disorder and not clean, for he made a wretched shift of 
washing. It was a terror to him. The roof leaked, causing things, some of 
them, to remain damp for weeks at a time, but he was getting into that 
brooding state where he would accept anything rather than exert him- 
self. He preferred to pace slowly to and fro or to sit and think. 

By twelve o’clock of this particular night he was asleep, however, and 
by two had waked again. The moon by this time had shifted to a posi- 
tion on the western side of the house, and it now shone in through the 
windows of the living-room and those of the kitchen beyond. A certain 
combination of furniture — a chair near a table with his coat on it, the 
half-open kitchen door casting a shadow, and the position of a lamp near 
a paper— gave him an exact representation of Phoebe leaning over the 
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table as he had often seen her do in life. It gave him a great start. Could 
it be she — or her ghost? He had scarcely ever believed in spirits; and 
still—. He looked at her fixedly in the feeble half-light, his old hair 
tingling oddly at the roots, and then sat up. The figure did not move. 
He put his thin legs out of the bed and sat looking at her, wondering if 
this could really be Phoebe. They had talked of ghosts often in their 
lifetime, of apparitions and omens; but they had never agreed that such 
things could be. It had never been a part of his wife’s creed that she 
could have a spirit that could return to walk the earth. Her after-world 
was quite a different affair, a vague heaven, no less, from which the 
righteous did not trouble to return. Yet here she was now, bending over 
the table in her black skirt and gray shawl, her pale profile outlined 
against the moonlight. 

“Phoebe,” he called, thrilling from head to toe, and putting out one 
bony hand, “have yuh come back?” 

The figure did not stir, and he arose and walked uncertainly to the 
door, looking at it fixedly the while. As he drew near, however, the 
apparition resolved itself into its primal content — his old coat over the 
high backed chair, the lamp by the paper, the half-open door. 

“Well,” he said to himself, his mouth open, “I thought shore I saw 
her.” And he ran his hand strangely and vaguely through his hair, the 
while his nervous tension relaxed. Vanished as it had, it gave him the 
idea that she might return. 

Another night, because of this first illusion, and because his mind was 
now constantly on her and he was old, he looked out of the window that 
was nearest his bed and a)mmanclcd a hen-coop and pig-pen and a part 
of the wagon-shed, and there, a faint mist exuding from the damp of 
the ground, he thought he saw her again. It was one of those little wisps 
of mist, one of those faint exhalations of the earth that rise in a cool 
night after a warm day, and flicker like small white cypresses of fog 
before they disappear. In life it had been a custom of hers to cross this 
lot from her kitchen door to the pig-pen to throw in any scrap that was 
left from her cooking, and here she was again. He sat up and watched 
it strah^ly, doubtfully, because of his previous experience, but inclined, 
because of the nervous titillation that passed over his body, to believe 
that spirits really were, and that Pheebe, who would be concerned be* 
cause of his lonely state, must be thinking about him, and hence return- 
ing. What other way would she have? How otherwise could she express 
herself? It would be within the province of her charity so to do, and 
like her loving interest in him. He quivered and watched it eagerly; but, 
a faint breath of air stirring, it wound away toward the fence and 
disaf^pearecL 
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A third night, as he was actually dreaming, some ten days later, she 
came to his bedside and put her hand on his head. 

“Poor Henry!” she said, “It’s too bad.” 

He roused out of his sleep, actually to see her, he thought, moving 
from his bedroom into the one living room, her figure a shadowy mass 
of black. The weak straining of his eyes caused little points of light to 
flicker about the outlines of her form. He arose, greatly astonished, 
walked the floor in the cool room, convinced that Phoebe was coming 
back to him. If he only thought sufficiently, if he made it perfectly clear 
by his feeling that he needed her greatly, she would come back, this 
kindly wife, and tell him what to do. She would perhaps be with him 
much of the time, in the night, anyhow; and that would make him less 
lonely, this state more endurable. 

In age and with the feeble it is not such a far cry from the subtleties 
of illusion to actual hallucination, and in due time this transition was 
made for Henry. Night after night he waited, expecting her return. Once 
m bis weird mood he thought he saw a pale light moving about the 
room, and another time he thought he saw her walking in the orchard 
after dark. It was one morning when the details of his lonely state were 
virrually unendurable that he woke with the thought that she was not 
dead. How he had arrived at this conclusion it is haid to say. His mind 
had gone. In its place was a fixed illusion. He and Phoebe had had a 
senseless quarrel. He had reproached her for not leaving his pipe where 
he was accustomed to find it, and she had left. It was an aberrated ful- 
fillment of her old jesting threat that if he did not behave himself she 
would leave him. 

“I guess I could find yuh ag’in,” he had always said. But her cackling 
vhreat had always been; 

“Yuh’ll not find me if I ever leave yuh. I guess I kin git some place 
where yuh can’t find me.” 

1 ’his morning when he arose he did not think to build the fire in the 
customary way or to grind his coffee and cut his bread, as was his wont> 
but solely to meditate as to where he should search for her and how he 
vshould induce her to come back. Recently the one horse had been dis- 
l^ensed with because he found it cumbersome and beyond his needs. He 
look down his soft crush hat after he had dressed himself, a new glint of 
interest and determination in his eye, and taking his black crook cane 
from behind the door, where he had always placed it, started out briskly 
to look for her among the nearest neighbors. His old shoes clumped 
soundly in the dust as he walked, and his gray-black locks, now grown 
rather long, straggled out in a dramatic fringe or halo from under his 
hat. His short coat stirred busily as he walked, and his hands and face 
were peaked and pale. 
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“Why, hello, Henry! Where’re yuh goiA* this mornin’?” inquired 
Farmer Dodge, who, hauling a load of wheat to market, encountered 
him on the public road. He had not seen the aged farmer in months, not 
since his wife’s death, and he wondered now, seeing him looking so spry. 

“Yuh ain’t seen Phoebe, have yuh?” inquired the old man, looking up 
quizzically. 

“Phoebe who?” inquired Farmer Dodge, not for the moment con- 
necting the name with Henry’s dead wife. 

“Why, my wife Phoebe, o’ course. Who do yuh s’pose I mean?” He 
stared up with a pathetic sharpness of glance from under his shaggy, 
gray eyebrows. 

“Wall, I’ll swan, Henry, yuh ain’t jokin’, are yuh?” said the solid 
Dodge, a pursy man, with a smooth, hard, red face. “It can’t be your 
wife yuh’rc talkin’ about. She’s dead.” 

“Dead! Shucks!” retorted the demented Reifsneider. “She left me 
early this mornin’, while I was slcepin’. She alius got up to build the fire, 
but she’s gone now. We had a little spat last night, an’ I guess that’s the 
reason. But I guess I kin find her. She’s gone over to Matilda Race’s, 
that’s where she’s gone.” 

He started briskly up the road, leaving the amazed Dodge to stare in 
wonder after him. 

“Well, I’ll be switched!” he said aloud to himself. “He’s clean out’n 
his head. That poor old feller’s been livin’ down there till he’s gone outen 
his mind. I’ll have to notify the authorities.” And he flicked his whip 
with great enthusiasm. “Geddap!” he said, and was off, 

Reifsneider met no one else in this poorly populated region until he 
reached the whitewashed fence of Matilda Race and her husband three 
miles away. He had passed several other houses en route, but these not 
being within the range of his illusion were not considered. His wife, who 
had known Matilda well, must be here. He opened the picket-gate which 
guarded the walk, and stamped briskly up to the door. 

“Why, Mr. Reifsneider,” exclaimed old Matilda herself, a stout woman, 
lookings out of the door in answer to his knock, “what brings yuh here 
this mornin’?” 

“Is Phoebe here?” he demanded eagerly. 

“Phoebe who? What Phoebe?” replied Mrs. Race, curious as to this 
sudden development of energy on his part. 

“Why, my Phoebe, o’ course. My wife Phoebe. Who do yuh s’pose? 
Ain’t she here now?” 

“Lawsy me!” exclaimed Mrs. Race, opening her mouth. Yuh pore 
man! So you’re clean out’n your mind now. Yuh come right in and sit 
down. I’ll git yuh a cup o’ coffee. O’ course your wife ain’t here; but yuh 
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come in an' sit down. I’ll find her fer yuh after a while. I know where 
she is." 

The old farmer’s eyes softened, and he entered. He was so thin and 
pale a specimen, pantalooned and patriarchal, that he aroused Mrs- 
Race’s extremest sympathy as he took off his hat and laid it on his knees^ 
quite softly and mildly. 

“We had a quarrel last night, an’ she left me,” he volunteered. 

“Laws! laws!” sighed Mrs. Race, there being no one present with' 
whom to share her astonishment as she went to her kitchen. ‘'The pore 
man! Now somebody’s just got to look after him. He can’t be allowed 
to run around the country this way lookin’ for his dead wife. It’s 
turrible.” 

She boiled him a pot of coffee and brought in some of her new-baked 
bread and fresh butter. She set out some of her best jam and put a couple 
of eggs to boil, lying whole-heartedly the while. 

“Now yuh stay right there. Uncle Henry, till Jake comes in, an’ I’l! 
send him to look for Phoebe. I think it’s more’n likely she’s over to 
Swinnerton with some o’ her friends. Anyhow, we’ll find out. Now yuh 
just drink this coffee an’ eat this bread. Yuh must be tired. Yuh’ve had 
a long walk this mornin’.” Her idea was to take counsel with Jake, “her 
man,” and perhaps have him notify the authorities. 

She bustled about, meditating on the uncertainties of life, while old 
Reifsneider thrummed on the rim of his hat with his pale fingers and 
later ate abstractedly of what she offered. His mind was on his wife, 
however, and since she was not here, or did not appear, it wandered 
vaguely away to a family by the name of Murray, miles away in another 
direction. He decided after a time that he would not wait for Jack Race 
to hunt his wife but would seek her for himself. He must be on, and 
urge her to come back. 

“Well, I’ll be goin’,” he said, getting up and looking strangely about 
him. “I guess she didn’t come here after all. She went over to the Mur- 
rays, I guess. I’ll not wait any longer. Mis’ Race. There’s a lot to do over 
to the house today.” And out he marched in the face of her protests 
taking to the dusty road again in the warm spring sun, his cane striking 
the earth as he went. 

It was two hours later that this pale figure of a man appeared in the 
Murrays’ doorway, dusty, perspiring, eager. He had tramped all of five 
tniles, and it was noon. An amazed husband and wife of sixty heard his 
strange query, and realized also that he was mad. They begged him to 
stay to dinner, intending to notify the authorities later and see what 
could be done; but though he stayed to partake of a little something, he 
did not stay long, and was off again to another distant farmhouse, his 
idea of many things to do and his need of Pheebe impelling him. So it 
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went for that day and the next and the next> the circle of his inquiry 
ever widening. 

The process by which a character assumes the significance of being 
peculiar, his antics weird, yet harmless, in such a community is often 
involute and pathetic. This day, as has been said, saw Reifsneider at 
other doors, eagerly asking his unnatural question, and leaving a trail 
of amazement, sympathy, and pity in his wake. Although the authorities 
were informed — the county sheriff, no less — ^it was not deemed advisable 
to take him into custody; for when those who knew old Henry, and 
had for so long, reflected on the condition of the county insane asylum, 
a place which, because of the poverty of the district, was of staggering 
aberration and sickening environment, it was decided to let him remain 
at large; for, strange to relate, it was found on investigation that at nighi 
he returned peaceably enough to his lonesome domicile there to discover 
whether his wife had returned, and to brood in loneliness until the 
morning. Who would lock up a thin, eager, seeking old man with iron- 
gray hair and an attitude of kindly, innocent inquiry, particularly when 
he was well known for a past of only kindly servitude and reliability? 
Those who had known him best rather agreed that he should be allowed 
io roam at large. He could do no harm. There were many who were 
willing to help him as to food, old clothes, the odds and ends of his 
daily life — at least at first. His figure after a time became not so much a 
commonplace as an accepted curiosity, and the replies, “Why, no, 
Henry; I ain’t sec her,” or “No, Henry; she ain’t been here today,” more 
customary. 

For several years thereafter then he was an odd figure in the sun and 
rain, on dusty roads and muddy ones, encountered occasionally in 
strange and unexpected places, pursuing his endless search. Undernour- 
ishment, after a time, although the neighbors and those who knew his 
history gladly contributed from their store, affected his body; for he 
walked much and ate little. The longer he roamed the public highway 
in this manner, the deeper became his strange hallucination; and finding 
it harder and harder to return from his more and more distant pilgrim- 
aged, nc finally began taking a few utensils with him from his home, 
making a small package of them, in order that he might not be com- 
pelled to return. In an old tin coffee-pot of large size he placed a small 
tin cup, a knife, fork, and spoon, some salt and pepper, and to the out- 
side of it, by a string forced through a pierced hole, he fastened a plaie 
which could be released, and which was his woodland table. It was no 
trouble for him to secure the little food that he needed, and with a 
strange, almost religious dignity, he had no hesitation in asking for that 
much. By degrees his hair became longer and longer, his once black hat 
became an earthen brown, and his clothes threadbare and dusty. 
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For all of three years he walked, and none knew how wide were his 
^)crambulations, nor how he survived the storms and cold. They could 
not see him, with homely rural undci standing and forethought, shelter- 
ing himself in haycocks, or by the sides of cattle, whose warm bodies 
protected him from the cold, and whose dull understandings were not 
opposed to his harmless presence. Overhanging rocks and trees kept him 
at times from the rain, and a friendly hay-loft or corn-crib was not above 
his humble consideration. 

The involute progression of hallucination is strange. From asking at 
doors and being constantly rebuffed or denied, he finally came to the 
conclusion that although his Phoebe might not be in any of the houses 
at the doors of which he inquired, she might nevertheless be within the 
sound of his voice. And so, from patient inquiry, he began to call sad, 
occasional cries, that ever and anon waked the quiet landscapes and 
ragged hill regions, and set to echoing his thin “O-o-o Phoebe I O-o-o 
Phiebe!” It had a pathetic, albeit insane, ring, and many a farmer or 
plowlxiy came to know it even from afar and say, “There goes old 
Reifsneider.” 

Another thing that puzzled him greatly after a time and after many 
liLindreds of inquiries was, when he no longer had any particular door- 
yard in view and no special inquiry to make, which way to go. These 
cross-roads, which occasionally led in four or even six directions, came 
after a time to puzzle him. But to solve this knotty problem, which be- 
came more and more of a puzzle, there came to his aid another hallucina- 
tion. Pheebe’s spirit or some power of the air or wind or nature would 
tell him. If he stood at the center of the parting of the ways, closed his 
eyes, turned thrice about, and called “O-o-o Phoebe!’* twice, and then 
threw his cane straight before him, that would surely indicate which 
^vay to go, for Phoebe, or one of these mystic powers would surely gov- 
ern its direction and fall! In whichever direction it went, even though, 
as was not infrequently the case, it took him back along the path he 
had already come, or across fields, he was not so far gone in his mind 
but that he gave himself ample time to search before he called again. 
Also the hallucination seemed to persist that at some time he would 
surely find her. There were hours when his feet were sore, and his limbs 
^^’eary, when he would stop in the heat to wipe his seamed brow, or in 
the cold to beat his arms. Sometimes, after throwing away his cane, and 
finding it indicating the direction from which he had just come, he 
would shake his head wearily and philosophically, as if contemplating 
the unbelievable or an untoward fate, and then start briskly off. His 
strange figure came finally to be known in the farthest reaches of three 
or four counties. Old Reifsneider was a pathetic character. His fame was 
wide. 
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Near a little town called Watersville, in Green County, perhaps four 
miles from that minor center of human activity, there was a place or 
precipice locally known as the Red Cliff, a sheer wall of red sandstone, 
perhaps a hundred feet high, which raised its sharp face for half a mile 
or more above the fruitful cornfields and orchards that lay beneath, and 
which was surmounted by a thick grove of trees. The slope that slowly 
led up to it from the opposite side was covered by a rank growth of 
beech, hickory, and ash, through which threaded a number of wagon- 
tracks crossing at various angles. In fair weather it had become old 
Reifsneider’s habit, so inured was he by now to the open, to make his 
bed in some such patch of trees as this, to fry his bacon or boil his eggs 
at the foot of some tree, before laying himself down for the night. Occa- 
sionally, so light and inconsequential was his sleep, he would walk at 
night. More often, the moonlight or some sudden wind stirring in the 
trees or a reconnoitering animal arousing him, he would sit up and 
think, or pursue his quest in the moonlight or the dark, a strange, 
unnatural, half wild, half savage-looking but utterly harmless creature, 
calling at lonely road crossings, staring at dark and shuttered houses, 
and wondering where, where Phoebe could really be. 

That particular lull that comes in the systole-diastole of this earthly 
ball at two o’clock in the morning invariably aroused him, and though 
he might not go any farther he would sit up and contemplate the dark- 
ness or the stars, wondering. Sometimes in the strange processes of his 
mind he would fancy that he saw moving among the trees the figure of 
his lost wife, and then he would get up to follow, taking his utensils, 
always on a string, and his cane. If she seemed to evade him too easily 
he would run, or plead, or, suddenly losing track of the fancied figure, 
stand awed or disappointed, grieving for the moment over the almost 
insurmountable difficulties of his search. 

It was in the seventh year of these hopeless peregrinations, in the dawn 
of a similar springtime to that in which his wife had died, that he came 
at last one night to the vicinity of this selfsame patch that crowned the 
rise to^he Red Cliff. His far-flung cane, used as a divining-rod at the last 
crosS-roads, had brought him hither. He had walked many, many miles. 
It was after ten o’clock at night, and he was very weary. Long wander- 
ing and little eating had left him but a shadow of his former self. It was a 
question now not so much of physical strength but of spiritual endur- 
ance which kept him up. He had scarcely eaten this day, and now, 
exhausted, he set himself down in the dark to rest and possibly to sleep. 

Curiously on this occasion a strange suggestion of the presence of his 
wife surrounded him. It would not be long now, he counseled with 
himself, although the long months had brought him nothing, until he 
should see her. talk to her. He fell asleep after a time^ his head on hi 
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knees. At midnight the moon began to rise, and at two in the morning, 
his wakeful hour, was a large silver disk shining through the trees to the 
east. He opened his eyes when the radiance became strong, making 9 
Silver pattern at his feet and lighting the woods with strange lusters and 
silvery, shadowy forms. As usual, his cld notion that his wife must be 
near occurred to him on this occasion, and he looked about him with a 
speculative, anticipatory eye. What was it that moved in the distant 
shadows along the path by which he had entered — a pale, flickering 
will-o’-the-wisp that bobbed gracefully among the trees and riveted his 
exi)ectant gaze? Moonlight and shadows combined to give it a strange 
form and a stranger reality, this fluttering of bog-fire or dancing of 
wandering fireflies. Was it truly his lost Phoebe? By a circuitous route 
it passed about him, and in his fevered state he fancied that he could see 
the very eyes of her, not as she was when he last saw her in the black 
dress and shawl, but now a strangely younger Phoebe, gayer, sweeter, 
the one whom he had known years before as a girl. Old Reifsneider got 
up. He had been expecting and dreaming of this hour all these years, 
and now as he saw the feeble light dancing lightly before him he peered 
at it questioningly, one thin hand in his gray hair. 

Of a sudden there came to him now for the first time in many years 
the full charm of her girlish figure as he had known it in boyhood, the 
pleasing, sympathetic smile, the brown hair, the blue sash she had once 
worn about her waist at a picnic, her gay, graceful movements. He 
walked around the base of the tree, straining with his eyes, forgetting 
for once his cane and utensils, and following eagerly after. On she. 
moved before him, a will-o’-the-wisp of the spring, a little flame above 
her head, and it seemed as though among the small saplings of ash and 
beech and the thick trunks of hickory and elm that she signaled with a 
young, a lightsome hand. 

“Oh, Pheebe! Phoebe!” he called. “Have yuh really come? Have yuh 
really answered me?” And hurrying faster, he fell once, scrambling 
lamely to his feet, only to see the light in the distance dancing illusively 
on. On and on he hurried until he was fairly running, brushing his 
ragged arms against the trees striking his hands and face against im-^ 
peding twigs. His hat was gone, his lungs were breathless, his reason 
quite astray, when coming to the edge of the cliff he saw her below 
among a silvery bed of apple trees now blooming in the spring. 

“Oh, Phoebe!” he called. “Oh, Phoebe! Oh, no, don’t leave me!” And 
feeling the lure of a world where love was young and Phoebe, as this 
vision presented her, a delightful epitome of their quondam youth, he 
gave a gay cry of “Oh, wait, Phoebe!” and leaped. 

Some farmer-boys, reconnoitering this region of bounty and prospect 
some few days afterward, found first the tin utensils tied together under 
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Big Dan Reilly 

BY HARVEY O’HIGGINS 


"H(? is a chip, a hand specimen, from the basement struc* 
ture upon which American politics rest I* 

H. G. WELLS, ‘The Future in America* 

c 

ALL it “Headquarters.” That is 
the way the politicians always refer to it, although it is a club. And 
imagine the politicians sitting in their puffy leather chairs around the 
reception room of the club that night, looking out on the street lights of 
Fifth Avenue, under oil portraits of their worthy predecessors, with 
brass cuspidors at their feet and brass match safes at their elbows. And 
imagine them raising a cloud of cigar smoke and a private mutter of 
political conversation, and an occasional quiet chuckle or an amused 
cough that represented laughter — a red-faced, hoarse cough, with one 
eyebrow up and a fat hand over the mouth. 

“Some of the best men in New York were there,” Gatecliff boasted, 
in his account of what happened. “Some of the best. Millionaires. Heads 
of corporations.” 

He named names that it would be almost blasphemous to repeat in 
print. 

At the far end of the room, the descending stairs made a railed landing 
like a balcony. Big Dan Reilly was in the habit of coming down those 
stairs to hold his reception on the floor of the room, nodding and shak- 
ing hands and talking here and there freely, unless the matter was so 
confidential that it was necessary to withdraw to a corner table. And 
everybody always preserved an appearance of taking part in some social 
function that was genially informal, perhaps because Dan Reilly’s 
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power was outside the law and any consultation with him might wdl 
make itself look as innocent as possible. 

This night he appeared, as expected, on the stairs; and they all rose 
as usual to greet him still chatting, as if their rising were automatic and 
absent-minded, although it was neither. He descended as far as the 
landing and stood with his hands in his pockets, looking down sullenly 
at tl^e men who turned to him in surprise as he waited. 

He was dressed in black. Ordinarily he wore clothes that had an air 
of the race track and the betting ring. His big, good-natured, florid, 
round face looked heavy, sulky, lowering. He said, “I’ll see and 
pointed insolently to a man below him. 

Silence. Amazed silence. 

He looked from face to face. “And I’ll see you^ 

This man flushed, examined his cigar, put it between his biting teeth, 
and smoked with narrowed eyes, thoughtfully. 

“And your 

A nervous clearing of some embarrassed throat. 

“And your 

He picked out a half dozen. “The rest o’ you,” he said, “can go home.” 

And they went home. 

“We wetn home!” GatecliflE cried. “We went homel But” — and he 
marked his point with a spiteful forefinger — “it ended Big Dan as the 
boss of the organization. He never got a chance to speak that way to a 
group of gentlemen again.” 


II 

From one point of view, the scene ought to be historic. It ought to be 
painted by the artist who did that museum picture of the French king’s 
confessor, a barefooted monk, descending the grand staircase of the 
palace while all the silken courtiers bowed and smirked before him. 
(Dan Reilly, of the Bowery and the underworld, saying contemptuously 
to the nobility and ruling class of New York, “The rest o’ you can go 
home!”) 

FrCm another point of view, it is almost as scandalous as anything 
you will find in the secret memoirs of the French king’s court. Gatccliff 
was there as the confidential adviser of a “traction magnate” who wished 
to procure for his company a monopoly right in certain city streets in 
tDrder to operate a public utility; and the magnate was discreetly offering 
Big Dan and the other leaders of the organization some million dollars 
worth of stock in the company, in return for the franchise. (It is impos- 
sible to be more explicit without incurring a libel suit.) Moreover, all the 
other millionaires were there for similar reasons. Big Dan controlled the 
votes that made it necessary for the “best men” in New York to do 
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business with him. It was illegal, corrupt, poisonous — but there it was. 
They had to do it, or somebody else would. They put a good face on it — 
a polite, conventional face — and Big Dan had hitherto looked at that 
face grimly, but with every appearance of being deceived by it. Now, 
incredibly, he had reached out his great, brutal hand and smacked it. 
Why? 


Ill 

The answer is simple. It merely involves an explanation of Big Dan’s 
character and his point of view, the story of his life, a picture of the moral 
and political background of his career, and an account of his relations 
with his mother, with GateclifI, and with Gatecliff’s sister Mary. 

A man suddenly says a decisive word and makes a final gesture. Be- 
hind his impulse to say that word and make that gesture there is a 
lifetime of growth, experience, emotion. All his past — all that he has 
known and thought and seen and suffered up to that moment — all has a 
part in the motive of his action. And all his future comes influenced out 
of it. 

Dan Reilly’s moment on the balcony was such a moment. It is not 
impossible to find its vague beginnings in events that occurred even 
before his birth. For example: 

Some weeks before he was born his father was killed in the “infamous 
draft riots” of the summer of 1863. His father was the Hugh Reilly, the 
“Red” Reilly, who led the riots in his district because of the clause in the 
Conscription Act by which a man could buy exemption for three hun- 
dred dollars. Red Reilly could not understand why only the poor in 
pocket should be forced to die for their country. He died learning it. He 
was in arrears with his rent at the time — as he was at all times — and the 
landlord evicted the widow of the traitor, in a burst of patriotism, as 
soon as he heard what had happened to Reilly. 

Red Reilly’s unborn son heard it later. He heard it as the story of his 
father’s revolt against those governing classes who had passed a draft 
law providing for their own exemption. And I believe it is not too far 
fetched to see him as Red Reilly’s son unconsciously carrying on his 
father’s quarrel, when he stood on the stairs at Headquarters and said 
to later beneficiaries of legislative privilege, “The rest o’ you can go 
home.” 

And whether that is far fetched or not, this much is certain: the cir- 
cumstances of his birth strongly determined the psychology of his great 
dramatic moment. 

With his mother evicted as the widow of a delinquent traitor, he 
flight have been born in the gutter if she had not been given shelter by 
^ woman more unfortunate even than she. Consequently, he was born 



6i8 


HARVEY O’HIGGINS 


“amid the most depraved surroundings” — in a tenement that stood in 
the back yard of a Grove Street house that was itself sufficiently depraved, 
although it kept up an appearance of red-brick respectability with a rare 
old Colonial door and a notable fanlight. 

The shack behind it was a clapboarded wooden building that had been 
a wagon factory, and then a livery stable, before it became unfit for the 
use of valuable animals. It was occupied by a number of unpitied out- 
casts who lived there, practically rent free, by the grace of the woman 
who kept the Grove Street house. There were no chimneys in the build- 
ing. Stovepipes protruded through some of the broken window panes; 
but there was no stove in the room in which the future ruler of New 
York was born; its regular occupant kept herself warm with alcohol. It 
was a room that had been part of the paint shop of the wagon factory, 
and in one corner the drip of innumerable cart wheels had deposited a 
ridge, a hummock, a rounded stalagmite, of hardened paint. The head 
of Mrs. Reilly’s mattress took advantage of that mound to make a pillow. 

Dan was born on a cool August evening, after a day’s rain, by the light 
of a blessed candle that had been borrowed from a neighbor He was a 
twelve-pound baby, as lusty as a young porker, and his arrival was as 
much an event as if he had been born in a convent. The thwarted 
maternal instincts of his neighbors received him with gratified excite- 
ment. They carried him up- and downstairs wrapped in an old white- 
silk petticoat, exhibiting him from room to room. As a man-child, he 
had the rank of a young heir among his slaves. 

“There y’ are!” as one of them said, admiringly. “Many’s the gurl’ll 
break her heart fer you, yuh little Turk!” 

The occupants of the Grove Street house lavished gifts on him and 
invalid comforts on his mother. For two months they cared for her while 
she was too ill to help herself. They brought her sewing to do when she 
grew strong enough to resent charity. She said good-by to them regret- 
fully when she was well enough to move on to more comfortable 
surroundings. And she parted from them with a gratitude that she never 
forgot Of allowed her son to forget. 

Orice when the police were making a vice crusade ostentatiously, she 
told him the story of his birth and said, “Danny, if y’ iver do anything 
to make life harder fer the likes o* thim, yeh’re no son o’ mine.” 

He did a great deal to make life harder for the likes of them, as any 
ruler makes life harder for his subjects; there were hundreds of them in 
his home district, and they had to pay his henchmen for the protection 
they received. But he protected them from other exploitation and from 
the sort of hardship and persecution that his mother besought him to 
spare them. “The king of the underworld,” “his saloons their known 
resorts,” he accepted them on their own terms as part of his constituency^ 



BIG DAN REILLY 


619 

He represented them in politics as well as he represented anybody. And 
he was still representing them when he stood on the balcony at Head* 
quarters and looked down on those men, who, he knew, despised him 
secretly as much as they despised his constituents. 

IV 

Most determinative of all, he stood there as his mother’s son. 

When she left the Grove Street tenement she carried him to a room in 
Hudson Street, and settled down to do scrubbing and washing and 
sewing to support him. She was a frail young woman, from the north 
of Ireland, thrifty and ambitious. She had married Red Reilly against 
everyone’s advice but his, and she had emigrated to America with him 
to escape the commiseration of the prejudiced. She was without relatives 
in New York, and almost without friends. Alone, in silence, like a pris- 
oner digging a tunnel secretly, she set to work to escape from poverty. 

And she failed because of a characteristic which, in Big Dan Reilly, 
made his political fortune. She was insanely charitable. Anyone who 
asked her for help could have it from her. She would give away her 
money, her food, her clothes, her bedding. It was as if, having suffered 
the extreme of shipwreck and been rescued by the charity of the most 
needy, she was unable thereafter to refuse anyone a share in whatever 
little she had. She was never able to get ahead. There was never anything 
for tomorrow in her purse or her larder. And it was this quality in Big 
Dan that afterward made it possible for him to hold his followers to- 
gether by what the newspapers called “the cohesive power of public 
plunder.” More of that later. 

By the time he was six years old he was selling newspapers and black- 
ing shoes, in order to help her. But only after school hours. She made 
him go to school faithfully. And even as a shoeblack he showed some 
organizing ability, for he got the monopoly right to shine the shoes of 
the policemen in the station house of his precinct, and he did the work 
so well that he obtained the same work in another precinct and took an 
assistant. He sold newspapers in City Hall Park long enough to make 
friends in a press room, where he took the job of helping to carry papers 
from the presses to the delivery carts, at a salary of a dollar and a half 
a week. 

“When I got to be ten years old,” he said once, in a speech on the 
Bowery, “I got a teacher in school to let me go at two o’clock, an’ then I 
was able to serve that newspaper all to myself. I passed the grammar 
department o* my school, an* I was one o’ seven boys to go to the Free 
Academy, in Twenty-third Street, I think it was. Free as it was, it wasn’t 
free enough for me to go there. I had to go an’ commence the struggle 
o’ life.” 
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“amid the most depraved surroundings” — ^in a tenement that stood in 
the back yard of a Grove Street house that was itself sufficiently depraved, 
although it kept up an appearance of red-brick respectability with a rare 
old Colonial door and a notable fanlight. 

The shack behind it was a clapboarded wooden building that had been 
a wagon factory, and then a livery stable, before it became unfit for the 
use of valuable animals. It was occupied by a number of unpitied out- 
casts who lived there, practically rent free, by the grace of the woman 
who kept the Grove Street house. There were no chimneys in the build- 
ing. Stovepipes protruded through some of the broken window panes; 
but there was no stove in the room in which the future ruler of New 
York was born; its regular occupant kept herself warm with alcohol. It 
was a room that had been part of the paint shop of the wagon factory, 
and in one corner the drip of innumerable cart wheels had deposited a 
ridge, a hummock, a rounded stalagmite, of hardened paint. The head 
of Mrs. Reilly’s mattress took advantage of that mound to make a pillow. 

Dan was born on a cool August evening, after a day’s rain, by the light 
of a blessed candle that had been borrowed from a neighbor He was a 
twelve-pound baby, as lusty as a young porker, and his arrival was as 
much an event as if he had been born in a convent. The thwarted 
maternal instincts of his neighbors received him with gratified excite- 
ment. They carried him up- and downstairs wrapped in an old white- 
silk petticoat, exhibiting him from room to room. As a man-child, he 
had the rank of a young heir among his slaves. 

“There y* are!” as one of them said, admiringly. “Many’s the gurl’ll 
break her heart fer you, yuh little Turk!” 

The occupants of the Grove Street house lavished gifts on him and 
invalid comforts on his mother. For two months they cared for her while 
she was too ill to help herself. They brought her sewing to do when she 
grew strong enough to resent charity. She said good-by to them regret- 
fully when she was well enough to move on to more comfortable 
surroundings. And she parted from them with a gratitude that she never 
forgot Of allowed her son to forget. 

On’ce when the police were making a vice crusade ostentatiously, she 
told him the story of his birth and said, “Danny, if y’ iver do anything 
to make life harder fer the likes o’ thim, yeh’re no son o’ mine.” 

He did a great deal to make life harder for the likes of them, as any 
ruler makes life harder for his subjects; there were hundreds of them in 
his home district, and they had to pay his henchmen for the protection 
they received. But he protected them from other exploitation and from 
the sort of hardship and persecution that his mother besought him to 
Sparc them. “The king of the underworld,” “his saloons their known 
resorts,” he accepted them on their own terms as part of his constituency. 
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He represented them in politics as well as he represented anybody. And 
he was still representing them when he stood on the balcony at Head- 
quarters and looked down on those men, who, he knew, despised him 
secretly as much as they despised his constituents. 

IV 

Most determinative of all, he stood there as his mother’s son. 

When she left the Grove Street tenement she carried him to a room in 
Hudson Street, and settled down to do scrubbing and washing and 
sewing to support him. She was a frail young woman, from the north 
of Ireland, thrifty and ambitious. She had married Red Reilly against 
everyone’s advice but his, and she had emigrated to America with him 
to escape the commiseration of the prejudiced. She was without relatives 
in New York, and almost without friends. Alone, in silence, like a pris- 
oner digging a tunnel secretly, she set to work to escape from poverty. 

And she failed because of a characteristic which, in Big Dan Reilly, 
made his political fortune. She was insanely charitable. Anyone who 
asked her for help could have it from her. She would give away her 
money, her food, her clothes, her bedding. It was as if, having suffered 
the extreme of shipwreck and been rescued by the charity of the most 
needy, she was unable thereafter to refuse anyone a share in whatever 
little she had. She was never able to get ahead. There was never anything 
for tomorrow in her purse or her larder. And it was this quality in Big 
Dan that afterward made it possible for him to hold his followers to- 
gether by what the newspapers called “the cohesive power of public 
plunder.” More of that later. 

By the time he was six years old he was selling newspapers and black- 
ing shoes, in order to help her. But only after school hours. She made 
him go to school faithfully. And even as a shoeblack he showed some 
organizing ability, for he got the monopoly right to shine the shoes of 
the policemen in the station house of his precinct, and he did the work 
so well that he obtained the same work in another precinct and took an 
assistant. He sold newspapers in City Hall Park long enough to make 
friends in a press room, where he took the job of helping to carry papers 
from the presses to the delivery carts, at a salary of a dollar and a half 
a week. 

“When I got to be ten years old,” he said once, in a speech on the 
Bowery, “I got a teacher in school to let me go at two o’clock, an’ then I 
was able to serve that newspaper all to myself. I passed the grammar 
department o’ my school, an’ I was one o’ seven boys to go to the Free 
Academy, in Twenty-third Street, I think it was. Free as it was, it wasn’t 
free enough for me to go there. I had to go an’ commence the struggle 
o’ lifeu” 
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And there again, I think, spoke the son of Red Reilly, in revolt against 
the class that could afford leisure for education, and acutely conscious of 
the fact that their organs of publicity spoke of him as having “the man- 
ners and speech of the typical ‘tough.’ ” 

However, to get down to Gatecliff and his sister and the immediate 
personal motives behind that scene at Headquarters — 


Big Dan, as a boy, was so large for his age that he arrived at long pants 
a year earlier than the others of his generation; and this made him 
inevitably notable among his contemporaries. He was handy with his 
fists, as they all were, and his size gave him a natural superiority in street 
fighting, which was their chief recreation. He was kindly and good- 
natured, so that he did not tyrannize over his companions, but fought 
the older bullies who would have tyrannized over them. It was so that 
he first championed young Buttony Gatecliff against oppression, and 
won the devotion of Buttony’s sister. 

They called him “Buttony” because he wore his knickerbockers but- 
toned to his roundabout. He was the timid son of a conciliatory grocer, 
Amos Gatecliff, who kept a shop on Hudson Street, and he was perse- 
cuted by all the little bruisers of the neighborhood, who had learned that 
they could blackmail him for sweets from his father’s shelves by way- 
laying him on the streets and torturing him with threats of violence 
unless he brought them tribute. His life had become a continual terror. 
He had either to steal at home or be hunted like defenseless virtue 
abroad. His only protector v/as his sister Mary, who escorted him when- 
ever she could. 

She was escorting him home from school one winter afternoon when 
he was set upon by three of his tormentors. One held her, and the others 
took Buttony and rubbed his face in the snow and crammed it down his 
collar and filled his mittens with it and stifled his outcries while they 
exacted promises of future bribes. Fate brought Danny Reilly on the 
scene. ^Mary Gatecliff knew him by sight; she had seen him in her 
father’s shop buying an occasional twist of “orange pekoe” as a present 
for his mother. She cried out to him. 

In an instant he was sprawling on the pavement, with the largest 
bully under him and the other two on his back. She caught Buttony to 
her and prevented him from running away while she stood, loyal but 
terrified into helplessness, watching Big Dan do battle for her. That 
battle was a primitive affair, bloody and furious. It was not fought 
according to any Queensberry rules. Dan terrified one opponent into 
flight by trying to bite the nose off him. He kicked another in the knee- 
cap and all but broke his leg. The third did not wait his turn. He popped 
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into a basement like a rat into its hole, and escaped by some back exit. 

Dan picked up his cap, grinning, brushed the snow off himself, and 
asked her, “Which way ’re yuh goin*?” 

As they went she confided all Buttony’s troubles to him; and he 
listened with a touch of that social superiority which he had always felt 
for the Gatecliffs. They were shopkeepers. They were ingratiatingly 
polite to customers. They were English, and they had English traditions 
of class subservience which no young Irishman of Dan’s temperament 
could understand. He walked beside her like a sworded D’Artagnan 
beside the wife of Bonacieux, the mercer oi The Three Musketeer's, 

He said to her at parting, “If any o* them kids ever picks on Buttony 
again, you come an’ tell 

She was a pale and intense little hero worshiper with black hair and 
large dark eyes. She raised those eyes to him in a most submissive ad- 
miration. “Thanks,” she murmured, from her heart. 

Thereafter Buttony was safe under Dan’s protection and the protection 
of his gang. The word was passed around that Mary was Dan's “girl” 
and that any boy who gave Buttony any cause to complain of him might 
as well prepare to meet his day of judgment. 

The gang was merely a group of a dozen boys who played and fought 
together as boys of a neighborhood always do. They called themselves 
the Hylos, for no reason that anyone remembers. Dan had found a 
cluhroom for them in a vacant coal cellar; he had found it by merely 
breaking in a cellar door. They held nightly meetings there, by candle- 
light, with the cellar windows covered, playing cards, shooting craps, 
and feasting on apples, bread, bologna, pails of jam, bottles of catsup, 
tins of salmon or whatever else they had been able to gather during 
the evening. And they gathered these things as boys rob orchards, in an 
adventurous spirit of young deviltry. 

One of them was a butcher’s son, and it was his duty to steal his 
father’s sausage. He afterward became the president of a packing com- 
pany, and he always spoke of Big Dan with real affection. Another was 
the son of a baker, and he filched rolls and cakes. The rest went in 
twos and threes to make organized raids on pushcart peddlers and 
.the goods displayed in front of food shops. Big Dan laid out the tactics 
of their raids and attended to the police. He would walk up to the 
officer on the beat and engage him in conversation. “Purty good shine, 
‘Ch?” he might say, pointing to his patron’s shoes, boyish and innocent, 
with no sign of shrewdness in his big smile. And while the officer was 
being “jollied” the other Hylos would grab their loot and run. Their 
• organized mischief annoyed the precinct for a whole winter before the 
[ police discovered that their station shoeblack was the leader of the gang 
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•—even though he once saved his confederates by accidentally tripping 
up an officer when the pursuit broke out prematurely. 

They would occasionally “roll a rummy”; that is to say, if they met 
a drunken man in a quiet spot they would relieve him of any money 
that he had, on the pragmatic theory that they might as well have it as 
the first crook he met. One or two of them snatched purses, although 
this was forbidden by their leader except in cases where it was evident 
that the owner of the purse could well afford to lose it. They took pan 
in election campaigns, pestering the cart-tail orators of the opposing 
party, pelting the illuminated wagons that carried “transparencies” 
through the streets, marching uninvited in torchlight processions, and 
raiding the bonfires on election nights to obtain fuel for their own re- 
joicings. In all these undertakings they acted like a “gang of young 
ruffians.” But they had no idea that they were a gang of young ruffians. 
They thought they were merely a mutual amusement club for social 
recreation and innocent adventure. 

They had no more idea that their street activities were criminal than 
they had that their pranks in the parish church were impious. Several 
of them, including Big Dan, were altar boys and acolytes. They relieved 
the tedium of religious services by carrying their candles so as to drip 
hoi grease on the heads of the boys in front of them, by putting bent 
pins on sanctuary benches and tying knots in the arms of the soutanes. 
They did these things while carefully maintaining the devout expres- 
sions of young cherubs in a heavenly choir, and their victims kept the 
same pious faces while they retaliated and defended themselves. No 
boy thought of appealing to the priests for protection any more than he 
would have thought of running to the police for aid in a street fight; 
it was against the code and social usage. And if the priests knew what 
was going on behind their backs, they ignored it — as the police usually 
did. 

Butiony came into the Hylos under Dan's wing, and he was endured 
there for Dan’s sake, but with no enthusiasm. The others did not like 
him. Snaking made him sick. He had no natural gift for profanity and 
he wa's unpleasantly ingratiating and self-conscious in its use. He was 
not of their religion, which made him an outlander. He stole with a 
tremblingly defiant air, as if he expected to be struck by lightning. And, 
of course, it was he who was caught. 

He was arrested one night for trying to snatch a purse in emulation of 
a more expert associate. He was taken to the station house and locked 
up. As soon as Big Dan heard of it he went to the station on the general 
pretext of his interest in police boots, and he was caught trying to pick 
the fock of Buttony’s cell. He was locked up, himself. Buttony, despair- 
ing o£ rescue, confessed the secrets of the Hylo gang to the police captain. 
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Plain clothes men gathered in the other boys. By midnight all the Hylos 
were behind bars, and the station house was besieged by their parents, 
their relatives, and their friends, all of whom were eloquent with the 
conviction of their own respectability and the prisoners’ innocence. 

The captain of the precinct at the time was that Joe Mchlin who 
afterward became Superintendent of Police and a power in opposition 
to Big Dan — a pompadoured, red-haired disciplinarian with light-blue 
eyes that looked peculiarly cold in the setting of his sandy complexion. 
He was resolved to be revenged on the Hylos for the trouble they had 
given him. He was especially set on punishing Big Dan because he had 
found it impossible to break the boy down, to make him penitent, to 
make him cower. 

“You got us all wrong, Cap,” Dan kept saying, cheerfully, unawed, 
“We ain’t crooks — none of us. It’s a frame-up on the kid. He’s no dip. 
An’ he’s so scared he don’t know what he’s talkin’ about. He’d say 
anythin’.” 

And the captain would reply: “All right, Reilly. Then I’ll send you all 
It]). You can’t make a fool o’ me. You’ll get five years fer this.” 

The other boys took their tone from Dan. His attempt to rescue 
Biiirony had been the final act of daring that had made a melodramatic 
ht’ro of him. They stood behind him solidly. It was all or none. And 
Dv morning the accumulated political influence of the whole neighbor- 
hood, its Assemblyman, its priests, and its Senator was settling down in 
a menacing pressure on the police captain. 

He stood out so long that his final collapse was all the more humiliat- 
ing to him, and he consoled himself by giving Big Dan a brutal measure 
of the third degree before he released the boy. 

“Listen here, Cap,” Reilly said, when he had reached the safety of the 
station-house door, “I’ll get yuh fer this some day, an’ I’ll get yuh good.” 

Of course, he kept his promise. Among the people whom he represents 
It IS a point of honor to avenge an injury as faithfully as to reward a 
friend. It is the whole duty of a moml life to be “no quitter” and “no 
ingrate.” 

And poor Buttony was forever damned in the eyes of the district by 
being both a quitter and an ingrate. He had confessed, and he had 
betrayed his friends. He tried to regain his standing in the world bv 
recanting his confession everywhere. He told his parents that it was 
fiilse, that he had been frightened into it. And Dan assisted him, at 
home, by assuring Mary Gatecliff that they were all innocent, par- 
ticularly Buttony. She believed him; she accepted his attempt to rescue 
her brother as a deed of romantic faithfulness that had been done for her 
as much as for Buttony; and she rewarded Dan by letting him kiss her. 

Her parents were less easily convinced. Thev saved Buttony from 
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immediate purgatory at the hands of the Hylos by moving uptown w 
take him away from evil associates. Big Dan, after a touching farewell 
to Mary, remained to enjoy his laurels. 

To tell the truth, he was relieved to have her go. She was older than 
he, and he had begun to find her too intense and humorless in her fixed 
'idea of his devotion to her. He had not the temperament needed to 
make a humble cavalier. He forgot her, for the time. 

Buttony had learned that you cannot break the law without risking 
punishment. Big Dan had learned that you can escape punishment if 
you have influence enough to control the police. Buttony went to the 
Free Academy to be educated in the ethics of respectability; he studied 
law at Columbia; he became an agent of the Citizens’ League; and he 
turned against his memories of his boyhood escapades with all the 
fervor of a convert repenting of his sins. Big Dan continued to take his 
education from the streets. 


VI 

And here we approach the real heart of his mystery. When the Hylos 
were forced to dissolve, by the continued intrusion of the police, Dan 
and his older followers were absorbed by the James Phelan Athletic 
Association — which was athletic in the way that the Y. M. C. A. is 
athletic, and political as the Y. M. C. A. is religious. Its two glories were 
Jimmy Phelan, the district leader, and Kid McCann, the champion 
lightweight. Its membership included the politicians, the ward heelers, 
the pugilists, the gamblers, the professional crooks, the young sports, 
the political aspirants, and all the doubtful light and leading of the 
district. In its rooms and on the streets, after working hours, Big Dan 
became familiar with every form of common vice. Yet he practiced none 
of them. Why? 

He had promised his mother that he would not use either tobacco or 
alcohol until he was twenty-one, but why did he keep the promise ? He 
had directed the Hylos in all their boyish raids and depredations, but 
why. did he never join in their petty thieving? The young bloods of the 
Phelan Association put him in the way of becoming a prize fighter and 
trained him for the ring. Why did he never take to that ambition? Why 
did he continue working in the press room on Park Row until he was 
elected Assemblyman from his district? What was the secret of his 
strength of will that carried him to one ambition and not to another, 
that kept him above weaknesses which he never seemed to condemn, 
that made him the king of the underworld — as it had made him the 
leader of the Hylos — ^but preserved him from being, in the professional 
sense of the word, a “crook”? 

Well, Big Dan, even as a child, had a bodily superiority that made 
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Sim admired and complimented, and I believe it was this first sense of 
physical importance that formed the backbone of his personality. His 
early leadership among his companions must have confirmed his innate 
conviction of natural eminence. Certainly he developed a sort of instinct 
of aristocracy that showed in his mother, too, in her inordinate alms- 
giving. As the head of the Hylos, he refrained from the thieving as the 
foreman of a work gang refrains from work. When Buttony was ar- 
lested and Dan went to release him, it was from an obvious impulse 
of noblesse oblige. His promise that he would not smoke or drink he 
kept, as a boy, because he was fond of his mother; and he kept it, as he 
grew older, because his habits of abstinence were habits of which he 
became proud, since they were his habits, and different from the prevail- 
ing habits around him. Moreover, in his experience of life, drunkenness, 
was a form of weakness of which the predatory took advantage — as the 
Hylos rolled a rummy — and all those in his circle who pandered to vice, 
exploited similar weaknesses. Big Dan had no intention of allowing 
himself to be exploited, and some obscure sense of responsibility for the 
weak prevented him from becoming an exploiter of them. He accepted 
training as a pugilist until he was expert enough to make anyone respect 
his blows, but he went no farther; he balked at being the fighting cock 
of a group of prize-ring promoters. He became one of the stalwarts who 
did the “strong-arm” work about the polls, prevented members of the 
opposing parly from casting their votes, and supplied the consequent 
vacancy with a loyal impersonator when a rival voter had been carried 
home. Among his people, this sort of activity is regarded as good exercise 
for a growing lad, and Big Dan took plenty of it. But he did not himself 
impersonate; he was too conspicuous, physically. When he became ward 
captain he did not, himself, buy votes; he received the money and dis- 
bursed it to his craftier lieutenants. And his sense of superiority and of 
responsibility slowly promoted him to a leadership and an authority 
which his amiable good nature kept beneficent and popular. 

His mother aided him throughout. Her pride in him was colossal; 
she may have helped to lay the foundations of his nature with that pride. 
She trusted him and leaned on him even in his school days; and it may 
have been this that made him responsible. She was a wise judge of 
character; she knew the affairs of the whole neighborhood; and her 
gossip was an education to him. When she gave anything out of her 
charity, she always said, “This is from Danny, now,” and Danny got 
the credit of it. When he became captain of his ward, she acted as his 
chief of staff and busied herself all day “lookin’ to his finces” as she 
called it, while he was away at his work. She reported to him at supper, 
while he ate her cooking, and he would say, grinning: “If you ain’t 



626 


HARVEY O’HIGGINS 


the crafty one! Would yuh like to run fer the Presidency? Tip me thf 
wink an’ I’ll speak to Phelan.” 

“You an* yer Phelan,” she would reply. “I c’u’d get it from /ijm 
quicker than yeh c’u’d, yerself.” 

“That’s true enough, y* ol’ ward heeler,” he would admit. And it was. 

Their intercourse was conducted in this disrespectful tone of rough 
banter that served to disguise the shamefacedness of an idolatrous love. 

She had been prematurely gray as a young woman. Now she was 
white haired. Dan called her “Granny” to tease her, and she had become 
“Granny” affectionately to the whole ward. They came to her for every 
sort of advice and assistance. They came to her with their quarrels, and 
she listened to both sides and sympathized with both, but joined neither. 
It was her private boast that she had never had a quarrel in her life. 
She had an inexhaustible tolerance, and I do not believe she ever passed 
an adverse moral judgment on anybody who was not rich. “Poor people 
has to make a livin’,” she would say, in forgiveness of all her neighbors' 
notorious delinquencies; and yet she was a devout churchgoer and 
prayed for Danny morning, noon, and night. 

She was popular with the mothers, who are the real heads of the 
families in the tenements. The men are too often stupefied by hard labor 
and alcoholic recreation. They are less ambitious than their wives; they 
have a weaker sense of responsibility to their children; they do not 
endure poverty so hardily; they die younger. “Granny” Reilly was the 
confidante and adviser, the visiting nurse and Lady Bountiful, of every 
mother, wife, and widow in the neighborhood; and they were all “for 
her” and for her son. It was her influence as much as anything that 
elected him to the legislature. 


VII 

That happened in 1887, when he was twenty-four years old. And one 
of the first results of it was to bring Mary Gatecliff back into his life. 
She wrote, congratulating him on his election, formally. He went to call 
on hM, because he was an awkward letter writer and he had self 
confioence enough to go anywhere. He did not hesitate even when he 
found the Gatecliffs living on West Twenty-third Street in one of the 
houses of London Terrace that still maintained the tradition of the 
row’s earlier magnificence. 

Gatecliff had become a wholesale grocer, with a string of retail shops; 
his wife had developed formal manners and a complete loss of hearing; 
fiuttony had married a daughter of money and moved still farther up- 
town; and Mary Gatecliff was not at all the youngster who had kissed 
Dan good-by in the hallway on Hudson Street. She had been to a finish- 
ing schooL She was meditatively quiet, a solitary reader, silent 
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observant. It seemed impossible that she could ever have any but a fcch 
ing of kindly superiority for Big Dan. She probably thought that she 
had written to him out of such a feeling. 

But Dan had once roused in her a tumultuous emotion, and he was 
the only man who had. That, I think, is the explanation of the affair 
that followed — one of those mysterious love affairs that are the despair 
of parents and the scandal of friends. Her intelligence had been edu- 
cated out of all sympathy with him, but there was something else in 
her that had not. Her emotions responded to their old stimulus at sight 
of him, and she was struck with a flush and thrill that startled her. His 
voice shook her; she did not know why. He was aware of it. He had a 
compelling tone of confident familiarity, and he took her hand, smiling 
at her. He called her “Mary” cheerfully, and talked to her about her 
former neighbors and old times, with laughter. He seemed genuinely 
big hearted, human, rough, and winning. He was humorous about 
himself and his mother and his political “spiels” and his career. “She’s so 
pop’lar,” he said, “that they’ve elected me, I tell her she’ll have to gi* me 
tier proxy so’s I c’n vote.” And while Mary Gatecliff was critical of his 
.slurred speech and his “Bowery mannerisms,” she forgave them be- 
cause, in the back of her mind, she was thinking that they could be 
easily corrected. 

She parted from him with a girlish friendliness of manner that would 
have seemed impossible to her a few hours earlier. She hurried to bed 
and then lay awake, excited, far into the night, with her reason appar- 
ently cool about him, but her emotions deeply stirred. 

And it was not many days before her reason took the tone of her 
emotion. She believed that Abraham Lincoln might have been such a 
young politician as Dan if Lincoln had been less melancholy. Dan was 
of the people, uneducated, a poor boy; but she knew that most of the 
leaders of the nation had been that. She began to feel that what he most 
needed was a friend with high ideals and the culture of a better class to 
influence and guide him. 

She wrote him again, sending him a book of which she had spoken 
to him. Her father saw him on his second visit, but her father’s business 
had given him a great respect for the financial virtue of political influ- 
ence, and he was pleasant to the young Assemblyman. Her mother saw 
him; but her mother, being deaf, talked unceasingly to cover her in- 
firmity. She seemed rather more than pleasant. Dan was used to having 
people pleasant to him; it did not impress him. Mary talked to him of 
his plans and his ambitions, with an encouraging interest. He was not 
unused to young feminine interest, either. He jollied her as he jollied 
his mother; and because he was leaving for Albany next day he put his 
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arm around her at parting, and kissed her good-by as he might have 
kissed his mother. 

She wrote him in Albany, a letter that accepted her surrender to his 
caress as if it had been the last surrender of love. He was deeply moved 
by it. It was the sort of letter that only an intense and idealistic girl can 
write when all her barriers are broken down. Dan replied clumsily, 
jocularly, but in terms which he had never before been able to use to 
anyone but his mother. 


VIII 

He arrived at the legislature like a fraternity athlete entering a college 
where friends have preceded him. It was a legislature that was acclaimed 
by the newspapers of the day the “most corrupt, discreditable, unprin- 
cipled, and venal that ever assembled in the capital of any civilized 
community.” Big Dan and his friends were as little worried by that 
criticism as if they were the class of ’87 being scolded by their teachers. 
He attended committee meetings and debates as a college “sport” attends 
lectures. He had nothing but good-natured contempt for Buttony Gate- 
cliff— now Harold A. Gatecliff, agent of the Citizens’ League — whom 
he found lobbying in support of various reform measures. In Dan’s eyes 
Gatecliff had become a studious and spectacled prig, and after one un- 
pleasant interview they agreed to go their separate ways. It never oc- 
curred to Dan that Buttony might be dangerous. And he did not mention 
Mary to him. That, he thought, was no affair of Buttony’s. 

The legislators were “doing business on a basis of from live dollars 
upward.” Some of the upstate members were quoted at one hundred 
dollars each. Big Dan organized a “union to maintain prices” among 
the New York and Brooklyn members, and they got as high as five 
hundred dollars each for their votes. They helped to pass a bill to free 
insurance companies from back taxes of $700,000 and future taxes of 
$200,000 a year. Big Dan voted for it gayly. He voted to expend a 
million and a half for patent ballot boxes, to the sole profit of the firm 
that made them and the members who voted for them. For his con- 
stitueilfy he obtained a free public bath and permission for newspaper 
vendors to erect news stands “within the stoop line” on New York City 
streets. He helped to introduce a number of “strike bills” — which are 
bills threatening to penalize corporations that are rich enough and 
timid enough to pay for immunity. He made his mark as a humorist 
at committee meetings. His union to maintain prices became known as 
“the Black Horse Cavalry,” and he led it as ably as he had led the Hylos. 
He had more money than his mother could give away; he bought her 
an old red-brick house in the Greenwich Village quarter; and he 
financed his first saloon, with one of his boyhood friends as its pro* 
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prietor. His political influence protected it from the police. Altogether, 
his first year in the legislature was happy and profitable in a boyish and 
innocent sort of way — “innocent” in his eyes, that is. 

His affair with Mary Gatecliff ran along less happily for her than for 
him, since she found herself committed to a man who remained ob- 
viously more free than she. His affection had no vows. It did not even 
find words for itself. And it masked its sincerity in boyish grins and 
clumsy playfulness. She trembled when he kissed her, suffocated by 
the beating of her heart; and then she wept, when he was gone, because 
she could neither resist him nor apparently make him respect the weak- 
ness that yielded to him. She denied her feeling for him to her father. 
She could not, in self-respect, admit the humiliating terms of it. ‘"We’re 
just friends,” she said. 

Love, to her, was something abstract and transcendental, of the nature 
of a religion, exacting in its worship and rather solemn. To Dan it was 
a merely human relation. He took her affection as he took his mother’s. 
He repaid it — as he repaid his mother’s — with rough kindliness when 
he was with hei and devoted thoughts when he was away. And he left 
the unconsidered future to develop itself and their relations, sure of 
himself and his success. 


IX 

So he came to the crisis and the turning point in his career. Imagine him 
a burly twenty-six, rubicund and round-faced, well dressed, prosperous, 
known to everybody in his district and liked by them all. His passage 
down his native street was a triumphal progress. The policeman on the 
beat saluted him. The loafers on the saloon corners stopped him to bor- 
row money. The street children pointed him out and followed him. The 
shopkeepers shook hands with him. He was buttonholed and solicited 
by constituents and office seekers, and he released himself with a broad 
smile and a pat on the shoulder and such promises as he knew he could 
keep. He smiled at the girls, with his hat on the back of his head. He 
touched the brim of it with a wave of the hand when their mothers 
greeted him. He joked with the priest. A universal favorite, as kindly 
as a prince who wishes to be popular, he walked with the sun on his 
face and a prosperous future before him. And he never looked back at 
the past that followed him — an invisible figure, which he thought 
nobody saw, because he never looked at it himself — until suddenly that 
figure stepped up beside him, took his arm firmly, and walked him 
into a future that was a sinister counterfeit of all he had expected. 

There was to be a centennial celebration in New York City in 1889, 
and in April of that year a bill was introduced at Albany to give the city 
police the power to arrest suspected criminals an sight, so as to protect 
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the centennial crowds from pickpockets and street walkers and hold-up 
men. Big Dan opposed the bill on the legitimate grounds that no man or 
woman should be arrested unless upon specific charges. He fought the 
bill in committee. He fought it on the floor of the house. He rallied his 
Black Horse Cavalry against it, traded influence to defeat it, and 
“swapped” votes. 

Unfortunately, Inspector Mehlin was behind the bill, and so was the 
Citizens’ League. Mehlin called in the newspaper men and gave them 
an interview in which he described Big Dan as “the associate of thieves 
and criminals,” “a political crook, prize fighter, and strong-arm man,” 
“opposed to the bill because all the criminals were his friends and if the 
bill went through it would hurt his saloon business.” And the secretary 
of the Citizens* League followed with a sketch of Big Dan’s life, supplied 
by Gatccliff: “Born amid the most depraved surroundings . . . the 
leader of a gang of young ruffians known to the police as the Hylo gang 
... his manners and speech those of the typical ‘tough’ ... the com- 
panion of thieves and prostitutes ... his saloons their known resorts 
. . . perhaps the most dangerous man that New York City ever sent to 
Albany ... the recognized leader of that group of piratical Assembly- 
men known as ‘the Black Horse Cavalry’ . . . the king of the under- 
world ... a political brigand holding his followers together by the 
cohesive power of public plunder,” etc., etc. 

Big Dan woke next morning to find himself infamous. In vain he 
denied the statements on the floor of the house. He was not convincing. 
He would not desert his friends, Barney This and Fitzey That, thieves 
and burglars, whom Mehlin had named. He admitted that he knew 
them, but denied that his friendship was guilty. He could not deny his 
leadership of the Black Horse. Not to their faces. He spoke lamely and 
confusedly. He defeated the bill, but he did not clear himself. He could 
not. Mehlin had made too picturesque and colorful a figure of him. The 
■■Albany correspondents took it up. I'he editorial writers enlarged on it. 
And Dan’s place in the social system was forever fixed. 

He did not realize it. It was years before he realized it. 

Mary GdtcclifI saw her brother, learned the truth, about the Hylos 
and about the legislature, and wrote to Dan: “It is terrible. There is 
nothing I can say. Do not come again. I could not trust myself to speak 
to you.” And when he called she would not see him; and when he wrote 
she did not answer. 

That cut him to the vitals. He could not picture any circumstances in 
which he would have turned his back on Mary before her enemies. It 
put her in a class with her brother; they had a “yellow streak.” 

Dan’s criminal associates had not. They rallied to him. They elected 
him vice-president of the Phelan Association, and made speeches to him 
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as “the man who never went back on a friend.” The underworld had 
found a champion; they crowded to his saloon. The neighbors came to 
assure his mother that whatever the lying police and the newspapers 
might say, they knew that Danny was a good boy. Most significant of 
all, Cass Harley came. 

And with Cass Harley, Dan’s future took him by the arm. Harley 
was then a corporation lawyer, lobbyist, and “fixer.” The Black Horse 
Cavalry had been worrying him and his clients. He came to make peace. 
He came to offer Dan an alliance with the financial powers upon whom, 
as a piratical Assemblyman, Dan had been preying. 

“We need a leader in the legislature, Dan,” he said. “The boys won’t 
follow Cassidy. You and your friends had us blocked a half dozen times 
last session, and it’s going to be worse now. We need you and we can 
take care of you.” 

Dan asked, only, “Can you get Mehlin fer me?” 

“Yes,” Harley promised, “we can get Mehlin. And we can stop most 
of this newspaper stuff.” 

“1 don’t care about the papers,” Dan said. “They can’t hurt me down 
here. But I want Mehlin’s scalp. He lied about me.” 

“We all know that,” Harley assured him, although he was there 
because he believed what Mehlin had said. “Tell me, can we help your 
organizations in any way? Need any campaign contributions?” 

“I’ll see y’ about that later.” Dan rose heavily, to end the interview. 
“Get Mehlin first.” 

Harley nodded. “It may take me a little time. I’ll begin right away.” 

He “got” Mehlin. He got him so painfully that Mehlin came to Dan, 
in an attempt to save himself, and apologized and begged for his place. 
That simply made him a “quitter.” Dan went down into his change 
pocket and drew out some silver. 

“Mehlin,” he said, “you once ga’ me a quarter more’n I’d earned 
blackin’ boots. It was the only decent thing y’ ever did. Take it, an’ get 
out before I throw y’ out. We’re quits.” 

Here was Reilly’s first conspicuous public display of power. It marked 
him as an autocrat to the underworld. It brought a thousand willing 
agents to his service. And with these adherents at one end of the social 
system and Cass Harley and his clients at the other, he was supported 
by a combination of influence that was invincible. He was made the 
political boss of his district. He was no longer “Big Dan”; he was “the 
Big One.” When Jimmy Phelan died, the Phelan Association became 
the Dan Reilly Association, with Granny Reilly as the empress dowager 
behind the throne. Under her direction as much as Dan’s, it developed 
into a political association for the distribution of discriminating alms. 
An ofiicial chaplain attended marriages, christenings, and funerals to 
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leave flowers “from Big Dan.” A dispossess-man went to court every 
morning for lists of evicted tenants and gave them aid. A recognized 
place finder occupied himself getting work for voters from every busi- 
ness man and corporation in New York that could be reached by the Big 
One; and with Cass Harley to assist, there were few that could not be 
reached. But, unlike any of his predecessors in such a situation, Reilly 
did not sell out to the powers whom Harley served. He did not even 
lose himself among the higher-ups. He stuck to his district. He spoke 
of sacred Headquarters as “the dead man’s rest,” and kept away from it. 
He poured great sums of money through the Dan Reilly Association 
into the needy purses of his constituents, and took from them, in return, 
their votes. Thanks to his mother, he had made, unconsciously, an 
important discovery in the science of democratic government — a dis- 
covery that put him at last on the balcony at Headquarters. It was this: 

Among business men, farmers, manufacturers, and such, a voter 
marks his ballot in support of the party that gives him either a policy 
or a tariff to protect his livelihood. But there are no farmers or manu- 
facturers or accumulations of invested capital among the tenement 
dwellers. When those people vote for the party that assures their live- 
lihood, they vote for the party that gives them jobs. Big Dan’s political 
machine became an organization that gave the workingman, the poor, 
the unemployed, and the petty criminal work or money or protection in 
exchange for their votes. Reilly became the Hanna of his party, locally. 

He was soon dictating to Cass Harley; and Harley, angered, assisted 
the newspapers and the Citizens’ League in an attempt to destroy him. 
They made the Big One a social outlaw, as picturesque as Robin Hood; 
but he polled an overwhelming vote in his district, dictated terms to 
Harley’s clients, and ended Harley’s political career. Then he reached 
for the principal backers of the Citizens’ League and forced them to 
drop Gatecliff, who as its secretary, had directed the publicity against 
him. He even fought the party Boss and defeated him in a characteristic 
activity. 

The*Boss was interested in horse breeding and racing; his henchmen 
introduced a bill at Albany to suppress pool rooms because pool rooms 
liurt the race tracks by making it unnecessary to go to the races in order 
to bet; and Reilly, leading the pool room forces, proposed another bill 
making all betting illegal, whether on the tracks or in the pool rooms. 
The reformers flocked to Reilly’s support. The Boss, in order to get Big 
Dan to withdraw his bill, had to withdraw his own. He never forgave 
Big Dan and was never asked to. “What do I care fer Headquarters,” 
Reilly laughed. “I can carry my distric’ whether I’m in th’ organization 
cr not.” He carried it when a reform wave engulfed the party in every 
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other district of the city, and it was he who served notice on the Boss 
that his abdication was expected as a consequence of that defeat. 

He was now at the point where he should have been able to assume 
the crown of his career. And he could not touch it. Mehlin and GatcclifI 
and Cass Harley and the Citizens’ League had done their work too well. 
The rival leaders at Headquarters could not oppose his power, but they 
did not conceal from him the obvious fact that to put a man of his repu- 
tation on the party throne would mean the public ruin of the party. The 
reform wave was still running high. 

“Better fake up a stool pigeon, Dan,” they advised him, “an’ work 
behind him till this blows over. We know it ain’t true, what they say 
of yuh. But the public don’t know it.” 

Li the secret silences of his thought he blamed it all on GateclifI, and 
whatever business or undertaking Gatecliff entered on he contrived to 
blight it, mysteriously. Mary GateclifI tried to see him. She wrote to ask 
for an interview. He did not answer. She persisted with a letter begging 
him not to ruin her brother. He muttered, “What do you two think 
yuh’ve done to me?” and threw the letter into the waste basket. 

When Mary married the head of the traction company, he watched 
for Buttony to appear in the company’s affairs; and when Gatecliff 
showed as a confidential legal adviser to the president of the concern, 
Dan set a new trap in the shape of a traction franchise with which he 
intended to “gold brick” them. Gatecliff, persecuted as he had been in 
his youth, was willing again to pay tribute. He undertook negotiations 
with Headquarters, and Dan handed him over to a lieutenant. Th^ 
price was agreed upon, but the company offered stock, and Dan would 
not move except for half the amount of ready money paid in advance. 
He planned to accept that bribe and then secretly to manipulate the 
legislature to refuse the franchise. The traction heads had to take his 
word as his bond. He had never broken his word in the past, and 
everybody knew it. 


It was toward the end of these negotiations that he came to his dramatic 
moment on the Headquarters stairs. 

He came there in black because he had been to the funeral of his 
mother. He came there feeling suddenly empty, bitter, resentful — empty 
of all ambition to remain in control at Headquarters, now that his 
mother was no longer alive to be proud of his power; bitter because of 
the public obloquy under which both he and his mother had suffered; 
and resentful toward those best men of the community who dreaded 
him, despised him, and waited on him. As he had walked down the 
aisle of the church, behind his mother’s coffin^ he had seen Mary Gate- 
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cliff in a pew, and she had looked at him with sympathy, with pity, with 
a pleading reproach. He had said to himself, “Her husband made her 
come, to jolly me along.” But he knew better. Her eyes were the strained 
eyes of a victim of disillusion, looking at a fellow sufferer in unhappi- 
ness, and mutely asking him, in the face of death, why they had so 
maimed each other's lives. 

The look accused him and accused herself. It forgave him and asked 
forgiveness. And with that look in his memory he paused on the railed 
landing of the stairs and saw her brother and her husband below him, 
waiting hopefully for the word from him that would spring the fall of 
his trap. He despised them. He was ashamed of himself and of them. 
He wanted to insult them contemptuously while he saved them. And 
he wanted to slap their whole respected world in the face. And he 
slapped it. “The rest o’ yuh can go home.” 

XI 

It was his last official act at Headquarters. “I’m sick,” he told the man 
who was to succeed him. “An’ I’m through here. That deal with Gate- 
cliff and his bunch, that’s off. If anyone wants to sec me, tell ’em to go 
to hell.” 

He retired to one of his Bowery lairs and took to his bed. The painted 
woman who was nursing him persuaded him to drink some hot toddy, 
to put him to sleep. It went to his head and he talked of his mother. 

“I had a funny feclin’ up there at the cemet’ry,” he said. “They buried 
her on the side of a hill. An’ the sun was shinin’. An’ they dug the grave 
like a box, cuttin’ it down straight on the sides an’ makin’ the corners 
square, you know, like a box. An’ the shell just fitted into it like it was 
made fer it. An’ there was somethin’ about the look o’ that grave, an’ 
the way it was made, that all of a sudden made me feel contented about 
havin’ her in it — somethin’, you know, consolin’. An’ when they lowered 
her into it the shell fitted so tight that the air came up slow, an’ when 
she settled down in it it made a sort o’ sigh, like you’re happy.” He 
began to weep. “I never knew a grave c’u’d be like that. It — it looked 
comfdr^le.” 

“Now,” the woman said, impatiently, “you ain’t goin’ to talk about 
graves bein’ comfortable. You ain’t as sick as all that. You got nothin’ 
but a cold.” 

And Big Dan, like a great child, motherless, rolled over and covered 
his face with the pillow and sobbed. 

XII 

One of the frankest of our foreign critics wrote of Dan at the height of 
his power: “He is a living proof that the workingman believes he has 
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the same right to vote for work that the business man has to vote for 
trade. He indicates that in a democracy where all are politically free 
the wage slave will sell his political freedom to ameliorate the conditions 
of his economic servitude. He signifies that poverty can organize and 
follow its leader and plunder prop)crty unabashed by all the moral 
fulminations of its victim. He means that no reform movement can 
permanently defeat his kind until the reformers recognize that the voter 
on the lower East Side has the same right to sell his vote for a wage as 
the voter on the upper West Side has to sell his vote for an income.” 

And all of that may be true, but 1 think if this social philosopher had 
seen Dan blubbering into a pillow, he might have understood that the 
Big One was what he was because he had never been anything but an 
overgrown boy, with merely boyish ideals of loyalty to his gang, with a 
boy’s immature sense of responsibility to society, with all a boy’s un- 
socialized ego instincts, and a boy’s dependence on affection, and a boy’s 
hatred for his censors, and a boy’s revolt against his punishment. 



The Good Anna 
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.HE tradesmen of Bridgepoint 
learned to di ead the sound of “Miss Mathilda”, for with that name the 
good Anna always conquered. 

The strictest of the oiie-price stores found that they could give things 
for a little less, when the good Anna had fully said that “Miss Mathilda” 
could not pay so much and that she could buy it cheaper “by Lind- 
heims.” 

Lindheims was Anna’s favorite store, for there they had bargain days, 
when flour and sugar were sold for a quarter of a cent less for a pound, 
and there the heads of the departments were all her friends and always 
managed to give her the bargain prices, even on other days. 

Anna led an arduous and troubled life. 

Anna managed the whole little house for Miss Mathilda. It was a 
funny little house, one of a whole row of all the same kind that made 
a close pile like a row of dominos that a child knocks over, for they 
were built along a street which at this point came down a steep hill. 
They were funny little houses, two stories high, with red brick fronts 
and long^ white steps. 

This one little house was always very full with Miss Mathilda, an 
under servant, stray dogs and cats and Anna’s voice that scolded, man- 
aged, and grumbled all day long. 

“Sallie! Can’t I leave you alone a minute but you must run to the door 
to see the butcher boy come down the street and there is Miss Mathilda 
calling for her shoes. Can I do everything while you go around always 
thinking about nothing at all.? If I ain’t after you every minute you 
would be forgetting all the time, and I take all this pains, and when you 
come to me you was as ragged as a buzzard and as dirty as a dog. Go 
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and find Miss Mathilda her shoes where you put them this morning.” 

“Peter!”, — ^her voice rose higher, — ^“Peterl”, — Peter was the youngest 
and the favorite dog,— “Peter, if you don’t leave Baby alone,” — Baby was 
an old, blind terrier that Anna had loved for many years, — “Peter, if 
you don’t leave Baby alone, I take a rawhide to you, you bad dog.” 

The good Anna had high ideals for canine chastity and discipline. 
The three regular dogs, the three that always lived with Anna, Peter 
and old Baby, and the fluffy little Rags, who was always jumping up 
into the air just to show that he was happy, together with the transients, 
the many stray ones that Anna always kept until she found them homes, 
were all under strict orders never to be bad one with the other. 

A sad disgrace did once happen in the family. A little transient terrier 
for whom Anna had found a home suddenly produced a crop of pups. 
The new owners were certain that this Foxy had known no dog since 
she was in their care. The good Anna held to it stoutly that her Peter 
and her Rags were guiltless, and she made her statement with so much 
heat that Foxy’s owners were at last convinced that these results were 
due to their neglect. 

“You bad dog,” Anna said to Peter that night, “you bad dog.” 

“Peter was the father of those pups,” the good Anna explained to 
Miss Mathilda, “and they look just like him too, and poor little Foxy, 
they were so big that she could hardly have them, but Miss Mathilda, I 
would never let those people know that Peter was so bad.” 

Periods of evil thinking came very regularly to Peter and to Rags 
and to the visitors within their gates. At such times Anna would be 
very busy and scold hard, and then too she always took great care to 
seclude the bad dogs from each other whenever she had to leave the 
house. Sometimes just to see how good it was that she had made them, 
Anna would leave the room a little while and leave them all together, 
and then she would suddenly come back. Back would slink all the 
wicked-minded dogs at the sound of her hand upon the knob, and then 
they would sit desolate in their corners like a lot of disappointed chil- 
dren whose stolen sugar has been take from them. 

Innocent blind old Baby was the only one who preserved the dignity 
becoming in a dog. 

You see that Anna led an arduous and troubled life. 

The good Anna was a small, spare, German woman, at this time 
about forty years of age. Her face was worn, her cheeks were thin, her 
mouth drawn and firm, and her light-blue eyes were very bright. Some- 
times they were full of lightning and sometimes full of humor, but they 
were always sharp and clear. 

Her voice was a pleasant one, when she told the histories of bad Peter 
and of Baby and of little Rags. Her voice was a high and piercinj? one 
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when she called to the teamsters and to the other wicked men, what she 
wanted tliat should come to them, when she saw them beat a horse or 
kick a dog. She did not belong to any society that could stop them and 
she told them so most frankly, but her strained voice and her glittering 
eyes, and her queer piercing German English first made them afraid 
and then ashamed. They all knew too, that all the policemen on the 
beat were her friends. These always respected and obeyed Miss Annie, as 
they called her, and promptly attended to all of her complaints. 

For five years Anna managed the little house for Miss Mathilda. In 
these five years there were four different under servants. 

The one that came first was a pretty, cheerful Irish girl. Anna took 
her with a doubting mind. Lizzie was an obedient, happy servant, and 
Anna began to have a little faith. This was not for long. The pretty, 
cheerful Lizzie disappeared one day without her notice and with all her 
baggage and returned no more. 

This pretty, cheerful Lizzie was succeeded by a melancholy Molly. 

Molly was born in America, of German parents. All her people had 
been long dead or gone away. Molly had always been alone. She was 
a tall, dark, sallow, thin-haired creature, and she was always troubled 
with a cough, and she had a bad temper, and always said ugly dreadful 
swear words. 

Anna found all this very hard to bear, but she kept Molly a long time 
out of kindness. The kitchen was constantly a battle-ground. Anna 
scolded and Molly swore strange oaths, and then Miss Mathilda would 
shut her door hard to show that she could hear it all. 

At last Anna had to give it up. “Please, Miss Mathilda, won’t you speak 
to Molly,” Anna said, ‘1 can’t do a thing with her. I scold her, and she 
don’t seem to hear and then she swears so that she scares me. She loves 
you, Miss Mathilda, and you scold her please once.” 

“But Anna,” cried poor Miss Mathilda, “I don’t want to,” and that 
large, cheerful, but faint-hearted woman looked all aghast at such a 
prospect. “But you must, please, Miss Mathilda I” Anna said. 

Miss Mathilda never wanted to do any scolding. “But you must, please. 
Miss* Mathilda,” Anna said. 

Miss Mathilda every day put off the scolding, hoping always that 
Anna would learn to manage Molly better. It never did get better and at 
last Miss Mathilda saw that the scolding simply had to be. 

It was agreed between the good Anna arid her Miss Mathilda that 
Anna should be away when Molly would be scolded. The next evening 
that it was Anna’s evening out, Miss Mathilda faced her task and went 
down into the kitchen. 

Molly was sitting in the little kitchen leaning her elbows on the table. 

*4jJihc was a tall, thin, saiUow girl, aged twenty-three, by nature slatternly 
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and careless but trained by Anna into superficial neatness. Her drab 
striped cotton dress and gray-black checked apron increased the length 
and sadness of her melancholy figure. “Oh, Lordl” groaned Miss Ma- 
thilda to herself as she approached her. 

“Molly, 1 want to speak to you about your behavior to Anna!” Here 
Molly dropped her head still lower on her arms and began to cry. 

“Oh! Oh!” groaned Miss Mathilda. 

“It’s all Miss Annie’s fault, all of it,” Molly said at last, in a trembling 
voice, “I do my best.” 

“1 know Anna is often hard to please,” began Miss Mathilda, with a 
twinge of mischief, and then she sobered herself to her task, “but you 
must remember, Molly, she means it for your good and she is really 
very kind to you.” 

“1 don’t want her kindness,” Molly cried, “I wish you would tell me 
what to do. Miss Mathilda, and then I would be all right. I hate Miss 
Annie.” 

“This will never do, Molly,” Miss Mathilda said sternly, in her deepest, 
firmest tones, “Anna is the head of the kitchen and you must either obey 
her or leave.” 

“1 don’t want to leave you,” whimpered melancholy Molly. “Well, 
Molly ihcn try and do better,” answered Miss Mathilda, keeping a good 
stern front, and backing quickly from the kitchen. 

“Oh! Oh!” groaned Miss Mathilda, as she went back up the stairs. 

Miss Mathilda’s attempt to make peace between the constantly con« 
tending women in the kitchen had no real effect. They were very soon 
as bitter as before. 

At last it was decided that Molly was to go away. Molly went away to 
work in a factory in the town, and she went to live with an old woman 
in the slums, a very bad old woman, Anna said. 

Anna was never easy in her mind about the fate of Molly. Sometimes 
she would see or hear of her. Molly was not well, her cough was worse, 
and the old woman really was a bad one. 

After a year of this unwholesome life, Molly was completely broken 
down. Anna then again took her in charge. She brought her from her 
work and from the woman where she lived, and put her in a hospital to 
stay till she was well. She found a place for her as nursemaid to a little 
girl out in the country, and Molly was at last established and content. 

Molly had had, at first, no regular successor. In a few months its was 
going to be the summer and Miss Mathilda would be gone away, and 
old Katy would do very well to come in every day and help Anna with 
her work. 

Old Katy was a heavy, ugly, short and rough old German woman, 
'vith a strange distorted German-English all her own. Anna was worn 
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out now with her attempt to make the younger generation do all that it 
should and rough old Katy never answered back, and never wanted her 
own way. No scolding or abuse could make its mark on her uncouth 
and aged peasant hide. She said her “Yes, Miss Annie,” when an answer 
had to come, and that was always all that she could say. 

“Old Katy is just a rough old woman, Miss Mathilda,” Anna said, 
“but I think I keep her here with me. She can work and she don’t give 
me trouble like I had with Molly all the time.” 

Anna always had a humorous sense from this old Katy’s twisted 
peasant English, from the roughness on her tongue of buzzing s’s and 
from the queer ways of her brutish servile humor. Anna could not let 
old Katy serve at table — old Katy was too coarsely made from natural 
earth for that — and so Anna had all this to do herself and that she never 
liked, but even then this simple rough old creature was pleasanter to 
her than any of the upstart young. 

Life went on very smoothly now in these few months before the 
summer came. Miss Mathilda every summer went away across the ocean 
to be gone for several months. When she went away this summer old 
Katy was so sorry, and on the day that Miss Mathilda went, old Katy 
cried hard for many hours. An earthy, uncouth, servile peasant creature 
old Katy surely was. She stood there on the white stone steps of the little 
red brick house, with her bony, square dull head with its thin, tanned, 
toughened skin and its sparse and kinky grizzled hair, and her strong, 
squat figure a little overmade on the right side, clothed in her blue 
striped cotton dress, all clean and always washed but rough and harsh 
to see — and she stayed there on the steps till Anna brought her in, blub- 
bering, her apron to her face, and making queer guttural broken moans. 

When Miss Mathilda early in the fall came to her house again old 
Katy was not there. 

“I never thought old Katy would act so. Miss Mathilda,” Anna said, 
“when she was so sorry when you went away, and I gave her full wages 
all the summer, but they are all alike. Miss Mathilda, there isn’t one of 
therm that’s fit to trust. You know how Katy said she liked you, Miss 
Mathilda, and went on about it when you went away and then she was 
so good and worked all right until the middle of the summer, when 1 
got sick, and then she went away and let me all alone and took a place 
out in the country, where they gave her some more money. She didn’t 
say a word. Miss Mathilda, she just went off and left me there alone 
when I was sick after that awful hot summer that we had, and after all 
we done for her when she had no place to go, and all summer I gave 
her better things to eat than I had for myself. Miss Mathilda, there isn’t 
one of them has any sense of what’s the right way for a girl to do, not 
one of them.” 
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Old Katy was never heard from any more. 

No under servant was decided upon now for several months. Many 
came and many went, and none of them would do. At last Anna heard 
of Sallie. 

Sallie was the oldest girl in a family of eleven, and Sallie was just 
sixteen years old. From Sallie down they came always little and littler 
in her family, and all of them were always out at work excepting only 
the few littlest of them all. 

Sallie was a pretty blonde and smiling German girl, and stupid and a 
little silly. The littler they came in her family the brighter they all were. 
The brightest of them all was a little girl of ten. She did a good day’s 
work washing dishes for a man and wife in a saloon, and she earned a 
fair day’s wage, and then there was one littler still. She only worked for 
half the day. She did the housework for a bachelor doctor. She did it all, 
all of the housework and received each week her eight cents for her 
wage. Anna was always indignant when she told that story. 

“1 think he ought to give her ten cents. Miss Mathilda, any way. Eight 
cents is so mean when she does all his work and she is such a bright 
hide thing too, not stupid like our Sallie. Sallie would never learn to do 
3 thing if I didn’t scold her all the time, but Sallie is a good girl, and I 
lake care and she will do all right.” 

Sallie was a good, obedient German child. She never answered Anna 
back, no more clid Peter, old Baby and little Rags and so though always 
Anna’s voice was sharply raised in strong rebuke and worn expostula- 
tion, they were a happy family all there together in the kitchen. 

Anna was a mother now to Sallie, a good incessant German mother 
who watched and scolded hard to keep the girl from any evil step. 
Sallie’s temptations and transgressions were much like those of naughty 
Pcicr and jolly little Rags, and Anna took the same way to keep all three 
from doing what was bad. 

Sallic’s chief badness, besides forgetting all the time and never wash- 
i ing her hands clean to serve at table, was the butcher boy. 

He was an unattractive youth enough, that butcher boy. Suspicion 
began to close in around Sallie that she spent the evenings when Anna 
was away, in company with this bad boy. 

“Sallie is such a pretty girl. Miss Mathilda,” Anna said, '‘and she is so 
Jumb and silly, and she puts on that red waist, and she crinkles up her 
' hair with irons so I have to laugh, and then I tell her if she only washed 
^ her hands clean it would be better than all that fixing all the time, but 
you can’t do a thing with the young girls nowadays. Miss Mathilda. 
Sallie is a good girl but I got to watch her all the time.” 

Suspicion closed in around Sallie more and more, that she spent 
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Anna’s evenings out with this boy sitting in the kitchen. One early 
morning Anna’s voice was sharply raised. 

“Sallic, this ain’t the same banana that I brought home yesterday, for 
Miss Mathilda, for her breakfast, and you was out early in the street 
this morning, what was you doing there?” 

“Nothing, Miss Annie, I just went out to see, that’s all and that’s the 
same banana, ’deed it is, Miss Annie.” 

“Sallie, how can you say so and after all I do for you, and Miss 
Mathilda is so good to you. I never brought home no bananas yesterday 
with specks on it like that. I know better, it was that boy was here last 
night and ate it while I was away, and you was out to get another this 
morning. I don’t want no lying, Sallie.” 

Sallic was stout in her defense but then she gave it up and she said 
it was the boy who snatched it as he ran away at the sound of Anna’s 
key opening the outside door. “But I will never let him in again, Miss 
Annie, ’deed I won’t,” said Sallie. 

And now it was all peaceful for some weeks and then Sallie with 
fatuous simplicity began on certain evenings to resume her bright red 
waist, her bits of jewels and her crinkly hair. 

One pleasant evening in the early spring. Miss Mathilda was standing 
on the steps beside the open door, feeling cheerful in the pleasant, gentle 
night. Anna came down the street, returning from her evening out. 
“Don’t shut the door, please. Miss Mathilda,” Anna said in a low voice, 
“I don’t want Sallie to know I’m home.” 

Anna went softly through the house and reached the kitchen door. At 
the sound of her hand upon the knob there was a wild scramble and a 
bang, and then Sallie sitting there alone when Anna came into the room, 
but, alas, the butcher boy forgot his overcoat in his escape. 

You see that Anna led an arduous and troubled life. 

Anna had her troubles, too, with Miss Mathilda. “And I slave and 
slave to save the money and you go out and spend it all on foolishness,” 
the good Anna would complain when her mistress, a large and careless 
wopaan, would come home with a bit of porcelain, a new etching and 
sometimes even an oil painting on her arm. 

“But Anna,” argued Miss Mathilda, “if you didn’t save this money, 
don’t you see I could not buy these* things,” and then Anna would soften 
and look pleased until she learned the price, and then wringing her 
hands, “Oh, Miss Mathilda, Miss Ma*^hilda,” she would cry, “and you 
gave all that money out for that, when you need a dress to go out in so 
bad.” “Well, perhaps I will get one for myself next year, Anna,” Miss 
Mathilda would cheerfully concede. “If we live till then, Miss Mathilda, 

I sec that you do,” Anna would then answer darkly. 

Anna had great pride in the knowledge and possessions of her cher 
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ished Miss Mathilda, but she did not like her careless way of wearing 
iihvays her old clothes. “You can’t go out to dinner in that dress, Miss 
Mathilda,” she would say, standing firmly before the outside door, 
“You got to go and put on your new dress you always look so nice in.” 
“But Anna, there isn’t time.” “Yes there is, I go up and help you fix it, 
please. Miss Mathilda, you can’t go out to dinner in that dress and next 
vear if we live till then, I make you get a new hat, too. It’s a shame. Miss 
Mathilda, to go out like that.” 

The poor mistress sighed and had to yield. It suited her cheerful, lazy 
(cm[)er to be always without care but sometimes it was a burden to 
ciiclure, for so often she had it all to do again unless she made a rapid 
clash out of the door before Anna had a chance to see. 

Life was very easy always for this large and lazy Miss Mathilda, with 
the good Anna to watch and care for her and all her clothes and goods. 
But, alas, this world of ours is after all much what it should be and 
cheerful Miss Mathilda had her troubles too with Anna. 

It was pleasant that everything for one was done, but annoying often 
that what one wanted most just then, one could not have when one had 
foolishly demanded and not suggested one’s desire. And then Miss Ma- 
thilda loved to go out on joyous, country tramps when, stretching free 
and far with cheerful comrades, over rolling hills and cornfields, glori- 
ous in the setting sun, and dogwood white and shining underneath the 
moon and clear stars over hcpd, and brilliant air and tingling blood, it 
was hard to have to think of Anna’s anger at the late return, though 
Miss Mathilda had begged that there might be no hot supper cooked 
that night. And then when all the happy crew of Miss Mathilda and her 
friends, tired with fullness of good health and burning winds and glow- 
ing sunshine in the eyes, stiffened and justly worn and wholly ripe for 
pleasant food and gentle content, were all come together to the little 
house — it was hard for all that tired crew who loved the good things 
Anna made to eat, to come to the closed door and wonder there if it 
was Anna’s evening in or out, and then the others must wait shivering 
on their tired feet, while Miss Mathilda softened Anna’s heart, or if 
Anna was well out, boldly ordered youthful Sallie to feed all the hungry 
lot. 

Such things were sometimes hard to bear and often grievously did 
Miss Mathilda feel herself a rebel with the cheerful Lizzies, the melan- 
choly Mollies, the rough old Katies and the stupid Sallies. 

Miss Mathilda had other troubles too, with the good Anna. Miss 
Mathilda had to save her Anna from the many friends, who in the 
kindly fashion of the poor, used up her savings and then gave her prom- 
ises in place of payments. 

The good Anna had many curious friends that she had found in the 
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twenty years that she had lived in Bridgepoint, and Miss Mathilda 
would often have to save her from them all. 

II. THE LIFE OF THE GOOD ANNA 

Anna Federner, this good Anna, was of solid lower middle-class South 
German stock. 

When she was seventeen years old she went to service in a bourgeois 
family, in the large city near her native town, but she did not stay there 
long. One day her mistress offered her maid — that was Anna — to a 
friend, to see her home. Anna felt herself to be a servant, not a maid, and 
so she promptly left the place. 

Anna had always a firm old world sense of what was the right way 
for a girl to do. 

No argument could bring her to sit an evening in the empty parlor, 
although the smell of paint when they were fixing up the kitchen made 
her very sick, and tired as she always was, she never would sit down 
during the long talks she held with Miss Mathilda. A girl was a girl 
and should act always like a girl, both as to giving all respect and as to 
what she had to eat. 

A little time after she left this service, Anna and her mother made 
the voyage to America. They came second-class, but it was for them a 
long and dreary journey. The mother was already ill with consumption. 

They landed in a pleasant town in the far South and there the mother 
slowly died. 

Anna was now alone and she made her way to Bridgepoint where an 
older half brother was already settled. This brother was a heavy, lum- 
bering, good-natured German man, full of the infirmity that comes of 
excess of body. 

He was a baker and married and fairly well to do. 

Anna liked her brother well enough but was never in any way de- 
pendent on him. 

When she arrived in Bridgepoint, she took service with Miss Mary 
Wadsmith. 

•Miss Mary Wadsmith was a large, fair, helpless woman, burdened 
with the care of two young children. They had been left her by her 
brother and his wife who had died within a few months of each other. 

Anna soon had the household altogether in her charge. 

Anna found her place with large, abundant women, for such were 
always lazy, careless or all helpless, and so the burden of their lives 
could fall on Anna, and give her just content. Anna’s superiors must be 
always these large helpless women, or be men, for none others could 
give themselves to be made so comfortable and free. 

Anna had no strong natural feeling to love children, as she had to 
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love cats and dogs, and a large mistress. She never became deeply fond 
of Edgar and Jane Wadsmith. She naturally preferred the boy, for boys 
love always better to be done for and made comfortable and full of 
eating, while in the little girl she had to meet the feminine, the subde 
opposition, showing so early always in a young girl’s nature. 

For the summer, the Wadsmiths had a pleasant house out in the 
country, and the winter months they spent in hotel apartments in the 
city. 

Gradually it came to Anna to take the whole direction of their move- 
ments, to make all the decisions as to their journeyings to and fro, and 
for the arranging of the places where they were to live. 

Anna had been with Miss Mary for three years, when little Jane 
began to raise her strength in opposition. Jane was a neat, pleasant little 
girl, pretty and sweet with a young girl’s charm, and with two blonde 
braids carefully plaited down her back. 

Miss Mary, like her Anna, had no strong natural feeling to love chil- 
dren, but she was fond of these two young ones of her blood, and yielded 
vlocilely to the stronger power in the really pleasing little girl. Anna 
always preferred the rougher handling of the boy, while Miss Mary 
found the gentle force and the sweet domination of the girl to please 
her better. 

In a spring when all the preparations for the moving had been made, 
Miss Mary and Jane went together to the country home, and Anna, 
after finishing up the city matters, was to follow them in a few days 
with Edgar, whose vacation had not yet begun. 

Many times during the preparations for this summer, Jane had met 
Anna with sharp resistance, in opposition to her ways. It was simple for 
little Jane to give unpleasant orders, not from herself but from Miss 
Mary, large, docile, helpless Miss Mary Wadsmith who could never 
think out any orders to give Anna from herself. 

Anna’s eyes grew slowly sharper, harder, and her lower teeth thrust 
a little forward and pressing strongly up, framed always more slowly 
the “Yes, Miss Jane,” to the quick, “Oh, Anna! Miss Mary says she wants 
you to do it so!” 

On the day of their migration. Miss Mary had been already put into 
the carriage. “Oh, Anna!” cried little Jane running back into the house, 
“Miss Mary says that you are to bring along the blue dressings out of 
her room and mine.” Anna’s body stiffened, “We never use them in 
the summer, Miss Jane,” she said thickly. “Yes, Anna, but Miss Mary 
thinks it would be nice, and she told me to tell you not to forget, good- 
by!” and the little girl skipped lighdy down the steps into the carriage 
and they drove away. 

Anna stood still on the steps, her eyes hard and sharp and shining, and 
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her body and her face stiff with resentment. And then she went into the 
house, giving the door a shattering slam. 

Anna was very hard to live with in those next three days. Even Baby, 
the new puppy, the pride of Anna’s heart, a present from her friend 
the widow, Mrs, Lehntman — even this pretty little black-and-tan felt 
the heat of Anna’s scorching flame. And Edgar, who had looked forward , 
to those days, to be for him filled full of freedom and of things to eat 
— he could not rest a moment in Anna’s bitter sight. 

On the third day, Anna and Edgar went to the Wadsmith country 
home. The blue dressings out of the two rooms remained behind. 

All the way, Edgar sat in front with the colored man and drove. It 
was an early spring day in the South. The fields and woods were heavy 
from the soaking rains. The horses dragged the carriage slowly over the 
long road, sticky with brown clay and rough with masses of stones 
thrown here and there to be broken and trodden into place by passing 
teams. Over and through the soaking earth was the feathery new spring 
growth of little flowers, of young leaves and of ferns. The tree tops were 
all bright with reds and yellows, with brilliant gleaming whites and 
gorgeous greens. All the lower air was full of the damp haze rising 
from heavy soaking water on the earth, mingled with a warm and 
pleasant smell from the blue smoke of the spring fires in all the open 
fields. And above all this was the clear, upper air, and the songs of 
birds and the joy of sunshine and of lengthening days. 

The languor and the stir, the warmth and weight and the strong feel 
of life from the deep centers of the earth that come always with tbr 
early, soaking spring, when it is not answered with an active fervent 
joy, give always anger, irritation and unrest. 

To Anna alone there in the carriage, drawing always nearer to the 
struggle with her mistress, the warmth, the slowness, the jolting over 
stones, the steaming from the horses, the cries of men and animals and 
birds, and the new life ail round about were simply maddening. 
“Baby! if you don’t lie still, I think I kill you. I can’t stand it any more 
liketMfs.” 

At this time Anna, about twenty-seven years of age, was not yet all 
thin and worn. The sharp bony edges and corners of her head and face 
were still rounded out with flesh, but already the temper and the humor 
showed sharply in her clean blue eyes, and the thinning was begun 
about the lower jaw, that was so often strained with the upward pres- 
sure of resolve. 

Today, alone there in the carriage, she was all stiff and yet all trem- 
bling with the sore effort of decision and revolt. 

the carriage turned into the Wadsmith gate, little Jane ran out to 
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see. She just looked at Anna’s face; she did not say a word about blue 
dressings. 

Anna got down from the carriage with little Baby in her arm/. She 
took out all the goods that she had brought and the carriage drove 
away. Anna left everything on the porch, and went in to where Miss 
Mary Wademith was sitting by the fire. 

Miss Mary was sitting in a large armchair by the fire. All the nooks 
and crannies of the chair were filled full of her soft and spreading body. 
She was dressed in a black satin morning gown, the sleeves, great mon- 
ster things, were heavy with the mass of her soft flesh. She sat there 
always, large, helpless, gentle. She had a fair, soft, regular, good-looking 
face, with pleasant, empty, gray-blue eyes, and heavy sleepy lids. 

behind Miss Mary was the little Jane, nervous and jerky with excite- 
ment as she saw Anna come into the room. 

“Miss Mary,” Anna began. She had stopped just within the door, her 
fxxly and her face stifi with repression, her teeth closed hard and the 
white lights flashing sharply in the pale, clean blue of her eyes. Her 
scaring was full of the strange coquetry of anger and of fear, the stiff- 
ness, the bridling, the suggestive movement underneath the rigidness 
of forced control, all the queer ways the passions have to show them- 
selves all one. 

“Miss Mary,” the words came slowly with thick utterance and with 
jerks, but always firm and strong. “Miss Mary, I can’t stand it any more 
like this. When you tell me anything to do, I do it. I do everything I 
can and you know I work myself sick for you. The blue dressings in 
yoLir room makes too much work to have for summer. Miss Jane don’t 
know what work is. If you want to do things like that I go away.” 

Anna stopped still. Her words had not the strength of meaning they 
were meant to have, but the power in the mood of Anna’s soul fright- 
ened and awed Miss Mary through and through. 

Like in all large and helpless women. Miss Mary’s heart beat weakly 
ill the soft and helpless mass it had to govern. Little Jane’s excitements 
had already tried her strength. Now she grew pale and fainted quite 
away. 

“Miss Mary!” cried Anna running to her mistress and supporting 
all her helpless weight back in the chair. Little Jane, distracted, flew 
about as Anna ordered, bringing smelling salts and brandy and vinegaf 
and water and chafing poor Miss Mary’s wrists. 

Miss Mary slowly opened her mild eyes. Anna sent the weeping little 
j me out of the room. She herself managed to get Miss Maiy quiet on 
^he couch. 

There was never a word more said about blue dressings. 



GERTRUDE STEIN 


648 

Anna had conquered, and a few days later little Jane gave her a 
green parrot to make peace. 

For six more years little Jane and Anna lived in the same house. They 
were careful and respectful to each other to the end. 

Anna liked the parrot very well. She was fond of cats too and of 
horses, but best of all animals she loved the dog and best of all dogs, 
little Baby, the first gift from her friend, the widow Mrs. Lehntman. 

The widow Mrs. Lehntman was the romance in Anna’s life. 

Anna met her first at the house of her half brother, the baker, who 
had known the late Mr. Lehntman, a small grocer, very well. 

Mrs. Lehntman had been for many years a midwife. Since her hus- 
band’s death she had herself and two young children to support. 

Mrs. Lehntman was a good-looking woman. She had a plump well- 
rounded body, clear olive skin, bright dark eyes and crisp black curling 
hair. She was pleasant, magnetic, efficient and good. She was very attrac- 
tive, very generous and very amiable. 

She was a few years older than our good Anna, who was soon en- 
tirely subdued by her magnetic, sympathetic charm. 

Mrs. Lehntman in her work loved best to deliver young girls who 
were in trouble. She would take these into her own house and care for 
them in secret, till they could guiltlessly go home or back to work, and 
then slowly pay her the money for their care. And so through this new 
friend Anna led a wider and more entertaining life, and often she used 
up her savings in helping Mrs. Lehntman through those times when 
she was giving very much more than she got. 

It was through Mrs. Lehntman that Anna met Dr. Shonjen who em- 
ployed her when at last it had to be that she must go away from her 
Miss Mary Wadsmith. 

During the last years with her Miss Mary, Anna’s health was very 
bad, as indeed it always was from that time on until the end of her 
strong life. 

Anna was a medium-sized, thin, hard-working, worrying woman. 

•Stie had always had bad headaches and now they came more often 
ind more wearing. 

Her face grew thin, more bony and more worn, her skin stained itself 
pale yellow, as it does with working sickly women, and the clear blue 
of her eyes went pale. 

Her back troubled her a good deal, too. She was always tired at her 
work and her temper grew more difficult and fretful. 

Miss Mary Wadsmith often tried to make Anna see a little to herself, 
and get a doctor, and the little Jane, now blossoming into a pretty, 
sweet young woman, did her best to make Anna do things for her 
good. Anna was stubborn always to Miss Jane, and fearful of interfer- 
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ence in her ways. Miss Mary Wadsmith’s mild advice she easily could 
always turn aside. 

Mrs. Lehntman was the only one who had any power over Anna. 
She induced her to let Dr. Shonjen take her in his care. 

No one but a Dr. Shonjen could have brought a good and German 
Anna first to stop her work and then submit herself to operation, but 
he knew so well how to deal with German and poor people. Cheery, 
jovial, hearty, full of jokes that made much fun and yet were full of 
simple common sense and reasoning courage, he could persuade even 
a good Anna to do things that were for her own good. 

Edgar had now been for some years away from home, first at a school 
and then at work to prepare himself to be a civil engineer. Miss Mary 
and Jane promised to take a trip for all the time that Anna was away 
md so there would be no need for Anna’s work, nor for a new girl to 
take Anna’s place. 

Anna’s mind was thus a little set at rest. She gave herself to Mrs. 
Lehntman and the doctor to do what they thought best to make her weE 
and strong. 

Anna endured the operation very well, and was patient, almost docile, 
in the slow recovery of her working strength. But when she was once 
more at work for her Miss Mary Wadsmith, all the good effect of these 
several months of rest were soon worked and worried well away. 

For all the rest of her strong working life Anna was never really 
well. She had bad headaches all the time and she was always thin and 
worn. 

She worked away her appetite, her health and strength, and always 
for the sake of those who begged her not to work so hard. To her think- 
ing, in her stubborn, faithful, German soul, this was the right way for a 
girl to do. 

Anna's life with Miss Mary Wadsmith was now drawing to an end. 

Miss Jane, now altogether a young lady, had come out into the world. 
Soon she would become engaged and then be married, and then perhaps 
Miss Mary Wadsmith would make her home with her. 

In such a household Anna was certain that she would never take a 
place. Miss Jane was always careful and respectful and very good to 
Anna, but never could Anna be a girl in a household where Miss Jane 
vvould be the head. This much was very certain in her mind, and so 
^ese last two years with her Miss Mary were not as happy as before. 

The change came very soon. 

Miss Jane became engaged and in a few months was to marry a man 
from out of town, from Curden, an hour’s railway ride from Bridge- 
point. 

Poor Miss Mary Wadsmith did not know the strong resolve Anna 
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had made to live apart from her when this new household should be 
formed. Anna found it very hard to speak to her Miss Mary of this 
change. 

The preparations for the wedding went on day and night. 

Anna worked and sewed hard to make it all go well. 

Miss Mary was much fluttered, but content and happy with Anna 
to make everything so easy for them all. 

Anna worked so all the time to drown her sorrow and her conscience 
too, for somehow it was not right to leave Miss Mary so. But what else 
could she do? She could not live as her Miss Mary’s girl, in a house 
where Miss Jane would be the head. 

The wedding day grew always nearer. At last it came and passed. 

The young people went on their wedding trip, and Anna and Miss 
Mary were left behind to pack up all the things. 

Even yet poor Anna had not had the strength to tell Miss Mary her 
resolve, but now it had to be. 

Anna every spare minute ran to her friend Mrs. Lehntman for com- 
fort and advice. She begged her friend to be with her when she told 
the news to Miss Mary. 

Perhaps if Mrs. Lehntman had not been in Bridgepoint, Anna would 
have tried to live in the new house. Mrs. Lehntman did not urge her to 
this thing nor even give her this advice, but feeling for Mrs. Lehntman 
as she did made even faithful Anna not quite so strong in her depend- 
ence on Miss Mary’s need as she would otherwise have been. 

Remember, Mrs. Lehntman was the romance in Anna’s life. 

All the packing was now done and in a few days Miss Mary was to 
go to the new house, where the young people were ready for her coming. 

At last Anna had to speak. 

Mrs. Lehntman agreed to go with her and help to make the matter 
clear to poor Miss Mary. 

The two women came together to Miss Mary Wadsmith sitting 
placid by the fire in the empty living room. Miss Mary had seen Mrs. 
Lehntman many times before, and so her coming in with Anna raised 
no suspicion in her mind. 

It was very hard for the two women to begin. 

It must be very gently done, this telling to Miss Mary of the change. 
She must not be shocked by suddenness or with excitement. 

Anna was all stiff, and inside all a-quiver with shame, anxiety and 
grief. Even courageous Mrs. Lehntman, cflicient, impulsive and com- 
placent as she was and not deeply concerned in the event, felt awkward, 
abashed and almost guilty in that large, mild, helpless presence. And 
at her side to make her feel the power of it all, was the intense conviction 
of poor Anna, struggling to be unfeeling, self-righteous and suppressed 
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"Miss Mary’* — ^with Anna when things had to come they tame always 
sharp and short — ^“Miss Mary, Mrs. Lehntman has come here with 
me, so I can tell you about not staying with you there in Curden. Of 
course I go help you to get settled and then I think I come back and 
stay right here in Bridgepoint. You know my brother he is here and all 
his family, and I think it would be not right to go away from them so 
far, and you know you don’t want me now so much, Miss Mary, when 
vou are all together there in Curden.” 

Miss Mary Wadsmith was puzzled. She did not understand what 
Anna meant by what she said. 

“Why, Anna, of course you can come to see your brother whenever 
you like to, and I will always pay your fare. I thought you understood 
all about that, and we will be very glad to have your nieces come to 
stay with you as often as they like. There will always be room enough 
in a big house like Mr. Gold th wake’s.” 

Il was now for Mrs. Lehntman to begin her work. 

“Miss Wadsmith does not understand just what you mean, Anna,’* 
she began. “Miss Wadsmith, Anna feels how good and kind you arq 
and she talks about it all the time, and what you do for her in ever^ 
way you can, and she is very grateful and never would want to go 
away from you, only she thinks it would be better now that Mi^s. Gold-^ 
thwaite has this big new house and will want to manage it in her owa 
way, she thinks perhaps it would be better if Mrs. Goldthwaite had all 
new servants with her to begin with, and not a girl like Anna who knew 
her when she was a little girl. That is what Anna feels about it now, 
and she asked me and I said to her that I thought it would be better for 
you all and you knew she liked you so much and (hat you were so good 
to her, and you would understand how she thought it would be better 
in the new house if she stayed on here in Bridgepoint, anyway for a 
little while until Mrs. Goldthwaite was used to her new house. Isn’t 
that it, Anna, that you wanted Miss Wadsmith to know?” 

“Oh Anna,” Miss Mary Wadsmith said it slowly and in a grieved 
tone of surprise that was very hard for the good Anna to endure, “Oh 
Anna, I didn’t think that you would ever want to leave me after all 
these years.” 

“Miss Mary!” it came in one tense jerky burst, “Miss Mary, it’s only 
working under Miss Jane now would make me leave you so. I knew 
how good you are and I work myself sick for you and for Mr. Edgar 
for Miss Jane too, only Miss Jane she will want everything dif- 
ferent from like the way we always did, and you know. Miss Mary, I 
can’t have Miss Jane watching at me all the time, and every minute 
something new. Miss Mary, it would be very bad and Miss Jane don’t 
really want me to come with you to the new house, I know that all the 
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time. Please, Miss Mary, don’t feel bad about it or think I ever want to 
go a^\'iy irom you if I could do things right for you the way they ought 
to be/’ 

Poor Miss Mary. Struggling was not a thing for her to do. Anna woulc? 
surely yield if she would struggle, but struggling was too much 
and too much worry for peaceful Miss Mary to endure. If Anna would 
do so she must. Poor Miss Mary Wadsmith sighed, looked wistfully at 
Anna and then gave it up. 

■‘You must do as you think best, Anna,” she said at last letting all of 
her soft self sink back into the chair. “I am very sorry and so I am sure 
will be Miss Jane when she hears what you have thought it best to do. 
It was very good of Mrs. Lehntman to come with you and I am sure 
she does it for your good. I suppose you want to go out a little now. 
Come back in an hour, Anna, and help me go to bed.” Miss Mary closed 
her eyes and rested still and placid by the fire. 

The two women went away. 

This was the end of Anna’s service with Miss Mary Wadsmith, and 
soon her new life taking care of Dr. Shonjen was begun. 

Keeping house for a jovial bachelor doctor gave new elements of un- 
derstanding to Anna’s maiden German mind. Her habits were as firm 
fixed as before, but it always was with Anna that things that had been 
done once with her enjoyment and consent could always happen any 
time again, such as her getting up at any hour of the night to make a 
supper and cook hot chops and chicken fry for Dr. Shonjen and fiis 
bachelor friends. 

Anna loved to work for men, for they could eat so much and with 
such joy. And when they were warm and full, they were content, and iet 
her do whatever she thought best. Not that Anna’s conscience ever slept, 
tor neither with interference or without would she strain less to keep 
on saving every cent and working every hour of the day. But truly she 
loved it best when she could scold. Now it was not only other girls and 
the colored man, and dogs, and cats, and horses and her parrot, bur her 
che?ry*master, jolly Dr. Shonjen, whom she could guide and constantly 
rebuke to his own good. 

The doctor really loved her scoldings as she loved his wickedness and 
his merry joking ways. 

These days were happy days with Anna. 

Her freakish humor now first showed itself, her sense of fun in the 
queer ways that people had, that made her later find delight in brutish 
servile Katy, in Sallic’s silly ways and in the badness of Peter and Rags* 
She loved to make sport with the skeletons the doctor had, to make 
them move and make strange noises till the Negro boy shook in h25 
shoes and his eyes rolled white in his agony of fear. 
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rhcn Anna would tell these histories to her doctor. Her worn, thin, 
lined, determined face would form for itself new and humorous creases, 
ijxi her pale blue eyes would kindle with humor and with joy as her 
doctor burst into his hearty laugh. And the good Anna full of the 
coquetry of pleasing would bridle with her angular, thin, spinster body, 
straining her stories and herself to please. 

These early days with jovial Dr. Shonjen were very happy days with 
the good Anna. 

All of Anna’s spare hours in these early days she spent with her friend, 
the widow Mrs. Lehntman. Mrs. Lehntman lived with her two children 
in a small house in the same part of the town as Dr. Shonjen. The older 
of these two children was a girl named Julia and was now about thirteen 
years of age. This Julia Lehntman was an unattractive girl enough, 
harsh featured, dull and stubborn as had been her heavy German father. 
Mrs. Lehntman did not trouble much with her, but gave her always all 
she wanted that she had, and let the girl do as she liked. This was not 
from indifference or dislike on the part of Mrs. Lehntman, it was just 
her usual way. 

Her second child was a boy, two years younger than his sister, a bright, 
pleasant, cheery fellow, who, too, did what he liked with his money and 
his time. All this was so with Mrs. Lehntman because she had so much 
in her head and in her house that clamored for her concentration and 
her time. 

This slackness and neglect in the running of the house, and the indif- 
ference in this mother for the training of her young was very hard for 
our good Anna to endure. Of course she did her best to scold, to save 
for Mrs. Lehntman, and to put things in their place the way they ought 
to be. 

Even in the early days when Anna was first won by the glamour of 
Mis. Lehntman’s brilliancy and charm, she had been uneasy in Mrs. 
Lelintman’s house with a need of putting things to rights. Now that 
the two children growing up were of more importance in the house, 
and now that long acquaintance had brushed the dazzle out of Anna’s 
eyes, she began to struggle to make things go here as she thought was 
right. 

She watched and scolded hard these days to make young Julia do the 
way she should. Not that Julia Lehntman was pleasant in the good 
Anna’s sight, but it must never be that a young girl growing up should 
have no one to make her learn to do things right. 

The boy was easier to scold, for scoldings never sank in very deep, and 
indeed he liked them very well, for they brought with them new 
things to cat, and lively teasing, and good jokes. 

Julia, the girl, grew very suUcn with it all, and very often won hci 
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point, for after all Miss Annie was no relative of hers and had no b jsi- 
ncss coming there and making trouble all the time. Appealing to the 
mouier was no use. It was wonderful how Mrs. Lehntman could listen 
and not hear, could answer and yet not decide, could say and do what 
she was asked and yet leave things as they were before. 

One day it got almost too bad for even Anna’s friendship to bear 
out. 

“Well, Julia, is your mamma out?” Anna asked, one Sunday summer 
afternoon, as she came into the Lehntman house. 

Anna looked very well this day. She was always careful in her dress 
and sparing of new clothes. She made herself always fulfill her own 
ideal of how a girl should look when she took her Sundays out. Anna 
knew so well the kind of ugliness appropriate to each rank in lift. 

It was interesting to see how when she bought things for Miss Wad- 
smith and later for her cherished Miss Mathilda and always entirely 
from her own taste and often as cheaply as she bought things for her 
friends or for herself, that on the one hand she chose the things having 
the right air for a member of the upper class, and for the others always 
the things having the awkward ugliness that we call Dutch. She knew 
the best thing in each kind, and she never in the course of her strong life 
compromised her sense of what was the right thing for a girl to wear. 

On this bright summer Sunday afternoon she came to the Lehntmans’, 
much dressed up in her new, brick red, silk waist trimmed with broad 
black beaded braid, a dark cloth skirt and a new stiff, shiny, black straw 
hat, trimmed with colored ribbons and a bird. She had on new gloves, 
and a feather boa about her neck. 

Her spare, thin, awkward body and her worn, pale yellow face though 
lit up now with the pleasant summer sun made a queer discord with 
the brightness of her clothes. 

She came to the Lehntman house, where she had not been for several 
days, and opening the door that is always left unlatched in the houses 
of the lower middle class in the pleasant cities of the South, she found 
Julia in the family sitting room alone. 

'“^ell, Julia, where is your mamma?” Anna asked. “Ma is out but 
come in. Miss Annie, and look at our new brother.” “What you talk M 
foolish for, Julia,” said Anna sitting down. “I ain’t talkin’ foolish. Miss 
Annie. Didn’t you know mamma has just adopted a cute, nice little 
oaby boy?” “You talk so crazy, Julia, you ought to know better than to 
say such things.” Julia turned sullen. “All right, Miss Annie, you don ' 
need to believe what I say, but the little baby is in the kitchen and ma 
will tell you herself when she comes in.” 

If sounded most fantastic, but Julia had an air of truth and 
Lehntman was capable of doing stranger thii^s. Anna was disturbed. 
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“What you mean, Julia,” she said, “I don’t mean nothin’, Miss Annie, 
you don’t believe the baby is in there, well you can go and sec it for 
yourself.” 

Anna went into the kitchen. A baby was there all right enough, and 
a lusty little boy he seemed. He was very tight asleep in a basket that 
stood in the corner by the open door. 

“You mean your mamma is just letting him stay here a little while,” 
Anna said to Julia who had followed her into the kitchen to see Miss 
Annie get real mad. “No, that ain’t it, Miss Annie. The mother was that 
girl, Lily that came from Bishop’s place out in the country, and she don’t 
want no children, and ma liked the little boy so much, she said she’d 
keep him here and adopt him for her own child.” 

Anna, for once, was fairly dumb with astonishment and rage. The 
front door slammed. 

“There’s ma now,” cried Julia in an uneasy triumph, for she was not 
quite certain in her mind which side of the question she was on, 
“There’s ma now, and you can ask her for yourself if I ain’t told you 
true.” 

Mrs. Lehntman came into the kitchen where they were. She was 
bland, impersonal and pleasant, as it was her wont to be. Still today, 
through this her usual manner that gave her such success in her prac- 
tice as a midwife, there shone an uneasy consciousness of guilt, for like 
all who had to do with the good Anna, Mrs. Lehntman dreaded her 
firm character, her vigorous judgments and the bitter fervor of her 
tongue. 

It had been plain to see in the six years these women were together^ 
how Anna gradually had come to lead. Not really lead, of course, for 
Mrs. Lehntman never could be led, she was so very devious in her ways; 
but Anna had come to have direction whenever she could learn what 
Mrs. Lehntman meant to do before the deed was done. Now it was hard 
to tell which would win out. Mrs. Lehntman had her unhearing mind 
tind her happy way of giving a pleasant well-diffused attention, and then 
she had it on her side that, after all, this thing was already done. 

Anna was, as usual, determined for the right. She was stiff and pale 
with her anger and her fear, and nervous, and all a-tremble as was her 
usual way when a bitter fight was near. 

Mrs. Lehntman was easy and pleasant as she came into the room. Anna 
was stiff and silent and very white. 

“We haven’t seen you for a long time, Anna,” Mrs. Lehntman cor- 
dially began. “I was just gettin’ worried thinking you was sick. My I but 
a hot day today. Come into the sittin’ room, Anna, and Julia will 
'^ake us some ice tea.” 
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Anna followed Mrs. Lehntman into the other room in a stiff silence 
and when there she did not, as invited, take a chair. 

As always with Anna when a thing had to come it came very short > 
and sharp. She found it hard to breathe just now, and every word came 
with a jerk. 

“Mrs. Lehntman, it ain’t true what Julia said about your taking that 
Lily’s boy to keep. I told Julia when she told me she was crazy to talk 
so.*’ 

Anna’s real excitements stopped her breath, and made her words come 
sharp and with a jerk. Mrs. Lehntman’s feelings spread her breath, and 
made her words come slow, but more pleasant and more easy even than 
before. 

“Why, Anna,” she began, “don’t you see Lily couldn’t keep her boy, 
for she is working at the Bishop’s now, and he is such a cute dear little 
chap, and you know how fond I am of little fellers, and I thought it 
would be nice for Julia and for Willie to have a little brother. You know < 
Julia always loves to play with babies, and I have to be away so much, 
and Willie he is running in the streets every minute all the time, and you 
see a baby would be sort of nice company for Julia, and you know you 
are always saying, Anna, Julia should not be on the streets so much and 
the baby will be so good to keep her in.” 

Anna was every minute paler with indignation and with heat. 

“Mrs. Lehntman, I don’t see what business it is for you to take another 
baby for your own, when you can’t do what’s right by Julia and Willie 
you got here already. There’s Julia, nobody tells her a thing when I ain’t 
here, and who is going to tell her now how to do things for that baby? 
She ain’t got no sense what’s the right way to do with children, and you 
out all the time, and you ain’t got no time for your own neither, and 
now you want to be takin’ up with strangers. I know you was careless, 
Mrs. Lehntman, but I didn’t think that you could do this so. No, Mrs. 
Lehntman, it ain’t your duty to take up with no others, when you got 
two children of your own, that got to get along just any way they can, 
and -you know you ain’t got any too much money all the time, and you 
arc all so careless here and spend it all the time, and Julia and Willie 
growin’ big. It ain’t right, Mrs. Lehntman, to do so.” 

This was as bad as it could be. Anna had never spoken her mind so 
to her friend before. Now it was too harsh for Mrs. Lehntman to allow 
herself to really hear. If she really took the meaning in these words 
she could never ask Anna to come into her house again, and she liked 
Anna very well, and was used to depend on her savings and her strength. 
And then too Mrs. Lehntman could not really take in harsh ideas. She 
was too well diffused to catch the feel of any sharp firm edge. 

Now she managed to understand all this in a way that made it easy 
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for her to say, “Why, Anna, I think you feel too bad about seeing what 
the children are doing every minute in the day. Julia and WiUie are 
real good, and they play with all the nicest children in the square. If 
you had some, all your own, Anna, you’d see it don’t do no harm to let 
them do a little as they like, and Julia likes this baby so, and sweet dear 
little boy, it would be so kind of bad to send him to a ’sylum now, you 
know it would, Anna, when you like children so yourself, and are so 
good to my Willie all the time. No indeed, Anna, it’s easy enough to 
say I should send this poor, cute little boy to a ’sylum when I could 
keep him here so nice, but you know, Anna, you wouldn’t like to do it 
) ourself, now you really know you wouldn’t, Anna, though you talk to 
me so hard.—My, it’s hot today, what you doin’ with that ice tea in 
there Julia, when Miss Annie is waiting all this time for her drink?’* 

Julia brought in the ice tea. She was so excited with the talk she had 
been hearing from the kitchen, that she slopped it on the plate out of 
the glasses a good deal. But she was safe, for Anna felt this trouble so 
deep down that she did not even see those awkward, bony hands, 
adorned today with a new ring, those stupid, foolish hands that always 
did things the wrong way. 

“Here, Miss Annie,’’ Julia said, “Here, Miss Annie, is your glass of tea, 

1 know you like it good and strong.” 

“No, Julia, I don’t want no ice tea here. Your mamma ain’t able to 
afford now using her money upon ice tea for her friends. It ain’t right 
she should now any more. I go out to see Mrs. Drehten. She does all she 
can, and she is sick now working so hard taking care of her own 
children. I go there now. Good-by, Mrs. Lehntman, I hope you don’t get 
no bad luck doin’ what it ain’t right for you to do.” 

My, Miss Annie is real mad now,” Julia said, as the house shook, as 
the good Anna shut the outside door with a concentrated shattering 
slam. ® 

It was some months now that Anna had been intimate with Mrs. 
Drehten. 


Mrs. Drehten had had a tumor and had to come to Dr, Shonjen to be 
treated. During the course of her visits there, she and Anna had learned 
to like each other very well. There was no fever in this friendship, it 
was just the interchange of two hard-working, worrying women, the 
one large and motherly, with the pleasant, patient, soft, worn, tolerant 
iacc, that comes with a German husband to obey, and seven solid girls 
and boys to bear and rear, and the other was our good Anna with her 
spinster body, her firm jaw, her humorous, light, clean eyes and her 
ined, worn, thin, pale yellow face. 

Mrs. Drehten lived a patient, homely, hard-working life. Her hus^ 
^*^d an honest, decent man enough, was a brewer, and somewhat given 
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to over-drinking, and so he was often surly and stingy and unpleasant. 

The family of seven children was made up of four stalwart, cheery, 
filial sons, and three hard-working obedient simple daughters. 

It was a family life the good Anna very much approved and also she 
was much liked by them all. With a German woman’s feeling for the 
masterhood in men, she was docile to the surly father and rarely rubbed 
him the wrong way. To the large, worn, patient, sickly mother she was 
a sympathetic listener, wise in counsel and most efficient in her help. 
The young ones, too, liked her very well. The sons teased her all the 
time and roared with boisterous pleasure when she gave them back 
sharp hits. The girls were all so good that her scoldings here were only 
in the shape of good advice, sweetened with new trimmings for their 
hats, and ribbons, and sometimes on their birthdays, bits of jewels. 

It was here that Anna came for comfort after her grievous stroke at 
her friend the widow, Mrs. Lehntman. Not that Anna would tell Mrs. 
Drehten of this trouble. She could never lay bare the wound that came 
to her through this idealized affection. Her affair with Mrs. Lehntman 
was too sacred and too grievous ever to be told. But here in this large 
household, in busy movement and variety in strife, she could silence 
the uneasiness and pain of her own wound. 

The Drehtens lived out in the country in one of the wooden, ugly 
houses that lie in groups outside of our large cities. 

The father and the sons all had their work here making beer, and 
the mother and her girls scoured and sewed and cooked. 

On Sundays they were all washed very clean, and smelling of kitchen 
soap. The sons, in their Sunday clothes, loafed around the house or in 
the village, and on special days went on picnics with their girls. The 
daughters in their awkward, colored finery went to church most of the 
day and then walking with their friends. 

They always came together for their supper, where Anna always was 
most welcome, the jolly Sunday evening supper that German people 
love. Here Anna and the boys gave it to each other in sharp hits and 
hearty boisterous laughter, the girls made things for them to eat, and 
waited on them all, the mother loved all her children all the time, and 
the father joined in with his occasional unpleasant word that made a 
bitter feeling but which they had all learned to pass as if it were not said. 

It was to the comfort of this house that Anna came that Sunday 
summer afternoon, after she had left Mrs. Lehntman and her careless 
ways. 

The Drehten house was open all about. No one was there but Mrs. 
Drehten resting in her rocking chair, out in the pleasant, scented, sum- 
mer air. 

Anna had had a hot walk from the cars. 
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She went into the kitchen for a cooling drink, and then came out 
and sat down on the steps near Mrs. Drehten. 

Anna’s anger had changed. A sadness had come to her. Now with the 
patient, friendly, gentle mother talk of Mrs. Drehten, this sadness 
changed to resignation and to rest. 

As the evening came on the young ones dropped in one by one. Soon 
the merry Sunday evening supper was begun. 

It had not been all comfort for our Anna, these months of knowing 
Mrs. Drehten. It had made trouble for her with the family of her half 
brother, the fat baker. 

Her half brother, the fat baker, was a queer kind of a man. He was 
a huge, unwieldy creature, all puffed out all over, and no longer able 
to walk much, with his enormous body and the big swollen, bursted 
veins in his great legs. He did not try to walk much now. He sat around 
his place, leaning on his great thick stick, and watching his workmen 
at their work. 

On holidays, and sometimes of a Sunday, he went out in his bakery 
wagon. He went then to each customer he had and gave them each a 
large, sweet, raisined loaf of caky bread. At every house with many 
groans and gasps he would descend his heavy weight out of the wagon, 
his good-featured, black-haired, flat, good-natured face shining with oily 
perspiration, with pride in labor and with generous kindness. Up each 
stoop he hobbled with the help of his big stick, and into the nearest chair 
in the kitchen or in the parlor, as the fashion of the house demanded, 
and there he sat and puffed, and then presented to the mistress or the 
cook the raisined German loaf his boy supplied him. 

Anna had never been a customer of his. She had always lived in 
another part of town, but he never left her out in these bakery prog- 
resses of his, and always with his own hand he gave her her festive loaf. 

Anna liked her half brother well enough. She never knew him really 
well, for he rarely talked at all and least of all to women, but he seemed 
to her honest, and good and kind, and he never tried to interfere in 
Anna’s ways. And then Anna liked the loaves of raisined bread, for in 
the summer she and the second girl could live on them, and not be 
buying bread with the household money all the time. 

But things were not so simple with our Anna, with the other mem- 
bers of her half brother’s house. 

Her half brother’s family was made up of himself, his wife, and their 
two daughters. 

Anna never liked her brother’s wife. 

The youngest of the two daughters was named after her aunt Anna. 

Anna never liked her half brother’s wife. This woman had been 
very good to Anna, never interfering in her ways, always glad to see 
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her and to make her visits pleasant, but she had not found favor in our 
good Annans sight. 

Anna had, too, no real affection for her nieces. She never scolded 
them or tried to guide them for their good. Anna never criticized or 
interfered in the running of her half brother’s house. 

Mrs. Fcderner was a good-looking, prosperous woman, a little harsh 
and cold within her soul perhaps, but trying always to be pleasant, good 
and kind. Her daughters were well-trained, quiet, obedient, well-dressed 
girls, and yet our good Anna loved them not, nor their mother, nor 
any of their ways. 

It was in this house that Anna had first met her friend, the widow, 
Mrs. Lehntman. 

The Federners had never seemed to feel it wrong in Anna, her devo- 
tion to this friend and her care of her and of her children. Mrs. Lehnt- 
man and Anna and her feelings were all somehow too big for their 
attack. But Mrs. Federner had the mind and tongue that blacken things. 
Not really to blacken black, of course, but just to roughen and to rub 
on a little smut. She could somehow make even the face of the Almighty 
seem pimply and a little coarse, and so she always did this with her 
friends, though not with the intent to interfere. 

This was really true with Mrs. Lehntman that Mrs. Fcderner did 
not mean tO interfere, but Anna’s friendship with the Drehtens was a 
very different matter. 

Why should Mrs. Drehtcn, that poor common working wife of a 
man who worked for others in a brewery and who always drank too 
much, and was not like a thrifty, decent German man, why should that 
Mrs. Drchten and her ugly, awkward daughters be getting presents 
from her husband’s sister all the time, and her husband always so good 
to Anna, and one of the girls having her name too, and those Drehtens 
all strangers to her and never going to come to any good? It was not 
fight for Anna to do so. 

Mrs. Federner knew better than to say such things straight out to her 
husband’s fiery, stubborn sister, but she lost no chance to let Anna feel 
and see what they all thought. 

It was easy to blacken all the Drehtens, their poverty, the husband’s 
drinking, ^he four big sons carrying on and always lazy, the awkward, 
ugly daughters dressing up with Anna’s help and trying to look so fine, 
and the poor, weak, hard-working sickly mother, so easy to degrade 
with large dosings of contemptuous pity. 

Anna could not do much with these attacks for Mrs. Federner always 
ended with, “And you so good to them, Anna, all the time, I don’t see 
now uicy could get along at all if you didn’t help them all the time, but 
you are so good, Anna, and got such a feeling heart, just like your 
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brother, that you give anytning away you got to anybody that will ask 
you for it, and that’s shameless enough to take it when they ain’t no 
relatives of yours. Poor Mrs. Drehten, she is a good woman. Poor thing, 
it must be awful hard for her to have to take things from strangers all 
the time, and her husband spending it on drink. I was saying to Mrs. 
Lehntman, Anna, only yesterday, how I never was so sorry for anyone 
as Mrs. Drehten, and how good it was for you to help them all the time.” 

All this meant a gold watch and chain to her goddaughter for her 
birthday, the next month, and a new silk umbrella for the elder sister. 
Poor Anna, and she did not love them very much, these relatives of 
hers, and they were the only kin she had. 

Mrs. Lehntman never joined in, in these attacks. Mrs. Lehntman 
was diffuse and careless in her ways, but she never worked such things 
for her own ends, and she was too sure of Anna to be jealous of her 
other friends. 

All this time Anna was leading her happy life with Dr. Shonjen. 
She had every day her busy time. She cooked and saved and sewed and 
scrubbed and scolded. And every night she had her happy time, in see- 
ing her doctor like the fine things she bought so cheap and cooked so 
good for him to eat. And then he would listen and laugh so loud, as 
she told him stories of what had happened on that day. 

The doctor, too, liked it better all the time and several times in these 
five years he had of his own motion raised her wages. 

Anna was content with what she had and grateful for all her doctor 
did for her. 

So Anna’s serving and her giving life went on, each with its varied 
pleasures and its pains. 

The adopting of the little boy did not put an end to Anna’s friend- 
ship for the widow Mrs. Lehntman. Neither the good Anna nor the 
careless Mrs. Lehntman would give each other up excepting for the 
gravest cause. 

Mrs. Lehntman was the only romance Anna ever knew. A certain 
magnetic brilliancy in person and in manner made Mrs. Lehntman a 
woman other women loved. Then, too, she was generous and good and 
honest, though she was so careless always in her ways. And then she 
trusted Anna and liked her better than any of her other friends, and 
Anna always felt this very much. 

No, Anna could not give up Mrs. Lehntman, and soon she was busier 
than before making Julia do things right for little Johnny. 

And now new schemes were working strong in Mrs. Lehntman’s 
head, and Anna must listen to her plans and help her make them work. 

Mrs. Lehntman always loved best in her work to deliver young girls 
who were in trouble. She would keen these in her house until they 
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could go to their homes or to their work, and slowly pay her back the 
money for their care. 

Anna had always helped her friend to do this thing, for like all the 
good women of the decent poor, she felt it hard that girls should not be 
helped, not girls that were really bad of course, these she condemned 
and hated in her heart and with her tongue, but honest, decent, good, 
hard-working, foolish girls who were in trouble. 

For such as these Anna always liked to give her money and her 
strength. 

Now Mrs. Lehntman thought that it would pay to take a big house 
for herself to take in girls and to do everything in a big way. 

Anna did not like this plan. 

Anna was never daring in her ways. Save and you will have the 
money you have saved, was all that she could know. 

Not that the good Anna had it so. 

She saved and saved and always saved, and then here and there, to 
this friend and to that, to one in her trouble and to the other in her 
joy, in sickness, death, and weddings, or to make young people happy, 
it always went, the hard-earned money she had saved. 

Anna could not clearly see how Mrs. Lehntman could make a big 
house pay. In the small house where she had these girls, it did not pay, 
and in a big house there was so much more that she would spend. 

Such things were hard for the good Anna to very clearly see. One day 
she came into the Lehntman house. “Anna,” Mrs. Lehntman said, 
“you know that nice big house on the next corner that we saw to rent. 
I took it for a year just yesterday. I paid a little down you know so I 
could have it sure all right and now you fix it up just like you want. I 
let you do just what you like with it.” 

Anna knew that it was now too late. However, “But, Mrs. Lehntman 
you said you would not take another house, you said so just last week. 
Oh, Mrs. Lehntman, I didn’t think that you would do this so!” 

Anna knew so well it was too late. 

“I kn^, Anna, but it was such a good house, just right you know 
and someone else was there to see, and you know you said it suited 
very well, and if I didn’t take it the others said they would, and I 
wanted to ask you, only there wasn’t time, and really, Anna, I don’t need 
much help, it will go so well I know. I just need a little to begin and 
to fix up with and that’s all Anna that I need, and I know it will go 
awful well. You wait, Anna, and you’ll see, and I let you fix it up just like 
you want, and you will make it look so nice, you got such sense in all 
these things. It will be a good place. You see, Anna, if I ain’t right in 
what I say.” 

Of course Anna Q:ave the money for this thing though she could not 
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believe that it was best. No, it was very bad. Mrs. Lehntman could 
never make it pay and it would cost so much to keep. But what could 
our poor Anna do? Remember, Mrs. Lehntman was the only romance 
Anna ever knew. 

Anna’s strength in her control of what was done in Mrs. Lehntman’s 
house was not now what it had been before that Lily’s little Johnny 
came. That thing had been for Anna a defeat. There had been no fight- 
ing to a finish but Mrs. Lehntman had very surely won. 

Mrs. Lehntman needed Anna just as much as Anna needed Mrs. 
Lehntman, but Mrs. Lehntman was more ready to risk Anna’s loss, and 
so the good Anna grew always weaker in her power to control. 

In friendship, power always has its downward curve. One’s strength 
to manage rises always higher until there comes a time one does not 
win, and though one may not really lose, still from the time that victory 
is not sure, one’s power slowly ceases to be strong. It is only in a close 
tie, such as marriage, that influence can mount and grow always stronger 
with the years and never meet with a decline. It can only happen so 
when there is no way to escape. 

Friendship goes by favor. There is always danger of a break or of a 
stronger power coming in between. Influence can only be a steady march 
when one can surely never break away. 

Anna wanted Mrs. Lehntman very much and Mrs. Lehntman needed 
Anna, but there were always other ways to do and if Anna had once 
given up she might do so again, so why should Mrs. Lehntman have real 
fear? 

No, while the good Anna did not come to open fight she had been 
stronger. Now Mrs. Lehntman could always hold out longer. She knew 
too that Anna had a feeling heart. Anna could never stop doing all she 
could for anyone that really needed help. Poor Anna had no power to 
say no. 

And then, too, Mrs. Lehntman was the only romance Anna evei 
knew. Romance is the ideal in one’s life and it is very lonely living with 
it lost. 

So the good Anna gave all her savings for this place, although she 
knew that this was not the right way for her friend to do. 

For some time now they were all very busy fixing up the house. It 
swallowed all Anna’s savings fixing up this house, for when Anna 
once began to make it nice, she could not leave it be until it was as good 
as for the purpose it should be. 

Somehow it was Anna now that really took the interest in the house, 
Mrs. Lehntman, now the thing was done, seemed very lifeless, without 
interest in the house, uneasy in her mind and restless in her ways, and 
more diffuse even than before in her attention. She was good and kind 
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to all the people in her house, and let them do whatever they thought 
best. 

Anna did not fail to see that Mrs. Lehntman had something on her 
mind that was all new. What was it that disturbed Mrs. Lehntman so? 
She kept on saying it was all in Anna’s head. She had no trouble now 
at all. Everybody was so good and it was all so nice in the new house. 
But surely there was something here that was all wrong. 

Anna heard a good deal of all this from her half brother’s wife, the 
hard-speaking Mrs. Federner. 

Through the fog of dust and work and furnishing in the new house, 
and through the disturbed mind of Mrs. Lehntman, and with the dark 
hints of Mrs. Federner, there loomed up to Anna’s sight a man, a new 
doctor that Mrs. Lehntman knew. 

Anna had never met the man but she heard of him very often now. 
Not from her friend, the widow Mrs. Lehntman. Anna knew that Mrs. 
Lehntman made of him a mystery that Anna had not the strength just 
then to vigorously break down. 

Mrs. Federner gave always dark suggestions and unpleasant hints. 
Even good Mrs. Drehten talked of it. 

Mrs. Lehntman never spoke of the new doctor more than she could 
help. This was most mysterious and unpleasant and very hard for our 
good Anna to endure. 

Anna’s troubles came all of them at once. 

Here in Mrs. Lehntman’s house loomed up dismal and forbidding, 
a mysterious, perhaps an evil man. In Dr. Shonjen’s house were be- 
ginning signs of interest in the doctor in a v/oman. 

This, too, Mrs. Federner often told to the poor Anna. The doctor 
surely would be married soon, he liked so much now to go to Mr. 
Weingartner’s house where there was a daughter who loved Doctor, 
everybody knew. 

In these days the living room in her hak brother’s house was Anna’s 
torture chamber. And worst of all there was so much reason for her 
half sister’s words. The doctor certainly did look like marriage and 
Mrs. LeKhtman acted very queer. 

Poor Anna. Dark were these days and much she had to suffer. 

The doctor’s trouble came to a head Jie first. It was true Doctor was 
engaged and to be married soon. He told Anna so himself. 

What was the good Anna now to do? Dr. Shonjen wanted her of 
course to stay. Anna was so sad with all these troubles. She knew here 
in the doctor’s house it would be bad when he was married, but she had 
not the strength now to be firm and go away. She said at last that she 
would try and stay. 

Doctor got married now very soon. Anna made the house all beau« 
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tiful and clean and she really hoped that she might stay. But this was not 
for long. 

Mrs. Shonjen was a proud, unpleasant woman. She wanted constant 
service and attention and never even a thank you to a servai^. Soon all 
Doctor’s old people went away. Anna went to Doctor and explained. 
She told him what all the servants thought of his new wife. Anna bade 
him a sad farewell and went away. 

Anna was now most uncertain what to do. She could go to Curden 
to her Miss Mary Wadsmith who always wrote how much she needed 
Anna, but Anna still dreaded Miss Jane’s interfering ways. Then too, 
she could not yet go away from Bridgepoint and from Mrs. Lehntman, 
unpleasant as it always was now over there. 

Through one of Doctor’s friends Anna heard of Miss Mathilda. 
Anna was very doubtful about working for a Miss Mathilda. She did 
not think it would be good working for a woman any more. She had 
found it very good with Miss Mary but she did not think that many 
women would be so. 

Most women were interfering in their ways. 

Anna heard that Miss Mathilda was a great big woman, not so big 
perhaps as her Miss Mary, still she was big, and the good Anna liked 
them better so. She did not like them thin and small and active and 
always looking in and always prying. 

Anna could not make up her mind what was the best thing now for 
her to do. She could sew and this way make a living, but she did not 
like such business very well. 

Mrs. Lehntman urged the place with Miss Mathilda. She was sure 
Anna would find it better so. The good Anna did not know. 

“Well, Anna ” Mrs. Lehntman said, “I tell you what wc do. I go with 
you to that woman that tells fortunes, perhaps she tell us something 
that will show us what is the best way for you now to do.” 

It was very bad to go to a woman who tells fortunes, Anna was of 
strong South German Catholic religion and the German priests in the 
churches always said that it was very bad to do things so. But what else 
now could the good Anna do? She was so mixed and bothered in her 
mind, and troubled with this life that was all wrong, though she did 
try so hard to do the best she knew. “All right, Mrs. Lehntman,” Anna 
said at last, “I think I go there now with you.” 

This woman who told fortunes was a medium. She had a house in the 
lower quarter of the town. Mrs. Lehntman and the good Anna went to 
her. 

The medium opened the door for them herself. She was a loose-made, 
dusty, dowdy woman with a persuading, conscious and embracing man- 
ner and very greasy hair. 
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The woman let them come into the house. 

The street door opened straight into the parlor, as is the way in the 
small houses of the South. The parlor had a thick and flowered carpet 
on the floor. The room was full of dirty things all made by hand. Some 
hung upon the wall, some were on the seats and over backs of chairs 
and some on tables and on those what-nots that poor people love. And 
everywhere were little things that break. Many of these little things 
were broken and the place was stuffy and not clean. 

No medium uses her parlor for her work. It is always in her eating 
room that she has her trances. 

The eating room in all these houses is the living room in winter. It 
has a round table in the center covered with a decorated woolen cloth, 
that has soaked in the grease of many dinners, for though it should be 
always taken off, it is easier to spread the cloth upon it than change it 
for the blanket deadener that one owns. The upholstered chairs are 
dark and worn, and dirty. The carpet has grown dingy with the food 
that’s fallen from the table, the dirt that’s scraped from off the shoes, and 
the dust that settles with the ages. The somber greenish colored paper 
on the walls has been smoked a dismal dirty gray, and all pervading is 
the smell of soup made out of onions and fat chunks of meat. 

The medium brought Mrs. Lehntman and our Anna into this eating 
room, after she had found out what it was they wanted. They all three 
sat around the table and then the medium v/.ent into her trance. 

The medium first closed her eyes and then they opened very wide and 
lifeless. She took a number of deep breaths, choked several times and 
swallowed very hard. She waved her hand back every now and then, 
and she began to speak in a monotonous slow, even tone. 

*‘I see — I see — don’t crowd so on me, — I see — I see — too many forms 
—don’t crowd so on me — I see — ^I see — ^you are thinking of something 
— ^you don’t know whether you want to do it now. I see — I see-— don’t 
crowd so on me — I sec — I see — ^you are not sure, — I see — I see — a house 
with trees a/ound it — ^it is dark — ^it is evening — ^I see — I see — you go in 
the house — ^I see — ^I see you come out — it will be all right — you go and 
do it — do what you are not certain about — ^it will come out all right— 
it is best and you should do it now.” 

She stopped, she made deep gulps, her eyes rolled back into her head, 
she swallowed hard and then she was her former dingy and bland self 
again. 

“Did you get what you wanted that the spirit should tell you?” the 
woman asked. Mrs. I-^hntman answered yes, it was just what her friend 
had wanted so bad to know. Anna was uneasy in this house with super- 
«dtion, with fear of her good priest, and with disgust at all the dirt 
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and grease, but she was most content for now she knew what it was 
best for her to do. 

Anna paid the woman for her work and then they came away. 

“There, Anna, didn’t I tell you how it would all be? You see the spirit 
says so too. You must take the place with Miss Mathilda, that is what I 
told you was the best thing for you to do. We go out and sec her where 
she lives tonight. Ain’t you glad, Anna, that I took you to this place, so 
you know now what you will do?” 

Mrs. Lehntman and Anna went that evening to see Miss Mathilda. 
Miss Mathilda was staying with a friend who lived in a house that did 
have trees about. Miss Mathilda was not there herself to talk with Anna. 

If it had not been that it was evening, and so dark, and that this 
house had trees all round about, and that Anna found herself going in 
and coming out just as the woman that day said that she would do, 
had it not all been just as the medium said, the good Anna would never 
have taken the place with Miss Mathilda. 

Anna did not see Miss Mathilda and she did not like the friend who 
acted in her place. 

This friend was a dark, sweet, gentle little mother v/oman, very easy 
to be pleased in her own w^ork and very good to servants, but she felt 
that acting for her young friend, the careless Miss Mathilda, she must 
be very careful to examine well and see that all was right and that Anna 
would surely do the best she knew. She asked Anna all about her ways 
and her intentions and how much she would spend, and how often 
she went out and whether she could wash and cook and sew. 

The good Anna set her teeth fast to endure and would hardly answer 
anything at all. Mrs. Lehntman made it all go fairly well. 

The good Anna was all worked up with her resentment, and Mis^ 
Mathilda’s friend did not think that she would do. 

However, Miss Mathilda was willing to begin and as for Anna, sht 
knew that the medium said it must be so, Mrs. Lehntman, too, was 
sure, and said she knew that this was the best thing for Anna now to do. 
So Anna sent word at last to Miss Mathilda, that if she wanted her, she 
would try if it would do. 

So Anna began a new life taking care of Miss Mathilda. 

Anna fixed up the little red brick house where Miss Mathilda was 
going to live and made it very pleasant, clean and nice. She brought 
over her dog, Baby, and her parrot. She hired Lizzie for a second girl to 
be with her and soon they were all content. All except the parrot, for 
Miss Mathilda did not like its scream. Baby was all right but not the 
parrot. But then Anna never really loved the parrot, and so she gave it 
to the Drehten girls to keep. 

Before Anna could really rest content with Miss Mathilda, she had to 
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tell her good German priest what it was that she had done, and how 
very bad it was that she had been and how she would never do so again. 

Anna really did believe with all her might. It was her fortune never 
to live wij:h people who had any faith, but then that never worried 
Anna. She prayed for them always as she should, and she was very sure 
that they were good. The doctor loved to tease her with his doubts and 
Miss Mathilda liked to do so too, but with the tolerant spirit of her 
church, Anna never thought that such things were bad for them to do. 

Anna found it hard to always know just why it was that things went 
wrong. Sometimes her glasses broke and then she knew that she had 
not done her duty by the church, just in the way that she should do. 

Sometimes she was so hard at work that she would not go to mass. 
Something always happened then. Anna’s temper grew irritable and 
her ways uncertain and distraught. Everybody suffered and then her 
glasses broke. That was always very bad because they cost so much to 
fix. Still in a way it always ended Anna’s troubles, because she knew 
then that all this was because she had been bad. As long as she could 
scold it might be just the bad ways of all the thoughtless careless world, 
but when her glasses broke that made it clear. That meant that it was 
she herself who had been bad. 

No, it was no use for Anna not to do the way she should, for things 
always then went wrong and finally cost money to make whole, and 
this was the hardest thing for the good Anna to endure. 

Anna almost always did her duty. She made confession and her 
mission whenever it was right. Of course she did not tell the father 
when she deceived people for their good, or when she wanted them to 
give something for a little less. 

When Anna told such histories to her doctor and later to her cher- 
ished Miss Mathilda, her eyes were always full of humor and enjoyment 
as she explained that she had said it so, and now she would not have to 
tell the father for she had not really made a sin. 

But going to a fortune teller Anna knew was really bad. That had 
to be tpU to the father just as it was and penance had then to be done. 

Anna did this and now her new life was well begun, making Miss 
Mathilda and the rest do just the way they should. 

Yes, taking care of Miss Mathilda were the happiest days of all the 
good Anna’s strong hard-working life. 

With Miss Mathilda Anna did it all. The clothes, the house, the hats, 
what she should wear and when and what was always best for her to 
da There was nothing Mi<is Mathilda would not let Anna manage, and 
only be too glad if she would do. 

Anna scolded and cooked and sewed and saved so well, that Miss 
Mathilda had so much to spend, that it kept Anna still busier scolding 
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all the time about the things she bought^ that made so much work for 
Anna and the other girl to do. But for all the scolding, Anna was proud 
almost to bursting of her cherished Miss Mathilda with all her knowh 
edge and her great possessions, and the good Anna was always telling 
of it all to everybody chat she knew. 

Yes, these were the happiest days of all her life with Anna, even 
though with her friends there were great sorrows. But these sorrows did 
not hurt the goed Anna *aow, as they had done in the years that went 
before. 

Miss Mathilda was not a romance in the good Anna’s life, but Anna 
gave her so much strong affection that it almost filled her life as full. 

It was well for the good Anna that her life with Miss Mathilda was 
so happy, for now in these days, Mrs. Lchntman went altogether bad. 
The doctor she had learned to know, was too certainly an evil as well as 
a mysterious man, and he had power over the widow and midwife, Mrs. 
Lehntman. 

Anna never saw Mrs. Lehntman at all now any more. 

Mrs. Lehntman had borrowed some more money and had given 
Anna a note then for it all, and after that Anna never saw her any more. 
Anna now stopped altogether going to the Lehntmans’. Julia, the tall, 
gawky, good, blonde, stupid daughter, came often to sec Anna, but she 
could tell little of her mother. 

It certainly did look very much as if Mrs. l ehntman had now gone 
altogether bad. This was a great grief to the good Anna, but not so great 
a grief as it would have been had not Miss Mathilda meant so much to 
her now. 

Mrs. Lchntman went from bad to worse. The doctor, the mysterious 
and evil man, got into trouble doing things that were not right to do. 

Mrs. Lehntman was mixed up in this affair. 

It was just as bad as it could be, but they managed, both the doctor 
and Mrs. Lehntman, finally to come out safe. 

Everybody was so sorry about Mrs. Lehntman. She had been really 
a good woman before she met this doctor, and even now she certainly 
had not been really bad. 

For several years now Anna never even saw her friend. 

But Anna always found new people to befriend, people who, in the 
kindly fashion of the poor, used up her savings and then gave promises 
in place of payments. Anna never really thought that these people would 
be good, but when they did not do the way they should, and when they 
did not pay her back the money she had loaned, and never seemed the 
better for her care, then Anna would grow bitter with the world. 

No, none of them had any sense of what was the right way for diem 
to do. So Anna would repeat in her despair. 
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The poor are generous with their things. They give always what 
they have, but with them to give or to receive brings with it no feeling 
that they owe the giver for Ae gift. 

Even a thrifty German Anna was ready to give all that she had saved, 
and so not be sure that she would have enough to take care of herself 
if she fell sick, or for old age, when she could not work. Save and you will 
have the money you have saved was true only for the day of saving, 
even for a thrifty German Anna. There was no certain way to have it 
for old age, for the taking care of what is saved can never be relied on, 
for it must always be in strangers’ hands in a bank or in investments by 
a friend. 

And so when any day one might need life and help from others of 
the working poor, there was no way a woman who had a little saved 
could say them no. 

So the good Anna gave her all to friends and strangers, to children, 
dogs and cats, to anything that asked or seemed to need her care. 

It was in this way that Anna came to help the barber and his wife 
who lived around the corner, and who somehow could never make ends 
meet. They worked hard, were thrifty, had no vices, but the barber was 
one of them who never can make money. Whoever owed him money 
did not pay. Whenever he had a chance at a good job he fell sick and 
could not take it. It was never his own fault that he had trouble, but he 
never seemed to make things come out right. 

His wife was a blonde, thin, pale, German little woman, who bore 
her children very hard, and worked too soon, and then till she was 
sick. She too always had things that went wrong. 

They both needed constant help and patience, and the good Anna 
gave both to them all the time. 

Another woman who needed help from the good Anna, was one who 
was in trouble from being good to others. 

This woman’s husband’r brother, who was very good, worked in a 
shop where there was a Bohemian, who was getting sick with a con- 
sumption. This man got so much worse he could not do his work, but 
he was llbt so sick that he could stay in a hospital. So this woman had him 
living there with her. He was not a nice man, nor was he thankful for 
all the woman did for him. He was cross to her two children and made 
a great mess always in her house. The doctor said he must have many 
things to eat, and the woman and the brother of the husband got them 
for him. 

There was no friendship, no affection, no liking even for the man 
this woman cared for, no claim of common country or km, but in the 
kindly fashion of the poor this woman gave her all and made her house 
a nasty place, and for a man who was not even grateful for the gift 
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Then, of course, the woman herself got into trouble. Her husband^s 
brother was now married. Her husband lost his job. She did not have the 
money for the rent. It was the good Anna’s savings that were handy. 

So it went on. Sometimes a little girl, sometimes a big one was in 
trouble and Anna heard of them and helped them to find places. 

Stray dogs and cats Anna always kept until she found them homes. 
She was always careful to learn whether these people would be good 
to animals. 

Out of the whole collection of stray creatures, it was the young Peter 
and the jolly little Rags, Anna could not find it in her heart to part 
with. These became part of the household of the good Anna’s Miss 
Mathilda. 

Peter was a very useless creature, a foolish, silly, cherished, coward 
male. It was wild to see him rush up and down in the back yard, bark- 
ing and bouncing at the wall, when there was vsome dog out beyond, 
but when the very littlest one there was got inside of the fence and only 
looked at Peter, Peter would retire to his Anna and blot himself out 
between her skirts. 

When Peter was left downstairs alone, he howled. “I am all alone,** 
he wailed, and then the good Anna would have to come and fetch him 
up. Once when Anna stayed a nights in a house not far away, she 
had to carry Peter all the way, for Peter was afraid when he found 
himself on the street outside his house. Peter was a good-sized creature 
and he sat there and he howled, and the good Anna carried him all the 
way in her own arms. He was a coward was this Peter, but he had 
kindly, gentle eyes and a pretty collie head, and his fur was very thick 
and white and nice when he was washed. And then Peter never 
strayed away, and he looked out of his nice eyes and he liked it when 
you rubbed him down, and he forgot you when you went away, and 
he barked whenever there was any noise. 

When he was a little pup he had one night been put into the yard 
and that was all of his origin she knew. The good Anna loved him well 
and spoiled him as a good German mother always does her son. 

Little Rags was very different in his nature. He was a lively creature 
made out of ends of things, all fluffy and dust color, and he was always 
bounding up into the air and darting all about over and then under 
silly Peter and often straight into solemn fat, blind, sleepy Baby, and 
then in a wild rush after some stray cat. 

Rags was a pleasant, jolly little fellow. The good Anna liked him 
very well, but never with her strength as she loved her good-looking 
coward, foolish young man, Peter. 

Baby was the dog of her past life and she held Anna with old tics of 
past alfection. Peter was the spoiled, good-looking young man, of her 
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middle agc^ and Rags was always something of a toy. She liked him but 
he never struck in very deep. Rags had strayed in somehow one day 
and then when no home for him was quickly found, he had just stayed 
right there. 

It was a very happy family there all together in the kitchen, the good 
Anna and Sallie and old Baby and young Peter and the jolly little Rags. 

The parrot had passed out of Anna’s life. She had really never loved 
the parrot and now she hardly thought to ask for him, even when she 
visited the Drehtens. 

Mrs. Drchten was the friend Anna always went to, for her Sundays. 
She did not get advice from Mrs. Drehten as she used to from the 
widow, Mrs. Lehntman, for Mrs. Drehten was a mild, worn, unaggres- 
sive nature that never cared to influence or to lead. But they could 
mourn together for the world these two worn, working German women, 
for its sadness and its wicked ways of doing. Mrs. Drehten knew so 
well what one could suffer. 

Things did not go well in these days with the Drehtens. The 
children were all good, but the father with his temper and his spending 
kept everything from being what it should. 

Poor Mrs. Drehten still had trouble with her tumor. She could hardly 
do any work now any more. Mrs. Drehten was a large, worn, patient 
German woman, with a soft face, lined, yellow brown in color and the 
look that comes from a German husband to obey, and many solid girls 
and boys to bear and rear, and from being always on one’s feet and 
never having any troubles cured. 

Mrs. Drehten was always getting worse, and now the doctor thought 
it would be best to take the tumor out. 

It was no longer Dr. Shonjen who treated Mrs. Drehten. They all 
went now to a good old German doctor they all knew. 

“You see. Miss Mathilda,” Anna said, “All the old German patients 
don’t go no more now to Doctor. I stayed with him just so long as I could 
stand it, but now he is moved away up town too far for poor people, 
and his wife, she holds her head up so and always is spending so much 
monef*just for show, and so he can’t take right care of us poor people 
any more. Poor man, he has got always to be thinking about making 
money now. I am awful sorry about Doctor, Miss Mathilda, but he 
neglected Mrs. Drehten shameful when she had her trouble, so now 
I never sec him any more. Doctor Herman is a good, plain, German 
doctor and he would never do things so, and Miss Mathilda, Mrs. 
Drehten is coming in tomorrow to sec you before she goes to the hos- 
pital for her operation. She could not go comfortable till she had seen 
you first to sec what you would say.” 

All Anna’s friends reverenced the good Anna’s cherished Miss Ma- 
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thilda. How could they not do so and still remain friends with thfc good 
Anna? Miss Mathilda rarely- really saw them but they were always 
sending flowers and words of admiration through her Anna. Every 
now and then Anna would bring one of them to Miss Mathilda for 
advice. 

It is wonderful how poor people love to take advice from people who 
are friendly and above them, from people who read in books and who 
are good. 

Miss Mathilda saw Mrs. Drehten and told her she was glad that she 
was going to the hospital for operation for that surely would be best, 
and so good Mrs. Drehten’s mind was set at rest. 

Mrs. Drehten’s tumor came out very well. Mrs. Drehten was after- 
wards never really well, but she could do her work a little better, and 
be on her feet and yet not get so tired. 

And so Anna’s life went on, taking care of Miss Mathilda and all 
her clothes and goods, and being good to every one that asked or seemed 
to need her help. 

Now, slowly, Anna began to make it up with Mrs. Lehntman. They 
could never be as they had been before. Mrs. Lehntman could never be 
again the romance in the good Anna’s life, but they could be friends 
again, and Anna could help all the Lehntmans in their need. This 
slowly came about. 

Mrs. Lehntman had now left the evil and mysterious man who had 
been the cause of all her trouble. She had given up, too, the new big 
house that she had taken. Since her trouble her practice had been very 
quiet. Still she managed to do fairly well. She began to talk of paying 
the good Anna. This, however, had not gotten very far. 

Anna saw Mrs. Lehntman a good deal now. Mrs. Lehntman’s crisp, 
black, curly hair had gotten streaked with gray. Her dark, full, good- 
looking face had lost its firm outline, gone flabby and a little worn. She 
had grown stouter and her clothes did not look very nice. She was as 
bland as ever in her ways, and as diffuse as always in her attention, but 
through it all there was uneasiness and fear and uncertainty lest some 
danger might be near. 

She never said a word of her past life to the good Anna, but it was 
very plain to sec that her experience had not left her easy, nor yet 
altogether free. 

It had been hard for this good woman, for Mrs. Lehntman was really 
a good woman, it had been a very hard thing for this German woman to 
do what everybody knew and thought was wrong. Mrs. Lehntman was 
strong and she had courage, but it had been very hard to bear. Even the 
good Anna did not speak to her with freedom. There always remained a 
niystcry and a depression in Mrs Lchntman’s affain 
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And now the blonde, foolish, awkward daughter, Julia was in trouble. 
During the years the mother gave her no attenuon, Julia kept company 
with a young fellow who was a clerk somewhere in a store down in the 
city. He was a decent, dull young fellow, who did not make much money 
and could never save it, for he had an old mother he supported. He and 
Julia had been keeping company for several years and now it was need- 
ful that they should be married. But then how could they marry? He 
did not make enough to start them and to keep on supporting his old 
mother too. Julia was not used to working much and she said, and she 
was stubborn, that she would not live with Charley’s dirty, cross, old 
mother. Mrs. Lehntman had no money. She was just beginning to get 
on her feet. It was of course, the good Anna’s savings that were handy. 

However, it paid Anna to bring about this marriage, paid her in 
scoldings and in managing the dull, long, awkward Julia, and her good, 
patient, stupid Charley. Anna loved to buy things cheap, and fix up a 
new place. 

Julia and Charley were soon married and things went pretty well 
with them. Anna did not approve their slack, expensive ways of doing. 

“No, Miss Mathilda,” she would say, “The young people nowadays 
have no sense for saving and putting money by so they will have some- 
thing to use when they need it. There’s Julia and her Charley. I went in 
there the other day. Miss Mathilda, and they had a new table with a 
marble top and on it they had a grand new plush album. ‘Where you 
get that album?’ I asked Julia. ‘Oh, Charley he gave it to me for my 
birthday,’ she said, and I asked her if it was paid for and she said not all 
yet but it would be soon. Now I ask you what business have they. Miss 
Mathilda, when they ain’t paid for anything they got already, what 
business have they to be buying new things for her birthdays. Julia she 
don t do no work, she just sits around and thinks how she can spend 
the money, and Charley he never puts one cent by. I never see anything 
like the people nowadays, Miss Mathilda, they don’t seem to have any 
sense of being careful about money. Julia and Charley when they have 
any ^ildren they won’t have nothing to bring them up with right. I 
said that to Julia, Miss Mathilda, when she showed me those silly things 
that Charley bought her, and she just said in her silly, giggling way, 
perhaps they won’t have any children. I told her she ought to be ashamed 
of talking so, but I don’t know, Miss Mathilda, the young people now- 
adays have no sense at all of what’s the right way for them to do, and 
perhaps it’s better if they don’t have any children, and then Miss 
Mathilda you know there is Mrs. Lehntman. You know she regular 
adopted little Johnny just so she could pay out some more money just as 
if she didn’t have trouble enough taking care of her own children. No, 
Miss Mathilda. I never see how people can do things so. People don’t seem 
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to have no sense of right or wrong or anything these days> Miss Mathilda 
they arc just careless and thinking always of themselves and how they 
can always have a happy time. No, Miss Mathilda, I don’t see how peopk 
can go on and do things so.” 

The good Anna could not understand the careless and bad ways of ail 
the world and always she grew bitter with it all. No, not one of them 
had any sense of what was the right way for them to do. 

Anna’s past life was now drawing to an end. Her old blind dog, Baby, 
was sick and like to die. Baby had been the first gift from her friend the 
widow, Mrs. Lehntman, in the old days when Anna had been with Miss 
Mary Wadsmith, and when these two women had first come together. 

Through all the years of change. Baby had stayed with the good Anna, 
growing old and fat and blind and lazy. Baby had been active and a 
ratter when she was young, but that was so long ago it was forgotten, 
and for many years now Baby had wanted only her warm basket and 
her dinner. 

Anna in her active life found need of others, of Peter and the funny 
little Rags, but always Baby was the eldest and held her with the tics of 
old affection. Anna was harsh when the young ones tried to keep poor 
Baby out and use her basket. Baby had been blind now for some years 
as dogs get, when they are no longer active. She got weak and fat and 
breathless and she could not even stand long any more. Anna had 
always to see that she got her dinner and that the young active ones did 
not deprive her. 

Baby did not die with a real sickness. She just got older and more blind 
and coughed and then more quiet, and then slowly one bright summer’s 
day she died. 

There is nothing more dreary than old age in animals. Somehow it is 
all wrong that they should have gray hair and withered skin, and blind 
old eyes, and decayed and useless teeth. An old man or an old woman 
almost always has some tie that seems to bind them to the younger, 
realcr life. They have children or the remembrance of old duties, but a 
dog that’s old and so cut off from all its world of struggle, is like j 
dreary, deathless Struldbrug, the dreary dragger on of death through 
life. 

And so one day old Baby died. It was dreary, more than sad, for the 
good Anna. She did not want the poor old beast to linger with its weary 
age, and blind old eyes and dismal shaking cough, but this death left 
Anna very empty. She had the foolish young man Peter, and the jolly 
little Rags for comfort, but Baby had been the only one that could 

I remember. 

The good Anna wanted a real graveyard for her Baby, but this could 

— 
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done up in decent wrappings and put her into the ground in some quiet 
place that Anna knew of. 

The good Anna did not weep for poor old Baby. Nay, she had not 
time even to feel lonely, for with the good Anna it was sorrow upon 
sorrow. She was now no longer to keep house for Miss Mathilda. 

When Anna had first come to Miss Mathilda she had known that it 
might only be for a few years, for Miss Mathilda was given to much 
wandering and often changed her home, and found new places where 
she went to live. The good Anna did not then think much about this, for 
when she first went to Miss Mathilda she had not thought that she 
would like it and so he had not worried about staying. Then in those 
happy years that they had been together, Anna had made herself forget 
it. This last year when she knew that it was coming she had tried hard 
to think it would not happen. 

“We won’t talk about it now, Miss Mathilda, perhaps we all be dead 
by then,” she would say when Miss Mathilda tried to talk it over. Or, 
“If we live till then. Miss Mathilda, perhaps you will be staying on right 
here.” 

No, the good Anna could not talk as if this thing were real, it was 
too weary to be once more left with strangers. 

Both the good Anna and her cherished Miss Mathilda tried hard to 
think that this would not really happen. Anna made missions and all 
kinds of things to keep her Miss Mathilda and Miss Mathilda thought 
out all the ways to see if the good Anna could not go with her, but 
neither the missions nor the plans had much success. Miss Mathilda 
would go, and she was going far away to a new country where Anna 
could not live, for she would be too lonesome. 

There was nothing that these two could do but part. Perhaps we all 
be dead by then, the good Anna would repeat, but even that did not 
really happen. If we all live till then. Miss Mathilda, came out truer. 
They all did live till then, all except poor old blind Baby, and they simply 
had to part. 

Poor Anna and poor Miss Mathilda. They could not look at each other 
that,l«St day. Anna could not keep herself busy working. She just went 
in and out and sometimes scolded. 

Anna could not make up her mind what she should do now for her 
future. She said that she would for a while keep this little red brick 
house that they had lived in. Perhaps she might just take in a few 
boarders. She did not know, she would write about it later and tell it all 
to Miss Mathilda. 

The dreary day dragged out and then all was ready and Miss Mathilda 
left to take her train. Anna stood strained and pale and dry eyed on 
the white stone steps of the little red brick house that they had lived in. 
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The last thing Miss Mathilda heard was the good Anna bidding foolish 
Peter say good-by and be sure to remember Miss Mathilda. 

III. THE DEATH OF GOOD ANNA 

Everyone who had known of Miss Mathilda wanted the good Anna 
now to take a place with them, for they all knew how well Anna could 
take care of people and all their clothes and goods. Anna too could always 
go to Curden to Miss Mary Wadsmith, but none of all these ways seemed 
very good to Anna. 

It was not now any longer that she wanted to stay near Mrs. Lehnt- 
man. There was no one now that made anything important, but Anna 
was certain that she did not want to take a place where she would be 
under some new people. No one could ever be for Anna as had been her 
cherished Miss Mathilda. No one could ever again so freely let her do it 
all. It would be better Anna thought in her strong strained weary body, 
it would be better just to keep on there in the little red brick house that 
was all furnished, and make a living taking in some boarders. Miss 
Mathilda had let her have the things, so it would not cost any money to 
begin. She could perhaps manage to live on so. She could do all the 
work and do everything as she thought best, and she was too weary 
with the changes to do more than she just had to, to keep living. So she 
stayed on in the house whei^. they had lived, and she found some men, 
she would not take in womeu^ who took her rooms and who were her 
boarders. 

Things soon with Anna began rc be less dreary. She was very popular 
with her few boarders. They loved her scoldings and the good things she 
made for them to eat. They made good jokes and laughed loud and 
always did whatever Anna wanted, and soon the good Anna got so 
that she liked it very well. Not that she did not alv/ays long for Miss 
Mathilda. She hoped and waited and was very certain that some time, in 
one year or in another Miss Mathilda would come back, and then of 
course would want her, and then she could take all good care of her 
again. 

Anna kept all Miss Mathilda’s things in the best order. The boarders 
were well scolded if they ever made a scratch on Miss Mathilda’s table. 

Some of the boarders were hearty good South German fellows and 
Anna always made them go to mass. One boarder was a lusty German 
student who was studying in Bridgepoint to be a doctor. He was Anna’s 
special favorite and she scolded him as she used to her old doctor so 
that he always would be good. Then, too, this cheery fellow always sang 
when he was washing, and that was what Miss Mathilda always used 
to do. Anna’s heart grew warm again with this young fellow who 
seemed to bring back to her everything she needed. 
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And so Anna’s life in these days was not all unhappy. She worked 
and scolded, she had her stray dogs and cats and people, who all asked 
and seemed to need her care, and she had hearty German fellows who 
loved her scoldings and ate so much of the good things that she knew 
so well the way to make. 

No, the good Anna’s life in these days was not all unhappy. She did 
not see her old friends much, she was too busy, but once in a great while 
she took a Sunday afternoon and went to see good Mrs. Drehten. 

The only trouble was that Anna hardly made a living. She charged so 
little for her board and gave her people such good things to cat, that she 
could only just make both ends meet. The good German priest to whom 
she always told her troubles tried to make her have the boarders pay a 
little higher, and Miss Mathilda always in her letters urged her to this 
thing, but the g(X)d Anna somehow could not do it. Her boarders were 
nice men but she knew they did not have much money, and then she 
could not raise on those who had been with her and she could not ask 
the new ones to pay higher, when those who were already there were 
paying just what they had paid before. So Anna let it go just as she had 
begun it. She worked and worked all day and thought all night how 
she could save, and with all the work she just managed to keep living. 
She could not make enough to lay any money by. 

Anna got so little money that she had all the work to do herself. She 
could not pay even the little Sallie enough to keep her with her. 

Not having little Sallie nor having anyone else working with her, 
made it very hard for Anna ever to go out, for she never thought that it 
was right to leave a house all empty. Once in a great while of a Sunday, 
Sallie who was now working in a factory would come and stay in tiie 
house for the good Anna, who would then go out and spend the after- 
noon with Mrs. Drehten, 

No, Anna did not see her old friends much any more. She went some- 
times to see her half brother and his wife and her nieces, and they always 
came to her on her birthdays to give presents, and her half brother never 
left her out of his festive raisined-bread-giving progresses. BrK these 
rclari^s of hers had never meant very much to the good Anna. Anna 
always did her duty by them all, and she liked her half brother very 
well and the loaves of raisined bread that he supplied her were most 
welcome now, and Anna always gave her goddaughter and her sister 
handsome presents, but no one in this family had ever made a way 
inside to Anna’s feelings. 

Mrs. Lehntman she saw very rarely. It is hard to build up new on an 
old friendship when in that friendship there has been bitter disillusion. 
They did their best, both these women, to be friends, but they were never 
able to again touch one another nearly. There were too many things 
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between them that they could not speak of, things that had never been 
explained nor yet forgiven. The good Anna still did her best for foolish 
Julia and still every now and then saw Mrs. Lehntman, but this family 
had now lost all its real hold on Anna. 

Mrs. Drehten was now the best friend that Anna knew. Here there 
was never any more than the mingling of their sorrows. They talked 
over all the time the best way for Mrs. Drehten now to do; poor Mrs. 
Drehten ^vho with her chief trouble, her bad husband, had really now 
no ^^'ay that she could do. She just had to work and to be patient and 
lo love her children and be very quiet. She always had a soothing mother 
indiicncc on the good Anna who with her iri'table, strained, worn-out 
body would come and sit by Mrs. Drehten and talk all her troubles over. 

Of all the friends that the good Anna had had in these twenty years 
in Ihidgepoint, the good father and patient Mrs. Drehten were the only 
ones that were now near to Anna and with whom she could talk her 
troubles over. 

iVmia worked, and thought, and saved, and scolded, and took care of 
all the hoarders, and of Peter and of Rags, and all the others. There was 
never any end to Anna’s effort and she grew always more tired, more 
pale yellow, and in her face more thin and worn and worried. Sometimes 
she went farther in not being well, and then she went to see Dr. Herman 
^\’ho had operated on good Mrs. Drehten. 

The things that Anna really needed were to rest sometimes and eat 
more so that she could get stronger, but these were the last things that 
Anna could bring herself to do. Anna could never take a rest. She must 
work hard through the summer as well as through the winter, else she 
could never make both ends meet. The doctor gave her medicines to 
make her stronger but these did not seem to do much good. 

Anna grew always more tired, her headaches came oftener and harder, 
and she was now almost always feeling very sick. She could not sleep 
much in the night. The dogs with their noises disturbed her and every- 
thing in her body seemed to pain her. 

1 he doctor and the good father tried often to make her give herself 
more care. Mrs. Drehten told her that she surely would not get well 
unless for a little while she would stop working. Anna would then 
promise to take care, to rest in bed a little longer and to cat more so that 
she would get stronger, but really how could Anna eat when she always 
did the cooking and was so tired of it all, before it was half ready for 
the table ? 

Anna’s only friendship now was with good Mrs. Drehten who was too 
gentle and too patient to make a stubborn faithful German Anna ever 
do the way she should, in the things that were for her own good. 

Anna grew worse all through this second winter. When the summer 
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came the doctor said that she simply could not live on so. He said she 
must go to his hospital and there he would operate upon her. She would 
then be well and strong and able to work hard all next winter. 

Anna for some time would not listen. She could not do this, for she 
had her house all furnished and she simply could not let it go. At last 
a woman came and said she would take care of Anna’s boarders and 
then Anna said that she was prepared to go. 

Anna went to the hospital for her operation. Mrs. Drehten was herself 
not well but she came into the city, so that some friend would be with 
the good Anna. Together, then, they went to this place where the doctor 
had done so well by Mrs. Drehten. 

In a few days they had Anna ready. Then they did the operation, and 
then the good Anna with her strong, strained, worn-out body died. 

Mrs. Drehten sent word of her death to Miss Mathilda. 

“Dear Miss Mathilda,*' wrote Mrs. Drehten, “Miss Annie died in the 
hospital yesterday after a hard operation. She was talking about you 
and Doctor and Miss Mary Wadsmith all the time. She said she hoped 
you would take Peter and the little Rags to keep when you came back 
to America to live. I will keep them for you here, Miss Mathilda. Miss 
Annie died easy. Miss Mathilda, and sent you her love.” 



Faul’s Case 


BY WILLA GATHER 


It was Paul’s afternoon to appear 
before the faculty of the Pittsburgh High School to account for his 
various misdemeanors. He had been suspended a week ago, and his 
father had called at the Principal’s office and confessed his perplexity 
about his son. Paul entered the faculty room suave and smiling. His 
clothes were a trifle outgrown, and the tan velvet on the collar of his 
open overcoat was frayed and worn; but for all that there was something 
of the dandy about him, and he wore an opal pin in his neatly knotted 
black four-in-hand, and a red carnation in his buttonhole. This latter 
adornment the faculty somehow felt was noi properly significant of the 
contrite spirit befitting a boy under the ban of suspension. 

Paul was tall for his age and very thin, with high, cramped shoulders 
and a narrow chest. His eyes were remarkable for a certain hysterical 
brilliancy, and he continually used them in a conscious, theatrical sort 
of way, peculiarly offensive in a boy. The pupils were abnormally large, 
as though he were addicted to belladonna, but there was a glassy glitter 
about them which that drug does not produce. 

When questioned by the Principal as to why he was there, Paul stated, 
politely enough, that he wanted to come back to school. This was a lie, 
but Paul was quite accustomed to lying; found it, indeed, indispensable 
for overcoming friction. His teachers were asked to state their respective 
charges against him, which they did with such a rancor and aggrieved- 
ness as evinced that this was not a usual case. Disorder and impertinence 
were among the offenses named, yet each of his instructors felt that it 
was scarcely possible to put into words the real cause of the trouble, 
which lay in a sort of hysterically defiant manner of the boy’s; in the 
contempt which they all knew he felt for them, and which he seemingly 
made not the least effort to conceal. Once, when he had been making a 
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synopsis of a paragraph at the blackboard, his English teacher had 
stepped to his side and attempted to guide his hand. Paul had started 
back with a shudder and thrust his hands violently behind him. The 
astonished woman could scarcely have been more hurt and embarrassed 
had he struck at her. The insult was so involuntary and definitely per- 
sonal as to be unforgettable. In one way and another, he had made all 
his teachers, men and women alike, conscious of the same feeling of 
physical aversion. In one class he habitually sat with his hand shading 
his eyes; in another he always looked out of the window during the 
recitation; in another he made a running commentary on the lecture, 
p ith humorous intent. 

His teachers felt this afternoon that his whole attitude was symbolized 
by his shrug and his flippantly red carnation flower, and they fell upon 
him without mercy, his English teacher leading the pack. He stood 
through it smiling, his pale lips parted over his white teeth. (His lips 
were continually twitching, and he had a habit of raising his eyebrows 
that was contemptuous and irritating to the last degree.) Older boys than 
Paul had broken down and shed tears under that ordeal, but his set 
smile did not once desert him, and his only sign of discomfort was the 
nervous trembling of the fingers that toyed with the buttons of his 
overcoat, and an occasional jerking of the other hand which held his 
hat. Paul was always smiling, always glancing about him, seeming to 
feel that people might be watching him and trying to detect something. 
This conscious expression, since it was as far as possible from boyish 
mirthfulness, was usually attributed to insolence or “smartness.** 

As the inquisition proceeded, one of his instructors repeated an im- 
pertinent remark of the boy*s, and the Principal asked him whether he 
thought that a courteous speech to make to a woman. Paul shrugged 
his shoulders slightly and his eyebrows twitched. 

“I don*t know,” he replied. “I didn’t mean to be polite or impolite, 
cither. I guess it’s a sort of way I have, of saying things regardless,” 

The Principal asked him whether he didn’t think that a way it would 
be Will to get rid of. Paul grinned and said he guessed so. When he was 
told that he could go, he bowed gracefully and went out. His bow was 
like a repetition of the scandalous red carnation. 

His teachers were in despair, and his drawing master voiced the feel- 
ing of them all when he declared there was something about the boy 
which none of them understood. He added: “I don’t really believe that 
smile of his comes altogether from insolence; there’s something sort of 
haunted about it. The boy is not strong, for one thing. There is some- 
thing wrong about the fellow.” 

The drawing master had come to realize that, in looking at Paul, one 
saw only his white teeth and the forced animation of his eyes. One warm 
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afternoon the boy had gone to sleep at his drawing board, and his 
master had noted with amazement what a white, blue-veined face it was; 
drawn and wrinkled like an old man’s about the eyes, the lips twitching 
even in his sleep. 

His teachers left the building dissatisfied and unhappy; humiliated 
to have felt so vindictive toward a mere boy, to have uttered this feeling 
in cutting terms, and to have set each other on, as it were, in the grue- 
some game of intemperate reproach. One of them remembered having 
seen a miserable street cat set at bay by a ring of tormentors. 

As for Paul, he ran down the hill whistling the Soldiers’ Chorus from 
Faust, looking wildly behind him now and then to see whether some 
of his teachers were not there to witness his light-heartedness. As it was 
now late in the afternoon and Paul was on duty that evening as usher 
at Carnegie Hall, he decided that he would not go home to supper. 

When he reached the concert hall the doors were not yet open. It was 
chilly outside, and he decided to go up into the picture gallery — always 
deserted at this hour — where there were some of Raffelli’s gay studies of 
Paris streets and an airy blue Venetian scene or two that always ex- 
hilarated him. He was delighted to find no one in the gallery but the old 
guard, who sat in the corner, a newspaper on his knee, a black patch 
over one eye and the other closed. Paul possessed himself of the place 
and walked confidently up and down, whistling under his breath. After 
a while he sat down before a blue Rico and lost himself. When he be- 
thought him to look at his watch, it was after seven o’clock, and he rose 
with a start and ran downstairs, making a f^ce at Augustus Caesar, peer- 
ing out from the cast-room, and an evil gesture at the Venus of Milo 
as he passed her on the stairway. 

When Paul reached the ushers’ dressing-room half a dozen boys were 
there already, and he began excitedly to tumble into his uniform. It was 
one of the few that at all approached fitting, and Paul thought it very 
becoming — though he knew the tight, straight coat accentuated his nar- 
row chest, about which he was exceedingly sensitive. He was always 
excited while he dressed, twanging all over to the tuning of the strings 
and the preliminary flourishes of the horns in the music-room; but 
tonight he seemed quite beside himself, and he teased and plagued the 
boys until, telling him that he was crazy, they put him down on the 
floor and sat on him. 

Somewhat calmed by his suppression, Paul dashed out to the front of 
the house to scat the early comers. He was a model usher. Gracious and 
smiling he ran up and down the aisles. Nothing was too much trouble 
for him; he. carried messages and brought programs as though it were 
his greatest pleasure in life, and all the people in his section thought him 
a charming boy, feeling that he remembered and admired them. As the 
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house filled, he grew more and more vivacious and animated, and the 
color came to his cheeks and lips. It was very much as though this were a 
great reception and Paul were the host. Just as the musicians came out 
to take their places, his English teacher arrived with checks for the 
seats which a prominent manufacturer had taken for the season. She 
betrayed some embarrassment when she handed Paul the tickets, and a 
hauteur which subsequently made her feel very foolish. Paul was 
startled for a moment, and had the feeling of wanting to put her out; 
what business had she here among all these fine people and gay colors? 
He looked her over and decided that she was not appropriately dressed 
and must be a fool to sit downstairs in such togs. The tickets had prob- 
ably been sent her out of kindness, he reflected, as he put down a seat 
for her, and she had about as much right to sit there as he had. 

When the symphony began Paul sank into one of the rear seats with 
a long sigh of relief, and lost himself as he had done before the Rico. It 
was not that symphonies, as such, meant anything in particular to Paul, 
but the first sigh of the instruments seemed to free some hilarious spirit 
within him; something that struggled there like the Genius in the 
bottle found by the Arab fisherman. He felt a sudden zest of life; the 
lights danced before his eyes and the concert hall blazed into un- 
imaginable splendor. When the soprano soloist came on, Paul forgot 
even the nastiness of his teacher’s being there, and gave himself up to 
the peculiar intoxication such personages always had for him. The solo- 
ist chanced to be a German woman, by no means in her first youth, and 
the mother of many children; but she wore a satin gown and a tiara, and 
she had that indefinable air of achievement, that world-shine upon her, 
which always blinded Paul to any possible defects. 

After a concert was over, Paul was often irritable and wretched until 
he got to sleep, — and tonight he was even more than usually restless. 
He had the feeling of not being able to let down; of its being impossible 
to give up this delicious excitement which was the only thing that could 
be called living at all. During the last number he withdrew and, after 
hastily changing his clothes in the dressing-room, slipped out to the side 
door where the singer’s carriage stood. Here he began pacing rapidly up 
and down the walk, waiting to see her come out. 

Over yonder the Schenley, in its vacant stretch, loomed big and square 
through the fine rain, the windows of its twelve stories glowing like 
those of a lighted cardboard house under a Christmas tree. All the 
actors and singers of any importance stayed there when they were in me 
city, and a number of the big manufacturers of the place lived there in 
the winter. Paul had often hung about the hotel, watching the people 
go in and out, longing to enter and leave schoolmasters and dull care 
behind him forever. 
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At last the singer came out, accompanied by the conductor, who helped 
her into her carriage and closed the door with a cordial auf wiedersehen, 
—which set Paul to wondering whether she were not an old sweetheart 
of his. Paul followed the carriage over to the hotel, walking so rapidly 
as not to be far from the entrance when the singer alighted and dis- 
appeared behind the swinging glass doors which were opened by a Negro 
in a tall hat and a long coat. In the moment that the door was ajar, it 
seemed to Paul that he, too, entered. He seemed to feel himself go after 
her up the steps, into the warm, lighted building, into an exotic, a 
tropical world of shiny, glistening surfaces and basking ease. He reflected 
upon the mysterious dishes that were brought into the dining-room, the 
green bottles in buckets of ice, as he had seen them in the supper party 
pictures of the Sunday supplement. A quick gust of wind brought the 
rain down with sudden vehemence, and Paul was startled to find that 
he was still outside in the slush of the gravel driveway; that his boots 
were letting in the water and his scanty overcoat was clinging wet about 
him; that the lights in front of the concert hall were out, and that the 
rain was driving in sheets between him and the orange glow of the 
windows above him. There it was, what he wanted — tangibly before 
him, like the fairy world of a Christmas pantomime; as the rain beat 
in his face, Paul wondered whether he were destined always to shiver in 
the black night outside, looking up at it. 

He turned and walked reluctantly toward the car tracks. The end had 
to come some time; his father in his night-clothes at the top of the stairs, 
explanations that did not explain, hastily improvised fictions that were 
forever tripping him up, his upstairs room and its horrible yellow wall- 
paper, the creaking bureau with the greasy plush collar-box, and over 
his painted wooden bed the pictures of George Washington and John 
Calvin, and the framed motto, “Feed my Lambs,” which had been 
worked in red worsted by his mother, whom Paul could not remember. 

Half an hour later, Paul alighted from the Negley Avenue car and 
went slowly down one of the side streets off the main thoroughfare. It 
was a highly respectable street, where all the houses were exactly alike, 
and where business men of moderate means begot and reared large 
families of children, all of whom went to Sabbath-school and learned 
the shorter catechism, and were interested in arithmetic; all of whom 
were as exactly alike as their homes, and of a piece with the monotony 
in which they lived. Paul never went up Cordelia Street without a 
shudder of loathing. His home was next the house of the Cumberland 
minister. He approached it tonight with the nerveless sense of defeat, 
the hopeless feeling of sinking back forever into ugliness and common- 
ncss that he had always had when he came home. The moment he 
turned into Cordelia Street he felt the waters close above his head. 
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After each of these orgies of living, he experienced all the pnysical de^ 
pression which follows a debauch; the loathing of respectable beds, of 
common food, of a house permeated by kitchen odors; a shuddering 
repulsion for the flavorless, colorless mass of everyday existence; a mor- 
bid desire for cool things and soft lights and fresh flowers. 

The nearer he approached the house, the more absolutely unequal 
Paul felt to the sight of it all; his ugly sleeping chamber; thr cold bath- 
room with the grimy zinc tub, the cracked mirror, the dripping spiggots; 
his father, at the top of the stairs, his hairy legs sticking out from his 
nightshirt, his feet thrust into carpet slippers. He was so much later 
than usual that there would certainly be inquiries and reproaches. Paul 
stopped short before the door. He felt that he could not be accosted by 
his father tonight; that he could not toss again on that miserable bed. 
He would not go in. He would tell his father that he had no car fare, 
and it was raining so hard he had gone home with one of the boys and 
stayed all night. 

Meanwhile, he was wet and cold. He went around to the back of the 
house and tried one of the basement windows, found it open, raised it 
cautiously, and scrambled down the cellar wall to the floor. There he 
stood, holding his breath, terrified by the noise he had made; but the 
floor above him was silent, and there was no creak on the stairs. He 
found a soap-box, and carried it over ro the soft ring of light tliat 
streamed from the furnace door, and sat aown. He was horribly afraid 
of rats, so he did not try to sleep, but sat looking distrustfully at the dark, 
still terrified lest he might have awakened his father. In such reactions, 
after one of the experiences which made days and nights out of the 
dreary blanks of the calendar, when his senses were deadened, Paul’s 
head was always singularly clear. Suppose his father had heard him 
getting in at the window and had come down and shot him for a 
burglar? Then, again, suppose his father had come down, pistol in hand, 
and he had cried out in time to save himself, and his father had been 
horrified to think how nearly he had killed him? Then, again, suppose 
a dajT should come when his father would remember that night, and 
wish there had been no warning cry to stay his hand? With this last 
supposition Paul entertained himself until daybreak. 

The following Sunday was fine; the sodden November chill wa. 
broken by the last flash of autumnal summer. In the morning Paul had 
to go to church and Sabbath-school, as always. On seasonable Sunday 
afternoons the burghers of Cordelia Street usually sat out on their front 
‘^stoops,” and talked to their neighbors on the next stoop, or called to 
those across the street in neighborly fashion. The men sat placidly ou 
gay cushions placed upon the steps that led down to the sidewalk, while 
the women, in their Sunday “waists,** sat in rockers on the cramped 
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porches, pretending to be greatly at their ease. The children played in 
the streets; there were so many of them that the place resembled the 
recreation grounds of a kindergarten. The men on the steps — all in their 
shirt sleeves, their vests unbuttoned — sat with their legs well apart, their 
stomachs comfortably protruding, and talked of the prices of things, or 
told anecdotes of the sagacity of their various chiefs and overlords. They 
occasionally looked over the multitude of squabbling children, listened 
affectionately to their high-pitched, nasal voices, smiling to see their own 
proclivities reproduced in their offspring, and interspersed their legends 
of the iron kings with remarks about their sons' progress at school, their 
grades in arithmetic, and the amounts they had saved in their toy banks. 
On this last Sunday of November, Paul sat all the afternoon on the 
lowest step of his “stoop,” staring into the street, while his sisters, in 
their rockers, were talking to the minister's daughters next door about 
how many shirtwaists they had made in the last week, and how many 
waffles someone had eaten at the last church supper. When the weather 
VMS warm, and his father was in a particularly jovial frame of mind, the 
girls made lemonade, which was always brought out in a red-glass 
pitcher, ornamented with forget-me-nots in blue enamel. This the girls 
thought very fine, and the neighbors joked about the suspicious color 
of the pitcher. 

Today Paul’s father, on the top step, was talking to a young man who 
shifted a restless baby from knee to knee. He happened to be the young 
man who was daily held up to Paul as a model, and after whom it was 
his father’s dearest hope that he would p^uern. This young man was of 
a ruddy complexion, with a compressed, red mouth, and faded, hear- 
sighted eyes, over which he wore thick spectacles, with gold bows thaf 
curved about his ears. He was clerk to one of the magnates of a great 
steel corporation, and was looked upon in Cordelia Street as a young 
man with a future. There was a story that, some five years ago— he was 
now barely twenty-six — he had been a trifle ‘dissipated,’ but in order to 
curb his appetites and save the loss of time and strength that a sowing 
of wild oats might have entailed, he had taken his chief’s advice, oft 
reiterated to his employees, and at twenty-one had married the first 
woman whom he could persuade to share his fortunes. She happened to 
be an angular school mistress, much older than he, who also wore thick 
glasses, and who had now borne him four children, all near-sighted, like 
herself. 

The young man was relating how his chief, now cruising in the 
Mediterranean, kept in touch with all the details of the business, arrang- 
ing his office hours on his yacht just as though he were at home, and 
"‘knocking off work enough to keep two stenographers busy.” His father 
told, in turn, the plan his corporation was considering, of putting in an 
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electric railway plant at Cairo. Paul snapped his teeth; he had an awful 
apprehension that they might spoil it all before he got there. Yet he 
rather liked to hear these legends of the iron kings, that were told and re- 
told on Sundays and holidays; these stories of palaces in Venice, yachts on 
the Mediterranean, and high play at Monte Carlo appealed to his fancy, 
and he was interested in the triumphs of cash boys who had become 
famous, though he had no mind for the cash-boy stage. 

After supper was over, and he had helped to dry the dishes, Paul 
nervously asked his father whether he could go to George’s to get some 
help in his geometry, and still more nervously asked for car fare. This 
latter request he had to repeat, as his father, on principle, did not like 
m hear requests for money, whether much or little. He asked Paul 
whether be could not go to some boy who lived nearer, and told him 
that he ought not to leave his school work until Sunday; but he gave 
him the dime. He was not a poor man, but he had a worthy ambition to 
come up in the world. His only reason for allowing Paul to usher was 
that he thought a boy ought to be earning a little. 

Paul bounded upstairs, scrubbed the greasy odor of the dishwater 
from his hands with the ill-smelling soap he hated, and then shook over 
his fingers a few drops of violet water from the bottle he kept hidden 
in his drawer. He left the house with his geometry conspicuously under 
his arm, and the moment he got out of Cordelia Street and boarded a 
downtown car, he shook off the lethargy of two deadening days, and 
began to live again. 

The leading juvenile of the permanent stock company which played 
at one of the downtown theaters was an acquaintance of Paul's, and the 
boy had been invited to drop in at the Sunday night rehearsals when- 
ever he could. For more than a year Paul had spent every available 
moment loitering about Charley Edwards’s dressing-room. He had won 
a place among Edwards’s following not only because the young actor, 
who could not afford to employ a dresser, often found him useful, but 
because he recognized in Paul something akin to what churchmen term 
•'vocaUon.” 

It was at the theater and at Carnegie Hall that Paul really lived; the 
iCst was but a sleep and a forgetting. This was Paul’s fairy tale, and it 
had fo** him all the allurement of a secret love. The moment he inhaled, 
the gasgy, painty, dusty odor behind the scenes, he breathed like a pris- 
oner set free, and felt within him the possibility of doing or saying 
splendid, brilliant things. The moment the cracked orchestra beat out 
‘•he overture from Martha, or jerked at the serenade from Rigolctto. all 
stupid and ugly things slid from him, and his senses were deliciously, yet 
delicately fired. 

Peii^ps it was because, in Paul’s world, the natural nearly always wore 
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the guise of uglinesS;, that a certain element of artificiality seemed to him 
necessary in beauty. Perhaps it was because his experience of life else- 
where was so full of Sabbath-school picnics, petty economies, wholesome 
advice as to how to succeed in life, and the unescapable odors of cooking, 
that he found this existence so alluring, these smartly<lad men and 
women so attractive, that he was so moved by these starry apple orchards 
that bloomed perennially under the limelight. 

It would be difficult to put it strongly enough how convincingly the 
stage entrance of that theater was for Paul the actual portal of Romance. 
Certainly none of the company ever suspected it, least of all Charley 
Edwards. It was very like the old stories that used to float about London 
of fabulously rich Jews, who had subterranean halls, with palms, and 
fountains, and soft lamps and richly apparelled women who never saw 
the disenchanting light of London day. So, in the midst of that smoke- 
palled city, enamored of figures and grimy toil, Paul had his secret 
temple, his wishing-carpet, his bit of blue-and-white Mediterranean 
shore bathed in perpetual sunshine. 

Several of Paul’s teachers had a theory that his imagination had been 
perverted by garish fiction; but the truth was, he scarcely ever read at 
all. The books at home were not such as would cither tempt or corrupt 
a youthful mind, and as for reading the novels that some of his friends 
urged upon him — well, he got what he wanted much more quickly 
from music; any sort of music, from an orchestra to a barrel organ. He 
needed only the spark, the indescribable thrill that made his imagination 
master of his senses, and he could make plots and pictures enough of 
his own. It was equally true that he was not stage-struck — not, at^ any 
rate, in the usual acceptation of that expression. He had no desire to 
become an actor, any more than he had to become a musician. He felt 
no necessity to do any of these things; what he wanted was to see, to be 
in the atmosphere, float on the wave of it, to be carried out, blue league 
after blue league, away from everything. 

After a night behind the scenes, Paul found the school-room more 
than ever repulsive; the bare floors and naked walls; the prosy men who 
never wore frock coats, or violets in their buttonholes; the women with 
their dull gowns, shrill voices, and pitiful seriousness about prepositions 
that govern the dative. He could not bear to have the other pupils think, 
for a moment, that he took these people seriously; he must convey to 
them that he considered it all trivial, and was there only by way of a 
joke, anyway. He had autograph pictures of all the members of thc 
stock company which he showed his classmates, telling them the most 
incredible stories of his familiarity with these people, of his acquaintance 
with the soloists who came to Carnegie Hall, his suppers with them and 
the flowers he sent them. When these stories lost their effect, and his 
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audience grew listless, he would bid all the boys good-by, announcing 
that he was going to travel for a while; going to Naples, to California, 
to Egypt. Then, next Monday, he would slip back, conscious and nerv- 
ously smiling; his sister was ill, and he would have to defer his voyage 
until spring. 

Matters went steadily worse with Paul at school. In the itch to let his 
instructors know how heartily he despised them, and how thoroughly 
he was appreciated elsewhere, he mentioned once or twice that he had 
no time to fool with theorems; adding — with a twitch of the eyebrows 
and a touch of that nervous bravado which so perplexed them — that he 
was helping the people down at the stock company; they were old 
friends of his. 

The upshot of the matter was, that the Principal went to Paul’s 
father, and Paul was taken out of school and put to work. The manager 
at Carnegie Hall was told to get another usher in his stead; the door- 
keeper at the theater was warned not to admit him to the house; and 
Charley Edwards remorsefully promised the boy’s father not to see him 
again. 

The members of the stock company were vastly amused when some 
of Paul’s stories reached them— especially the women. They were hard- 
woi'king women, most of them supporting indolent husbands or 
brothers, and they laughed rather bitterly at having stirred the boy to 
such fervid and florid inventions. They agreed with the faculty and 
with his father, that Paul’s was a bad case. 

The cast-bound train was plowing through a January snowstorm; 
the dull dawn was beginning to show gray when the engine whistled a 
mile out of Newark. Paul started up from che seat where he had lain 
curled in uneasy slumber, rubbed the breath-misted window glass with 
his hand, and peered out. The snow was whirling in curling eddies 
above the white bottom lands, and the drifts lay already deep in the 
fields and along the fences, while here and there the long dead grass 
and dri^ weed stalks protruded black above it. Lights shone from the 
scattered houses, and a gang of laborers who stood beside the track 
waved their lanterns. 

Paul had slept very litde, and he felt grimy and uncomfortable. He 
had made the all-night journey in a day coach because he was afraid if 
he took a Pullman he might be seen by some Pittsburgh business man 
vyho had noticed him in Denny & Carson’s office. When the whistle 
^oke him, he clutched quickly at his breast pocket, glancing about him 
tirith an uncertain smile. But the little, clay-bespattered Italians were still 
4^ping, the slatternly women across the aisle were in open-mouthed 
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oblivion, and even the crumby, crying babies were for the nonce stilled. 
Paul settled back to struggle with his impatience as best he could. 

When he arrived at the Jersey City station, he hurried through his 
breakfast, manifestly ill at ease and keeping a sharp eye about him. After 
'he reached the Twenty-third Street station, he consulted a cabman, and 
had himself driven to a men s furnishing establishment which was just 
opening for the day. He spent upward of two hours there, buying with 
endless reconsidering and great care. His new street suit he put on in 
• the fitting-room; the frock coat and dress clothes he had bundled into 
the cab with his new shirts. Then he drove to a hatter’s and a shoe house. 
His next errand was at Tiffany’s, where he selected silver-mounted 
brushes and a scarf-pin. He would not wait to have his silver marked, he 
said. Lastly, he stopped at a trunk shop on Broadway, and had his 
purchases packed into various traveling bags. 

It was a little after one o’clock when he drove up to the Waldorf, 
and, after settling with the cabman, went into the office. He registered 
from Washington; said his mother and father had been abroad, and 
that he had come down to await the arrival of their steamer. He told his 
story plausibly and had no trouble, since he offered to pay for them in 
advance, in engaging his rooms; a sleeping-room, sitting room and bath. 

Not once, but a hundred times Paul had planned this entry into New 
York. He had gone over every detail of it with Charley Edwards, and 
in his scrap book at home there were pages of description about New 
York hotels, cut from the Sunday papers. 

When he was shown to his sitting room on the eighth floor, he saw 
at a glance that everything was as it should be; there was but one detail 
in his mental picture that the place did not realize, so he rang for the 
bell boy and sent him down for flowers. He moved about nervously until 
the boy returned, putting away his new linen and fingering It delightedly 
as he did so. When the flowers came, he put them hastily into water, and 
then tumbled into a hot bath. Presently he came out of his white bath- 
room, resplendent in his new silk underwear, and playing with the 
tassels of his red robe. The snow was whirling so fiercely outside his 
windows that he could scarcely see across the street; but within, the air 
was deliciously soft and fragrant. He put the violets and jonquils on 
the tabouret beside the couch, and threw himself down with a long 
sigh, covering himself with a Roman blanket. He was thoroughly tired; 
he had been in such haste, he had stood up to such a strain, covered so 
much ground in the last twenty-four hours, that he wanted to think 
how it had all come about. Lulled by the sound of the wind, the warm 
air, and the cool fragrance of the flowers, he sank into deep, drowsy 
retrospection. 

It had been wonderfully simple; when they had shut him out of the 
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theater and concert hall, when they had taken away his bone, the whole 
thing was virtually determined. The rest was a mere matter of oppor- 
tunity. The only thing that at all surprised him was his own courage— 
for he realized well enough that he had always been tormented by fear, 
a sort of apprehensive dread that, of late years, as the meshes of the lies 
he had told closed about him, had been pulling the muscles of his body 
tighter and tighter. Until now, he could not remember a time when he 
had not been dreading something. Even when he was a little boy, it was 
always there— behind him, or before, or on either side. There had always 
been the shadowed corner, the dark place into which he dared not look, 
but from which something seemed always to be watching him— and 
Paul had done things that were not pretty to watch, he knew. 

But now he had a curious sense of relief, as though he had at last 
thrown down the gauntlet to the thing in the corner. 

Yet it was but a day since he had been sulking in the traces; but 
yesterday afternoon that he had been sent to the bank with Denny & 
Carson’s deposit, as usual — ^but this time he was instructed to leave the 
book to be balanced. There was above two thousand dollars in checks, 
and nearly a thousand in the bank notes which he had taken from the 
book and quietly transferred to his pocket. At the bank he had made 
out a new deposit slip. His nerves had been steady enough to permit of 
his returning to the office, where he had finished his work and asked for 
a full day’s holiday tomorrow, Saturday, giving a perfectly reasonable 
pretext. The bank book, he knew, would not be returned before Mon- 
day or Tuesday, and his father would be out of town for the next week. 
From the time he slipped the bank notes into his pocket until he boarded 
the night train for New York, he had not known a moment’s hesitation. 

How astonishingly easy it had all been; here he was, the thing done; 
and this time there would be no awakening, no figure at the top of the 
stairs. He watched the snowflakes whirling by his window until he fell 
asleep. 

When he awoke, it was four o’clock in the afternoon. He bounded 
up with a start; one of his precious days gone already! He spent nearly 
an houi^ in dressing, watching every stage of his toilet carefully in the 
mirror. Everything was quite perfect; he was exactly the kind of boy 
he had always wanted to be. 

When he went downstairs, Paul took a carriage and drove up Fifdi 
avenue toward the Park. The snow had somewhat abated; carriages and 
tradesmen’s wagons were hurrying soundlessly to and fro in the winter 
twilight; boys in woolen mufflers were shoveling off the doorsteps; the 
avenue stages made fine spots of color against the white street. Here and 
there on the corners whole flower gardens blooming behind glass win- 
dows, against which the snow flakes stuck and melted; violets, roses, 
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carnations, lilies of the valley — somehow vastly more lovely and allur- 
ing that they blossomed thus unnaturally in the snow. The Park itself 
was a wonderful stage winter-piece. 

When he returned, the pause of the twilight had ceased, and the tune 
of the streets had changed. The snow was falling faster, lights streamed 
from the hotels that reared their many stories fearlessly up into th^ 
storm, defying the raging Atlantic winds. A long, black stream of car 
riages poured down the avenue, intersected here and there by other 
streams, tending horizontally. There were a score of cabs about the 
entrance of his hotel, and his driver had to wait. Boys in livery were 
running in and out of the awning stretched across the sidewalk, up and 
down the red velvet carpet laid from the door to the street. Above, about, 
within it all, was the rumble and roar, the hurry and toss of thousands 
of human beings as hot for pleasure as himself, and on every side ot 
him towered the glaring affirmation of the omnipotence of wealth. 

The boy set his teeth and drew his shoulders together in a spasm of 
realization; the plot of all dramas, the text of all romances, the nerve- 
stuff of all sensations was whirling about him like the snowflakes. 
He burnt like a faggot in a tempest. 

When Paul came down to dinner, the music of the orchestra floated 
up the elevator shaft to greet him. As he stepped into the thronged 
corridor, he sank back into one of the chairs against the wall to get his 
breath. The lights, the chatter, the perfumes, the bewildering medley of 
color — he had, for a moment, the feeling of not being able to stand it. But 
only for a moment; these were his own people, he told himself. He went 
slowly about the corridors, through the writing-rooms, smoking-ropms, 
reception-rooms, as though he were exploring the chambers of an en- 
chanted palace, built and peopled for him alone. 

When he reached the dining room he sat down at a table near a 
window. The flowers, the white linen, the many-colored wine glasses, 
the gay toilettes of the women, the low popping of corks, the undulating 
repetitions of the Blue Danube from the orchestra, all flooded Paul’s 
dream with bewildering radiance. When the roseate tinge of his cham- 
pagne was added — that cold, precious, bubbling stuff that creamed and 
foamed in his glass — Paul wondered that there were honest men in the 
world at all. This was what all the world was fighting for, he reflected; 
this was what all the struggle was about. He doubted the reality of his 
past. Had he ever known a place called Cordelia Street, a place where 
fagged-looking business men boarded the early car.? Mere rivets in a 
machine they seamed to Paul, — sickening men, with combings of chil- 
dren’s hair always hanging to their coats, and the smell of cooking in 
their clothes. Cordelia Street— Ah, that belonged to another time and 
country! Had he not always been thus, Had he not sat here night after 
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night, from as far back as he could remember, looking pensively over 
just such shimmering textures, and slowly twirling the stem o£ a glass 
like this one between his thumb and middle finger? He rather thought 
he had. 

He was not in the least abashed or lonely. He had no especial desire 
to meet or to know any of these people; all he demanded was the right 
to look on and conjecture, to watch the pageant. The mere stage prop- 
erties were all he contended for. Nor was he lonely latei in the evening, 
in his loge at the Opera. He was entirely rid of his nervous misgivings, 
of his forced aggressiveness, of the imperative desire to show himself 
dilTcrent from his surroundings. He felt now that his surroundings 
explained him. Nobody questioned the purple; he had only to wear it 
passively. He had only to glance down at his dress coat to reassure him- 
self that here it would be impossible for anyone to humiliate him. 

He found it hard to leave his beautiful sitting room to go to bed that 
night, and sat long watching the raging storm from his turret window. 
When he went to sleep, it was with the lights turned on in his bedroom; 
partly because of his old timidity, and partly so that, if he should wake 
in the night, there would be no wretched moment of doubt, no horrible 
suspicion of yellow wall-paper, or of Washington and Calvin above 
his bed. 

On Sunday morning the city was practically snow-bound. Paul break- 
fasted late, and in the afternoon he fell in with a wild San Francisco 
boy, a freshman at Yale, who said he had fun down for a “little flyer’' 
over Sunday. The young man ofiered to show Paul the night side of the 
town, and the two boys went olT together after dinner, not returning to 
the hotel until seven o’clock the next morning. They had started out 
in the confiding warmth of a champagne friendship, but their parting 
in the elevator was singularly cool. The freshman pulled himself to- 
gether to make his train, and Paul went to bed. He awoke at two o’clock 
in the afternoon, very thirsty and dizzy, and rang for ice water, coffee, 
and the Pittsburgh papers. 

On the part of the hotel management, Paul excited no suspicion. 
Theresas this to be said for him, that he wore his spoils with dignity 
and in no way made himself conspicuous. His chief greediness lay in his 
ears and eyes, and his excesses were not offensive ones. His dearest pleas- 
ures were the gray winter twilights in his sitting room; his quiet enjoy- 
ment of his flowers, his clothes, his wide divan, his cigarette and his 
sense of power. He could not remember a time when he had felt so at 
peace with himself. The mere release from the necessity of petty lying, 
lying every day and every day, restored his self-respect. He had never 
lied for pleasure, even at school; but to make himself noticed and ad- 
ifnired, to assert his difference from other Cordelia Street boys; and 
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he felt a good deal more manly, more honest, even, now that he had 
no need for boastful pretensions, now that he could, as his actor friends 
used to say, “dress the part.” It was characteristic that remorse did not 
occur to him. His golden days went by without a shadow, and he made 
each as perfect as he could. 

On the eighth day after his arrival in New York, he found the whole 
affair exploited in the Pittsburgh papers, exploited with a wealth of 
detail which indicated that local news of a sensational nature was at a 
low ebb. The firm of Denny & Carson announced that the boy’s father 
had refunded the full amount of his theft, and that they had no inten- 
tion of prosecuting. The Cumberland minister had been interviewed, 
and expressed his hope of yet reclaiming the motherless lad, and Paul’s 
Sabbath-school teacher declared that she would spare no effort to that 
end. The rumor had reached Pittsburgh that the boy had been seen in a 
New York hotel, and his father had gone East to find him and bring 
linn home. 

Paul liad just come in to dress for dinner; he sank into a chair, weak 
in the knees, and clasped his head in his hands. It was to be worse than 
jail, even; the tepid waters of Cordelia Street were to close over him 
linally and forever. The gray monotony stretched before him in hope- 
less, unrelieved years; Sabbath-school, Young People’s Meeting, the 
vcllow-papered room, the damp dish-towels; it all rushed back upon 
lum with sickening vividness. He had the old feeling that the orchestra 
had suddenly stopped, the sinking sensation that the play was over. The 
sweat broke out on his face, and he sprang ^0 his feet, looked about him 
with his white, cousscious smile, and winked at himself in the mirror. 
With something of the childish belief in miracles with which he had 
so often gone to class, all his lessons unlearned, Paul dressed and dashed 
whistling down the corridor to the elevator. 

He had no sooner entered the dining room and caught the measure 
of the music, than his remembrance was lightened by his old elastic 
power of claiming the moment, mounting with it, and finding it all 
sufficient. The glare and glitter about him, the mere scenic accessories 
had again, and for the last time, their old potency. He would show 
himself that he was game, he would finish the thing splendidly. He 
doubted, more than ever, the existence of Cordelia Street, and for the 
first time he drank his wine recklessly. Was he not, after all, one of 
these fortunate beings.? Was he not still himself, and in his own place? 
He drummed a nervous accompaniment to the music and looked about 
him, telling himself over and over that it had paid. 

He reflected drowsily, to the swell of the violin and the chill sweetness 
of hi* winC; that he might have done it more wisely. He might have 
caught an outbound steamer and been well out of their clutches before 
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now. But the other side o£ the world had seemed too far away and too 
uncertain then; he could not have waited for it; his need had been too 
sharp. If he had to choose over again, he would do the same thing 
tomorrow. He looked affectionately about the dining room, now gilded 
with a i,oft mist. Ah, it had paid indeed! 

Paul was awakened next morning by a painful throbbing in his head 
and feet. He had thrown himself across the bed without undressing, and 
had slept with his shoes on. His limbs and hands were lead heavy, and 
his tongue and throat were parched. There came upon him one of those 
fateful attacks of clear-headedness that never occurred except when he 
was physically exhausted and his nerves hung loose. He lay still and 
closed his eyes and let the tide of realities wash over him. 

His father was in New York; “stopping at some joint or other,” he 
told himself. The memory of successive summers on the front stoop 
fell upon him like a weight of black water. He had not a hundred dollars 
left; and he knew now, more than ever, that money was everything, the 
wall that stood between all he loathed and all he wanted. The thing 
was winding itself up; he had thought of that on his first glorious day 
in New York, and had even provided a way to snap the thread. It lay 
on his dressing-table now; he had got it out last night when he came 
blindly up from dinner,— but the shiny metal hurt his eyes, and he dis- 
liked the look of it, anyway. 

He rose and moved about with a painful effort, succumbing now and 
again to attacks of nausea. It was the old depression exaggerated; all the 
world had become Cordelia Street. Yet somehow he was not afraid of 
anything, was absolutely calm; perhaps because he had looked into the 
dark corner at last, and knew. It was bad enough, what he saw there; 
but somehow not so bad as his long fear of it had been. He saw every- 
thing clearly now. He had a feeling that he had made the best of it, that 
he had lived the sort of life he was meant to live, and for half an hour he 
sat staring at the revolver. But he told himself that was not the way, so 
he went downstairs and took a cab to the ferry. 

When Paul arrived at Newark, he got off the train and took another 
cab, directing the driver to follow the Pennsylvania tracks out of the 
town. The snow lay heavy on the roadways and had drifted deep in 
the open fields. Only here and there the dead grass or dried weed stalks 
projected, singularly black, above it. Once well into the country, Paul 
dismissed the carriage and walked, floundering along the tracks, his 
mind a medley of irrelevant things. He seemed to hold in his brain an 
actual picture of everything he had seen that morning. He remembered 
every feature of both his drivers, the toothless old woman from whom 
he had bought the red flowers in his coat, the agent from whom he had 
got his ticket, and all of his fellow-passengers on the ferry. His mind, 



7 ALL'S CASE 


697 

unable to cope with vital matters near at hand, worked feverishly and 
deftly at sorting and grouping these images. They made for him a part 
of the ugliness of the world, of the ache in his head, and the bitter burn- 
ing on his tongue. He stooped and put a handful of snow into his mouth 
as he walked, but that, too, seemed hot. When he reached a little hill- 
side, where the tracks ran through a cut some twenty feet below him, 
he stopped and sat down. 

The carnations in his coat were drooping with the cold, he noticed; 
all their red glory over. It occurred to him that all the flowers he had 
seen in the show windows that first night must have gone the same 
way, long before this. It was only one splendid breath they had, in spite 
of their brave mockery at the winter outside the glass. It was a losing 
game in the end, it seemed, this revolt against the homilies by which 
the world is run. Paul took one of the blossoms carefully from his coal 
and scooped a little hole in the snow, where he covered it up. Then he 
dozed a while, from his weak condition, seeming insensible to the cold. 

The sound of an approaching train woke him, and he started to his 
feet, remembering only his resolution, and afraid lest he should be too 
late. He stood watching the approaching locomotive, his teeth chatter- 
ing, his lips drawn away from them in a frightened smile; once or twice 
he glanced nervously sidewise, as though he were being watched. When 
che right moment came, he jumped. As he fell, the folly of his haste 
occurred to him with merciless clearness, the vastness of what he had 
left undone. There flashed through his brain, clearer than ever before, 
the blue of Adriatic water, the yellow of /Jgcrian sands. 

He felt something strike his chest, — his body was being thrown swiftly 
through the air, on and on, immeasurably far and fast, while his limbs 
gently relaxed. Then, because the picture-making mechanism was 
crushed, the disturbing visions flashed into black, and Paul dropped 
back into the immense design of things. 
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-L-^AY had broken cold and gray, 
exceedingly cold and gray, when the man turned aside from the main 
Yukon trail and climbed the high earth-bank, where a dim and little- 
traveled trail led eastward through the fat spruce timberland. It was a 
steep bank, and he paused for breath at the top, excusing the act to him- 
self by looking at his watch. It was nine o’clock. There was no sun nor 
hint of sun, though there was not a cloud in the sky. It was a clear day, 
and yet there seemed an intangible pall ovet the face of things, a subtle 
gloom that made the day dark, and that was due to the absence of 
sun. This fact did not worry the man. He was used to the lack of sun. 
It had been days since he had .seen the sun, and he knew that a few 
more days must pass before that cheerful orb, due south, would just 
peep above the sky-line and dip immediately from view. 

The man flung a look back along the way he had come. The Yukon 
lay a mile wide and hidden under three feet of ice. On top of this ice 
were as many feet of snow. It was all pure white, rolling in gentle, 
undulations where the ice-jams of the freeze-up had formed. North and 
south, ^ far as his eye could see, it was unbroken white, save for a dark 
hairline that curved and twisted from around the spruce-covered island 
to the south, and that curved and twisted away into the north, where 
it disappeared behind another spruce-covered island. This dark hair-line 
was the trail— the main trail— that led south five hundred miles to the 
Chilcoot Pass, Dyea, and salt water; and that led north seventy miles to 
Dawson, and still on to the north a thousand miles to Nulato, and finally 
to St. Michael on Bering Sea, a thousand miles and half a thousand 
more. 

But all this— the mysterious, far-reaching hair-line trail, the absence of 
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sun from the sky, the tremendous cold, and the strangeness and weird*' 
ness of it all— made no impression on the man. It was not because he 
was long used to it. He was a newcomer in the land, a chechaquo, and 
this was his first winter. The trouble with him was that he was without 
imagination. He was quick and alert in the things of life, but only in 
the things, and not in the significances. Fifty degrees below zero meant 
cighty-odd degrees of frost. Such fact impressed him as being cold and 
uncomfortable, and that was all. It did not lead him to meditate upon 
his frailty as a creature of temperature, and upon man’s frailty in gen- 
eral, able only to live within certain narrow limits of heat and cold; and 
from there on it did not lead him to the conjectural field of immortality 
and man’s place in the universe. Fifty degrees below zero stood for a 
bite of frost that hurt and that must be guarded against by the use of 
mittens, ear-flaps, warm moccasins, and thick socks. Fifty degrees below 
zero was to him just precisely fifty degrees below zero. That there should 
be anything more to it than that was a thought that never entered his 
head. 

As he turned to go on, he spat speculatively. There was a sharp, ex- 
plosive crackle that startled him. He spat again. And again, in the air, 
before it could fall to the snow, the spittle crackled. He knew that at 
fifty below spittle crackled on the snow, but this spittle had crackled in 
the air. Undoubtedly it was colder than fifty below — how much colder 
he did not know. But the temperature did not matter. He was bound for 
the old claim on the left fork of Henderson Creek, where the boys were 
already. They had come over across the divide from the Indian Creek 
country, while he had come the roundabout way to take a look at Abe 
possibilities of getting out logs in the spring from the islands in the 
Yukon. He would be in to camp bv six o’clock; a bit after dark, it was 
true, bur the boys would be there, a fire would be going, and a hot supper 
would be ready. As for lunch, he pressed his hand against the protrud- 
ing bundle under his jacket. It was also under his shirt, wrapped up in 
a handkerchief and lying against the naked skin. It was the only way to 
keep the biscuits from freezing. He smiled agreeably to himself as he 
thought of those biscuits, each cut open and sopped in bacon grease, and 
each enclosing a generous slice of fried bacon. 

He plunged in among the big spruce trees. The trail was faint. A foot 
of snow had fallen since the last sled had passed over, and he was glad 
he was without a sled, traveling light. In fact, he carried nothing but the 
lunch wrapped in the handkerchief. He was surprised, however, at the 
cold. It certainly was cold, he concluded, as he rubbed his numb nose 
and cheek-bones with his mittened hand. He was a warm-whiskered 
tnan, but the hair on his face did not protect the high cheek-booes and 
the eager nose that thrust itself aggressively into the frosty air. 
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At the man’s heels trotted a dog, a big native husky, the proper wolf- 
dog, gray-coated and without any visible or temperamental difference 
from its brother, the wild wolf. The animal was depressed by the tre- 
mendous cold. It knew that it was no time for traveling. Its instinct 
told it a truer tale than was told to the man by the man’s judgment. In 
reality, it was not merely colder than fifty below zero; it was colder than 
sixty below, than seventy below. It was seventy-five below zero. Since 
the freezing point is thirty-two above zero, it meant that one hundred 
and seven degrees of frost obtained. The dog did not know anything 
about thermometers. Possibly in its brain there was no sharp conscious- 
ness of a condition of very cold such as was in the man’s brain. But the 
brute had its instinct. It experienced a vague but menacing apprehension 
that subdued it and made it slink along at the man’s heels, and that 
made it question eagerly every unwonted movement of the man as if 
expecting him to go into camp or to seek shelter somewhere and build 
a fire. The dog had learned fire, and it wanted fire, or else to burrow 
under the snow and cuddle its warmth away from the air. 

The frozen moisture of its breathing had settled on its fur in a fine 
powder of frost, and especially were its jowls, muzzle, and eyelashes 
whitened by its crystalled breath. The man’s red beard and mustache 
were likewise frosted, but more solidly, the deposit taking the form 
of ice and increasing with every warm, moist breath he exhaled. Also, 
the man was chewing tobacco, and the muzzle of ice held his lips so 
rigidly that he was unable to clear his chin when he expelled the juice. 
The result was that a crystal beard of the color and solidity of amber 
was increasing its length on his chin. If he fell down it would shatter 
itself, like glass, into brittle fragments. But he did not mind the ap- 
pendage. It was the penalty all tobacco-chewers paid in that country, 
and he had been out before in two cold snaps. They had not been so 
cold as this, he knew, but by the spirit thermometer at Sixty Mile he 
knew they had been registered at fifty below and at fifty-five. 

He held on through the level stretch of woods for several miles, 
crossed a wide flat of nigger-heads, and dropped down a bank to the 
frozeti bed of a small stream. This was Henderson Creek, and he knew 
he was ten miles from the forks. He looked at his watch. It was ten 
o’clock. He was making four miles an hour, and he calculated that he 
would arrive at the forks at half-past twelve. He decided to celebrate that 
event by eating his lunch there. 

The dog dropped in again at his heels, with a tail drooping dis- 
couragement, as the man swung along the creek-bed. The furrow of 
the old sled-trail was plainly visible, but a dozen inches of snow covered 
the marks of the last runners. In a month no man had come up or down 
^at silent creek. The man held steadily on. He was not much given 
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to thinking, and just then particularly he had nothing to think about 
save that he would eat lunch at the forks and that at six o’clock he 
would be in camp with the boys. There was nobody to talk to; and, had 
there been, speech would have been impossible because of the ice-muzzle 
on his mouth. So he continued monotonously to chew tobacco and to 
increase the length of his amber beard. 

Once in a while the thought reiterated itself that it was very cold and 
that he had never experienced such cold. As he walked along he rubbed 
his cheek-bones and nose with the back of his mittened hand. He did 
this automatically, now and again changing hands. But rub as he would, 
the instant he stopped his cheek-bones went numb, and the following 
instant the end of his nose went numb. He was sure to frost his cheeks; 
he knew that, and experienced a pang of regret that he had not devised 
a nose-strap of the sort Bud wore in cold snaps. Such a strap passed 
across the cheeks, as well, and saved them. But it didn’t matter much, 
after all. What were frosted cheeks.? A bit painful, that was all; they 
were never serious. 

Empty as the man’s mind was of thoughts, he was keenly observant, 
and he noticed the changes in the creek, the curves and oends and timber 
jams, and always he sharply noted where he placed his feet. Once, 
coming around a bend, he shied abruptly, like a startled horse, curved 
away from the place where he had been walking, and retreated several 
paces back along the trail. The creek he knew was frozen clear to the 
bottom, — no creek could contain water in that arctic winter, — but he 
knew also that there were springs that bubbled out from the hillsides 
and ran along under the snow and on top the ice of the creek. He knew 
that the coldest snaps never froze these springs, and he knew likewise 
their danger. They were traps. They hid pools of water under the snow 
that might be three inches deep, or three feet. Sometimes a skin of ice 
half an inch thick covered them, and in turn was covered by the snow. 
Sometimes there were alternate layers of water and ice-skin, so than 
when one broke through he kept on breaking through for a while, 
sometimes wetting himself to the waist. 

That was why he had shied in such panic. He had felt the give under 
his feet and heard the crackle of a snow-hidden ice-skin. And to get his 
feet wet in such a temperature meant trouble and danger. At the very 
least it meant delay, for he would be forced to stop and build a fire, and 
under its protection to bare his feet while he dried his socks and moc- 
casins. He stood and studied the creek-bed and its banks, and decided 
that the flow of water came from the right. He reflected a while, rubbing 
his nose and checks, then skirted to the left, stepping gingerly and test' 
ing the footing for each step. Once clear of the danger, he took a fresh 
chew of tobacco and swung along at his four-mile gait. 
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In the course of the next two hours he came upon several similar 
traps. Usually the snow above the hidden pools had a sunken, candied 
appearance that advertised the danger. Once again, however, he had a 
close call; and once, suspecting danger, he compelled the dog to go on 
in front. The dog did not want to go. It hung back until the man shoved 
it forward, and then it went quickly across the white, unbroken surface. 
Suddenly it broke through, floundered to one side, and got away to 
firmer footing. It had wet its forefeet and legs, and almost immediately 
the water that clung to it turned to ice. It made quick efforts to lick the 
ice off its legs, then dropped down in the snow and began to bite out 
the ice that had formed between the toes. This was a matter of instinct. 
To permit the ice to remain would mean sore feet. It did not know this. 
It merely obeyed the mysterious prompting that arose from the deep 
crypts of its being. But the man knew, having achieved a judgment on 
the subject, and he removed the mitten from his right hand and helped 
tear out the ice-particles. He did not expose his fingers more than a 
minute, and was astonished at the swift numbness that smote them. It 
certainly was cold. He pulled on the mitten hastily, and beat the hand 
savagely across his chest. 

At twelve o’clock the day was at its brightest. Yet the sun was too 
far south on its winter journey to clear the horizon. The bulge of the 
earth intervened between it and Henderson Creek, where the man 
walked under a clear sky at noon and cast no shadow. At half-past 
twelve, to the minute, he arrived at the forks of the creek. He was 
pleased at the speed he had made. If he kept it up, he would certainly 
be with the boys by six. He unbuttoned his jacket and shirt and drew 
forth his lunch. The action consumed no more than a quarter of a 
minute, yet in that brief moment the numbness laid hold of the exposed 
fingers. He did not put the mitten on, but, instead^ struck the fingers a 
dozen sharp smashes against his leg. Then he sat down on a snow- 
covered log to cat. The sting that followed upon the striking of his 
fingers against his leg ceased so quickly that he was startled. He had 
had no chance to take a bite of biscuit. He struck the fingers repeatedly 
and returned them to the mitten, baring the other hand for the purpose 
of eating. He tried to take a mouthful, but the ice-muzzle prevented. He 
had forgotten to build a fire and thaw out. He chuckled at his foolish- 
ness, and as he chuckled he noted the numbness creeping into the cx^ 
posed fingers. Also, he noted that the stinging which had first come to 
his toes when he sat down was already passing away. He wondered 
whether the toes were warm or numb. He moved them inside the 
moccasins and decided that they were numb. 

He pulled the mitten on hurriedly and stood up. He was a bit fright- 
ened. He stamped up and down until the stinging returned into the feet. 



TO BUILD A FIRE 703 

It certainly was cold, was his thought. That man from Sulphur Creek 
had spoken the truth when telling how cold it sometimes got in the 
country. And he had laughed at him at the time! That showed one 
must not be too sure of things. There was no mistake about it, it u^as 
cold. He strode up and down, stamping his feet and threshing his arms, 
until reassured by the returning warmth. Then he got out matches and 
proceeded to make a fire. From the undergrowth, where high water of 
the previous spring had lodged a supply of seasoned twigs, he got his 
firewood. Working carefully from a small beginning, he soon had a 
roaring fire, over which he thawed the ice from his face and in the 
protection of which he ate his biscuits. For the moment the cold of 
space was outwitted. The dog took satisfaction in the fire, stretching 
out close enough for warmth and far enough away to escape being 
singed. 

When the man had finished, he filled his pipe and took his comfort- 
able time over a smoke. Then he pulled on his mittens, settled the car- 
flaps of his cap firmly about his ears, and took the creek trail up the left 
fork. The dog was disappointed and yearned back toward the fire. This 
man did not know cold. Possibly all the generations of his ancestry had 
been ignorant of cold, of real cold, of cold one hundred and seven de- 
grees below freezing point. But the dog knew; all its ancestry knew, 
and it had inherited the knowledge. And it knew that it was not good 
to walk abroad in such fearful cold. It was the time to lie snug in a hole 
in the snow and wait for a curtain of cloud to be drawn across the face 
of outer space whence this cold came. On the other hand, there was no 
keen intimacy between the dog and the man. The one was the toil-slave 
of the other, and the only caresses it had ever received were the caresses 
of the whiplash and of harsh and menacing throat-sounds that threat- 
ened the whiplash. So the dog made no effort to communicate its appre- 
hension to the man. It was not concerned in the welfare of the man; it 
was for its own sake that it yearned back toward the fire. But the man 
whistled, and spoke to it with the sound of whiplashes, and the dog 
swung in at the man’s heel and followed after. 

The man took a chew of tobacco and proceeded to start a new amber 
beard. Also, his moist breath quickly powdered with white his mustache, 
eyebrows, and lashes. There did not seem to be so many springs on the 
left fork of the Henderson, and for half an hour the man saw no signs 
of any. And then it happened. At a place where there were no signs, 
where the soft, unbroken snow seemed to advertise solidity beneath, 
the man broke through. It was not deep. He wet himself halfway to the 
knees before he floundered out to the firm crust. 

He was angry, and cursed his luck aloud. He had hoped to get into 
camp with the boys at six o’clock, and this would delay him an hour, for 
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he would have to build a fire and dry out his foot-gear. This was impera- 
tive at that low temperature — he knew that much; and he turned aside 
to the bank, which he climbed. On top, tangled in the underbrush about 
the trunks of several small spruce trees, was a high-water deposit of dry 
firewood — sticks and twigs, principally, but also larger portions of 
seasoned branches and fine, dry, last-year’s grasses. He threw down 
several large pieces on top of the snow. This served for a foundation 
and prevented ihe young flame from drowning itself in the snow it 
otherwise would melt. The flame he got by touching a match to a 
small shred of birch bark that he took from his pocket. This burned 
even more readily than paper. Placing it on the foundation, he fed the 
young flame with wisps of dry grass and with the tiniest dry twigs. 

He worked slowly and carefully, keenly aware of his danger. Gradu- 
ally, as the flame grew stronger, he increased the size of the twigs with 
which he fed it. He squatted in the snow, pulling the twigs out from 
their entanglement in the brush and feeding directly to the flame. He 
knew there must be no failure. When it is seventy-five below zero, a 
man must not fail in his first attempt to build a fire — that is, if his feet 
are wet. If his feet are dry, and he fails, he can run along the trail for 
half a mile and restore his circulation. But the circulation of wet and 
freezing feet cannot be restored by running when it is seventy-five 
below. No matter how fast he runs, the wet feet will freeze the harder. 

All this the man knew. The old-timer on Sulphur Creek had told 
him about it the previous fall, and now he was appreciating the advice. 
Already all sensation had gone out of his feet. To build the fire he bad 
been forced to remove his mittens, and the fingers had quickly gone 
numb. His pace of four miles an hour had kept his heart pumping 
blood to the surface of his body and to all the extremities. But the instant 
he stopped, the action of the pump eased down. The cold of space smote 
the unprotected tip of the planet, and he, being on that unprotected tip, 
received the full force of the blow. The blood of his body recoiled before 
it. The blood was alive, like the dog, and like the dog it wanted to hide 
away p^nd cover itself up from the fearful cold. So long as he walked 
four miles an hour, he pumped that blood, willy-nilly, to the surface; 
but now it ebbed away and sank down into the recesses of his body. The 
extremities were the first to feel its absence. His wet feet froze the faster, 
and his exposed fingers numbed the faster, though they had not yet 
begun to freeze. Nose and cheeks were already freezing, while the skin 
of all his body chilled as it lost its blood. 

But he was safe. Toes and nose and cheeks would be only touched by 
the frost, for the fire was beginning to burn with strength. He was feed- 
ing it with twigs the size of his finger. In another minute he would be 
able to feed it with branches the size of his wrist, and then he could 
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remove his wet foot-gear, and, while it dried, he could keep his naked 
feet warm by the fire, rubbing them at first, of course, with snow. The 
fire was a success. He was safe. He remembered the advice of the old- 
timer on Sulphur Creek, and smiLd. The old-timer had been very seri- 
ous in laying down the law that no man must travel alone in the 
Klondike after fifty below. Well, here he was; he had had the accident; 
he was alone; and he had saved himself. Those old-timers were rather 
womanish, some of them, he thought. All a man had to do was to keep 
his head, and he was all right. Any man who was a man could travel 
alone. But it was surprising, the rapidity with which his cheeks and nose 
were freezing. And he had not thought his fingers could go lifeless in 
so short a time. Lifeless they were, for he could scarcely make thenn 
move together to grip a twig, and they seemed remote from his body 
and from him. When he touched a twig, he had to look and see whether 
or not he had hold of it. The wires were pretty well down between him 
and his finger-ends. 

All of which counted for little. There was the fire, snapping and 
crackling and promising life with every dancing flame. He started to 
untie his moccasins. They were coated with ice; the thick German 
socks were like sheaths of iron halfway to the knees; and the moccasin 
strings were like rods of steel all twisted and knotted as by some con- 
flagration. For a moment he tugged with his numb fingers, then, realiz- 
ing the folly of it, he drew his sheath-knife. 

But before he could cut the strings, it happened. It was his own fault 
or, rather, his mistake. He should not have built the fire under the spruce 
tree. He should have built it in the open, but it had been easier to pull 
the twigs from the brush and drop them directly on the fire. Now the 
tree under which he had done this carried a w^eight of snow on its 
boughs. No wind had blown for weeks, and each bough was fully 
freighted. Each time he had pulled a twig he had communicated a slight 
agitation to the tree — an imperceptible agitation, so far as he was con- 
cerned, but an agitation sufficient to bring about the disaster. High up 
in the tree one bough capsized its load of snow. This fell on the boughs 
beneath, capsizing them. This process continued, spreading out and 
involving the whole tree. It grew like an avalanche, and it descended 
without warning upon the man and the fire, and the fire was blotted 
out! Where it had burned was a mantle of fresh and disordered snow. 

The man was shocked. It was as though he had just heard his own 
sentence of death. For a moment he sat and stared at the spot where the 
fire had been. Then he grew very calm. Perhaps the old-timer on Sulphur 
Creek was right. If he had only had a trail-mate he would have been in 
no danger now. The trail-mate could have built the fire. Well, it was up 
to him to build the fire over again, and this second rvnc there must be 
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no failure. Even if he succeeded, he would most likely lose some toes. 
His feet must be badly frozen by now, and there would be some time 
before the second fire was ready. 

Such were his thoughts, but he did not sit and think them. He was 
busy all the time they were passing through his mind. He made a new 
foundation for a fire, this time in the open, where no treacherous tree 
could blot it out. Next, he gathered dry grasses and tiny twigs from the 
high-water flotsam. He could not bring his lingers together to pull them 
out, but he was able to gather them by the handful. In this way he got 
many rotten twigs and bits of green moss that were undesirable, but it 
was the best he could do. He worked methodically, even collecting an 
armful of the larger branches to be used later when the fire gathered 
strength. And all the while the dog sat and watched him, a certain yearn- 
ing wistfulness in its eyes, for it looked upon him as the fire-provider, 
and the fire was slow in coming. 

When all was ready, the man reached in his pocket for a second piece 
of birch bark. He knew the bark was there, and, though he could not 
feel it with his fingers, he could hear its crisp rustling as he fumbled 
for it. Try as he would, he could not clutch hold of it. And all the time, 
in his consciousness, was the knowledge that each instant his feet were 
freezing. This thought tended to put him in a panic, but he fought 
against it and kept calm. He pulled on his mittens with his teeth, and 
threshed his arms back and forth, beating his hands with Al his might 
against his sides. He did this sitting down, and he stood up to do it; 
and all the while the dog sat in the snow, its wolf-brush of a tail curled 
around warmly over its forefeet, its sharp wolf-ears pricked forward 
intently as it watched the man. And the man, as he beat and threshed 
with his arms and hands, felt a great surge of envy as he regarded the 
creature that was warm and secure in its natural covering. 

After a time he was aware of the first far-away signals of sensation in 
his beaten fingers. The faint tingling grew stronger till it evolved into 
a stinging ache that was excruciating, but which the man hailed with 
satisfaction. He stripped the mitten from his right hand and fetched 
fofth the birch bark. The exposed fingers were quickly going numb 
again. Next he brought out his bunch of sulphur matches. But the tre- 
mendous cold had already driven the life out of his fingers. In his effort 
to separate one match from the others, the whole bunch fell in the snow. 
He tried to pick it out of the snow, but failed. The dead fingers could 
neither touch nor clutch. He was very careful. He drove the thought of 
his freezing feet, and nose, and cheeks, out of his mind, devoting his 
whole soul to the matches. He watched, using the sense of vision in 
place of that of touch, and when he saw his fingers on each side the 
bunch, he closed them— that is, he willed to close them, for the wires 
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were down, and the fingers did not obey. He pulled the mitten on the 
right hand, and beat it fiercely against his knee. Then, with both mit- 
tened hands, he scooped the bunch of matches, along with much snow, 
into his lap. Yet he was no better off. 

After some manipulation he managed to get the bunch between the 
heels of his mittened hands. In this fashion he carried it to his mouth. 
The ice crackled and snapped when by a violent effort he opened his 
mouth. He drew the lower jaw in, curled the upper lip out of the way, 
and scraped the bunch with his upper teeth in order to separate a match. 
He succeeded in getting one, which he dropped on his lap. He was no 
better off. He could not pick it up. Then he devised a way. He picked 
it up in his teeth and scratched it on his leg. Twenty times he scratched 
before he succeeded in lighting it. As it flamed he held it with his teeth 
to the birch bark. But the burning brimstone went up his nostrils and 
into his lungs, causing him to cough spasmodically. The match fell into 
the snow and went out. 

The old-timer on Sulphur Creek was right, he thought in the moment 
of controlled despair that ensued: after fifty below, a man should travel 
with a partner. He beat his hands, but failed in exciting any sensation. 
Suddenly he bared both hands, removing the mittens with his teeth. 
He caught the whole bunch between the heels of his hands. His arm- 
muscles not being frozen enabled him to press the hand-heels tightly 
against the matches. Then he scratched the bunch along his leg. It flared 
into flame, seventy sulphur matches at once! There was no wind to 
blow them out. He kept his head to one side to escape the strangling 
fumes, and held the blazing bunch to the birch bark. As he so held\ it, 
he became aware of sensation in his hand. His flesh was Durning. He 
could smell it. Deep down below the surface he could feel it. The sen- 
sation developed into pain that grew acute. And still he endured it, 
holding the flame of the matches clumsily to the bark that would not 
light readily because his own burning hands were in the way, absorbing 
most of the flame. 

At last, when he could endure no more, he jerked his hands apart. 
The blazing matches fell sizzling into the snow, but the birch bark was 
alight. He began laying dry grasses and the tiniest twigs on the flame. 
He could not pick and choose, for he had to lift the fuel between the 
heels of his hands. Small pieces of rotten wood and green moss clung 
to the twigs, and he bit them off as well as he could with his teeth. He 
cherished the flame carefully and awkwardly. It meant life, and it must 
not perish. The withdrawal of blood from the surface of his body now 
made him begin to shiver, and he grew more awkward. A large piece of 
green moss fell squarely on the little fire. He tried to poke it out with 
his fingers, but his shivering frame made him poke too far, and he 
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disrupted the nucleus of the little fire, the burning grasses and tiny twigs 
separating and scattering. He tried to poke them together again, but in 
spite of the tenseness of the effort, his shivering got away with him, and 
he twigs were hopelessly scattered. Each twig gushed a puff of smoke 
and went out. The fire-provider had failed. As he looked apathetically 
about him, his eyes chanced on the dog, sitting across the ruins of the 
fire from him, in the snow, making restless, hunching movements, 
slightly lifting one forefoot and then the other, shifting its weight back 
and forth on them with wistful eagerness. 

The sight of the dog put a wild idea into his head. He remembered 
the tale of the man, caught in a blizzard, who killed a steer and crawled 
inside the carcass, and so was saved. He would kill the dog and bury 
his hands in the warm body until the numbness went out of them. 
Then he could build another fire. He spoke to the dog, calling it to him; 
but in his voice was a strange note of fear that frightened the animal, 
who had never known the man to speak in such way before. Something 
was the matter, and its suspicious nature sensed danger — it knew not 
what danger, but somewhere, somehow, in its brain arose an apprehen- 
sion of the man. It flattened its ears down at the sound of the man’s 
voice, and its restless, hunching movements and the liftings and shift- 
ings of its forefeet became more pronounced; but it would not come to 
the man. He got on his hands and knees and crawled toward the dog. 
This unusual posture again excited suspicion, and the animal sidled 
mincingly away. 

The man sat up in the snow for a moment and struggled for calm- 
ness. Then he pulled on his mittens, by means of his teeth, and got upon 
his feet. He glanced down at first in order to assure himself that he 
was really standing up, for the absence of sensation in his feet left him 
unrelated to the earth. His erect position in itself started to drive the 
webs of suspicion from the dog’s mind; and when he spoke peremp- 
torily, with the sound of whiplashes in his voice, the dog rendered its 
customary allegiance and came to him. As it came within reaching dis- 
tance, the man lost his control. His arms flashed out to the dog, and he 
experienced genuine surprise when he discovered that his hands could 
not clutch, that there was neither bend nor feeling in the fingers. He 
had forgotten for the moment that they were frozen and that they were 
freezing more and more. All this happened quickly, and before the 
animal could get away, he encircled its body with his arms. He sat down 
in the snow, and in this fashion held the dog, while it snarled and 
whined and struggled. 

But it was all he could do, hold its body encircled in his arms and sit 
there. He realized that he could not kill the dog. There was no way to 
do it. With his helpless hands he could neither draw nor hold his sheath- 
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knife nor throttle the animal. He released it, and it plunged wildly 
away, with tail between its legs, and still snarling. It halted forty teet 
away and surveyed him curiously, with ears sharply pricked forward. 
The man looked down at his hands in order to locate them, and found 
them hanging on the ends of his arms. It struck him as curious that one 
should have to use his eyes in order to find out where his hands were. 
He began threshing his arms back and forth, beating the mittened 
hands against his sides. He did this for five minutes, violently, and his 
heart pumped enough blood up to the surface to put a stop to his shiver- 
ing. But no sensation was aroused in the hands. He had an impression 
that they hung like weights on the ends of his arms, but when he tried 
to run the impression down, he could not find it. 

A certain fear of death, dull and oppressive, came to him. This fear 
quickly became poignant as he realized that it was no longer a mere 
matter of freezing his fingers and toes, or of losing his hands and feet, 
but that it was a matter of life and death with the chances against him. 
This threw him into a panic, and he turned and ran up the creek-bed 
along the old, dim trail. The dog joined in behind and kept up with 
him. He ran blindly, without intention, in fear such as he had never 
known in his life. Slowly, as he plowed and floundered through the 
snow, he began to see things again, — the banks of the creek, the old 
timber-jams, the leafless aspens, and the sky. The running made him 
feel better. He did not shiver. Maybe, if he ran on, his feet would thaw 
out; and, anyway, if he ran far enough, he would reach camp and the 
boys. Without doubt he would lose some fingers and toes and some of 
his face; but the boys would take care of him, and save the rest of him 
when he got there. And at the same time there w^as another thought in 
his mind that said he would never get to the camp and the boys; that 
it was too many miles away, that the freezing had too great a start on 
him, and that he would soon be stiff and dead. This thought he kept in 
the background and refused to consider. Sometimes it pushed itself 
forward and demanded to be heard, but he thrust it back and strove to 
think of other things. 

It struck him as curious that he could run at all on feet so frozen that 
he could not feel them when they struck the earth and took the weight 
of his body. He seemed to himself to skim along above the surface, and 
to have no connection with the earth. Somewhere he had once seen a 
winged Mercury, and he wondered if Mercury felt as he fell when 
skimming over the earth. 

His theory of running until he reached camp and the boys had one 
flaw in it: he lacked the endurance. Several times he stumbled, and 
finally he tottered, crumpled up, and fell. When he tried to rise, he 
failed. He must sit and rest, he decided, and next time he would merely 
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walk and keep on going. As he sat and regained his breath, he noted 
that he was feeling quite warm and comfortable. He was not shivering, 
and it even seemed that a warm glow had come to his chest and trunk. 
And yet, when he touched his nose or cheeks, there was no sensation. 
Running would not thaw them out. Nor would it thaw out his hands 
and feet. Then the thought came to him that the frozen portions of his 
body must be extending. He tried to keep this thought down, to forget 
it, to think of something else; he was aware of the panicky feeling that 
it caused, and he was afraid of the panic. But the thought asserted itself, 
and persisted, until it produced a vision of his body totally frozen. This 
was too much, and he made another wild run along the trail. Once he 
slowed down to a walk, but the thought of the freezing extending itself 
made him run again. 

And all the time the dog ran with him, at his heels. When he fell 
down a second time, it curled its tail over its forefeet and sat in front 
of him, facing him, curiously eager and intent. The warmth and se- 
curity of the animal angered him, and he cursed it till it flattened down 
its ears appeasingly. This time the shivering came more quickly upon 
the man. He was losing in his battle with the frost. It was creeping into 
his body from all sides. The thought of it drove him on, but he ran no 
more than a hundred feet, when he staggered and pitched headlong. It 
was his last panic. When he had recovered his breath and control, he 
sat up and entertained in his mind the conception of meeting death with 
dignity. However, the conception did not: come to him in such terms. 
His idea of it was that he had been making a fool of himself, running 
around like a chicken with its head cut off — such was the simile that 
occurred to him. Well, he was bound to freeze anyway, and he might 
as well take it decently. With this new-found peace of mind came the 
first glimmerings of drowsiness. A good idea, he thought, to sleep off 
to death. It was like taking an anaesthetic. Freezing was not so bad as 
people thought. There were lots worse ways to die. 

He pictured the boys finding his body next day. Suddenly he found 
himself with them, coming along the trail and looking for himself. And, 
stiH f^ith them, he came around a turn in the trail and found himself 
lying in the snow. He did not belong with himself any more, for even 
then he was out of himself, standing with the boys and looking at him- 
self in the snow. It certainly was cold, was his thought. When he got 
back to the States he could tell the folks what real cold was. He drifted 
on from this to a vision of the old-timer on Sulphur Creek. He could 
sec him quite clearly, warm and comfortable, and smoking a pipe. 

“You were right, old boss; you were right,” the man mumbled to the 
old-timer of Sulphur Creek. 

Then the man drowsed oS into what seemed to him the most com'* 
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fortablc and satisfying sleep he had ever known. The dog sat facing 
him and waiting. The brief day drew to a close in a long, slow twilight. 
There were no signs of a fire to be made, and, besides, never in the 
dog’s experience had it known a man to sit like that in the snow and 
make no fire. As the twilight drew on, its eager yearning for the fire 
mastered it, and with a great lifting and shifting of forefeet, it whined 
softly, then flattened its ears down in anticipation of being chidden by 
the man. But the man remained silent. Later, the dog whined loudly. 
And still later it crept close to the man and caught the scent of death. 
This made the animal bristle and back away. A little longer it delayed, 
bowling under the stars that leaped and danced and shone brightly 
in the cold sky. Then it turned and trotted up the trail in the direc- 
tion of the camp it knew, where were the other food-providtis and 
fire-providers. 
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Fm a Fool 

BY SHERWOOD ANDERSON 


T 

iT was a hard jolt for me, one of 
the most bitterest I ever had to face. And it all came about through my 
own foolishness too. Even yet, sometimes, I want to cry or swear or 
kick myself. Perhaps, even now, after all this time, there will be a kind 
of satisfaction in making myself look cheap by telling of it. 

It began at three o’clock one October afternoon as 1 sat in the grand- 
stand at the fall trotting and pacing meet at Sandusky, Ohio. 

To tell the truth, I felt a little foolish that I should be sitting in the 
grandstand at all. During the summer before I had left my home town 
with Harry Whitehead and, with a nigger named Burt, had taken a 
job as swipe with one of the two horses Harry was campaigning 
through the fall race meets that year. Mother cried and my sister Mil- 
dred, who wanted to get a job as school teacher in our town that fall, 
stormed and scolded about the house all during the week before I left. 
They both thought it something disgraceful that one of our family 
should take a place as a swipe with race horses. I’ve an idea Mildred 
thought my taking the place would stand in the way of her getting the 
job she’d been working so long for. 

■ Brit after all I had to work and there was no other work to be got. A 
big lumbering fellow of nineteen couldn’t just hang around the house 
and I had got too big to mow people’s lawns and sell newspapers. Little 
chaps who could get next to people’s sympathies by their sizes were 
always getting jobs away from me. There was one fellow who kept 
saying to everyone who wanted a lawn mowed or a cistern cleaned 
that he was saving money to work his way through college, and I used 
to lie awake nights thinking up ways to injure him without being 
found out. I kept thinking of wagons running over him and bricks 
falling on his head as he walked along the street. But never mind him 
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I got the place with Harry and I liked Burt fine. We got along 
splendid together. He was a big nigger with a lazy sprawling body and 
soft kind eyes, and when it came to a fight he could hit like Jack John- 
son. He had Bucephalus, a big black pacing stallion that could do 2.09 
or 2.10 if he had to, and I had a little gelding named Doctor Fritz that 
never lost a race all fall when Harry wanted him to win. 

We set out from home late in July in a box car with the two horses, 
and after that, until late November, we kept moving along to the race 
meets and the fairs. It was a peachy time for me. I’ll say that. Some- 
times, now, I think that boys who are raised regular in houses, and 
never have a fine nigger like Burt for best friend, and go to high school . 
and college, and never steal anything or get drunk a little, or learn to 
swear from fellows who know how, or come walking up in front of a 
grandstand in their shirt sleeves and with dirty horsey pants on when 
the races arc going on and the grandstand is full of people all dressed 
up — What’s the use talking about it? Such fellows don’t know nothing 
at all. They’ve never had no opportunity. 

But I did. Burt taught me how to rub down a horse and put the 
bandages on after a race and steam a horse out and a lot of valuable 
things for any man to know. He could wrap a bandage on a horse’s leg 
so smooth that if it had been the same color you would think it was his 
skin, and I guess he’d have been a big driver, too, and got to the top 
like Murphy and Walter Cox and the others if he hadn’t been black. 

Gee whizz, it was fun. You got to a county seat town maybe, say, on 
a Saturday or Sunday, and the fair began the next Tuesday and lasted 
until Friday afternoon. Doctor Fritz would be, say, in the 2.25 trot 
on Tuesday afternoon and on Thursday afternoon Bucephalus would 
knock ’em cold in the “free-for-all” pace. It left you a lot of time to 
hang around and listen to horse talk, and see Burt knock some yap 
cold that got too gay, and you’d find out about horses and men and pick 
up a lot of stuff you could use all the rest of your life if you had some 
sense and salted down what you heard and felt and saw. 

And then at the end of the week when the race meet was over, and 
Harry had run home to tend up to his livery stable business, you and 
Burt hitched the two horses to carts and drove slow and steady across 
country to the place for the next meeting so as not to overheat the horses, 
etc., etc., you know. 

Gee whizz, gosh amighty, the nice hickorynut and beechnut and oaks 
and other kinds of trees along the roads, all brown and red, and the 
good smells, and Burt singing a song that was called Deep River, and 
the country girls at the windows of houses and everything. You can 
stick your colleges up your nose for all me. I guess I know where I 
my education. 

I 
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Why, one of those little burgs of towns you come to on the way, say 
now, on a Saturday afternoon, and Burt says, “let’s lay up here.” And 
you did. 

And you took the horses to a livery stable and fed them and you got 
your good clothes out of a box and put them on. 

And the town was full of farmers gaping, because they could see you 
were race horse people, and the kids maybe never sec a nigger before 
and was afraid and run away when the two of us walked down their 
main street. 

And that was before prohibition and all that foolishness, and so you 
vent into a saloon, the two of you, and all the yaps come and stood 
around, and there was always someone pretended he was horsey and 
knew things and spoke up and began asking questions, and all you did 
was to lie and lie all you could about what horses you had, and I said 
[ owned them, and then some fellow said, “Will you have a drink of 
whisky?” and Burt knocked his eye out the way he could say, offhand 
like, “Oh, well, all, all right. I’m agreeable to a little nip. I’ll split a 
quart with you.” Gee whizz. 

But that isn’t what I want to tell my story about. We got home late in 
November and I promised mother I’d quit the race horses for good. 
There’s a lot of things you’ve got to promise a mother because she don't 
know any better. 

And so, there not being any work in our town any more than when I 
left there to go to the races, I went off to Sandusky and got a pretty 
good place taking care of the horses for a man who owned a teaming 
and delivery and storage business there. It was a pretty good place with 
good eats and a day off each week and sleeping on a cot in the big barn, 
and mostly just shoveling in hay and oats to a lot of big good-enough 
skates of horses that couldn’t have trotted a race with a toad. I wasn't 
dissatisfied and I could send money home. 

And then, as I started to tell you, the fall races come to Sandusky and 
I got the day off and I went. I left the job at noon and had on my good 
clothes and my new brown derby hat I’d just bought the Saturday be- 
V)re, and a stand-up collar. 

First of all I went downtown and walked about with the dudes. I’ve 
always thought to myself, “put up a good front,” and so I did it. I had 
forty dollars in my pocket and so I went into the West House, a big 
hotel, and walked up to the cigar stand. “Give me three twenty-five 
cent cigars,” I said. There was a lot of horse men and strangers and 
drcsscd'Up people from other towns standing around in the lobby and 
in the bar, and I mingled amongst them. In the bar there was a fellow 
with a cane and a Windsor tic on, that it made me sick to look at him. 
I like a man to be a man and dress up, but not to go put on that kind 
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of airs. So I pushed him aside, kind of rough, and bad me a drink of 
whisky. And then he looked at me as though he thought he’d get gay, 
but he changed his mind and didn’t say anything. And then I had 
another drink of whisky, just to show him something, and went out and 
had a hack out to the races all to myself, and when I got there I bought 
myself the best seat I could get up in the grandstand, but didn’t go in 
for any of these boxes. That’s putting on too many airs. 

And so there I was, sitting up in the grandstand as gay as you please 
and looking down on the swipes coming out with their horses and with 
their dirty horsey pants on and the horse blankets swung over theii 
shoulders same as I had been doing all the year before. I liked one thing 
about the same as the other, sitting up there and feeling grand and 
being down there and looking up at the yaps and feeling grander and 
more important too. One thing’s about as good as another if you take 
it just right. I’ve often said that. 

Well, right in front of me, in the grandstand that day, there was a 
fellow with a couple of girls and they was about my age. The young 
fellow was a nice guy all right. He was the kind maybe that goes to 
college and then comes to be a lawyer or maybe a newspaper editor or 
something like that, but he wasn’t stuck on himself. There are some of 
that kind are all right and he was one of the ones. 

He had his sister with him and another girl and the sister looked 
around over his shoulder, accidental at first, not intending to start any- 
thing — she wasn’t that kind — and her eyes and mine happened to meet. 

You know how it is. Gee, she was a peach. She had on a soft dress, 
kind of a blue stuff, and it looked carelessly made, but was well sewed 
and made and everything. I knew that much. 1 blushed when she 
looked right at me and so did she. She was the nicest girl I’ve ever seen 
in my life. She wasn’t stuck on herself and she could talk proper gram- 
mar without being like a school teacher or something like that. What I 
mean is, she was O.K. I think maybe her father was well-to-do, but not 
rich to make her chesty because she was his daughter, as some arc. 
Maybe he owned a drug store or a dry goods store in their home town, 
or something like that. She never told me and I never asked. 

My own people are all O.K. too, when you come to that. My grand- 
father was Welsh and over in the old country, in Wales, he was— but 
never mind that. 

The first heat of the first race come off and the young fellow setting 
there with the two girls left them and went down to make a bet. I knew 
what he was up to, but he didn’t talk big and noisy and let everyone 
around know he was a sport, as some do. He wasn’t that kind. Well, he 
come back and I heard him tell the t.wo girls what horse he'd fact on. 
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and when the heat was trotted they all half got to their feet and acted 
in the excited, sweaty way people do when they’ve got money down on 
a race, and the horse they bet on is up there pretty close at the end, and 
they think maybe he’ll come on with a rush, but he never does because 
he hasn’t got the old juice in him, come right down to it. 

And, then, pretty soon, the horses came out for the 2.18 pace and there 
was a horse in it I knew. He was a horse Bob French had in his string, 
but Bob didn’t own him. He was a horse owned by a Mr. Mathers down 
at Marietta, Ohio. 

This Mr. Mathers had a lot of money and owned a coal mine or some- 
thing, and he had a swell place out in the country, and he was stuck on 
race horses, but was a Presbyterian or something, and I think more than 
likely his wife was one, too, maybe a stiffer one than himself. So he 
never raced his horses hissclf, and the story round the Ohio race tracks 
was that when one of his horses got ready to go to the races he turned 
him over to Bob French and pretended to his wife he was sold. 

So Bob had the horses and he did pretty much as he pleased and you 
can’t blame Bob; at least, I never did. Sometimes he was out to win and 
sometimes he wasn’t. I never cared much about that when I was swiping 
a horse. What I did want to know was that my horse had the speed and 
could go out in front if you wanted him to. 

And, as I’m telling you, there was Bob in this race with one of Mr. 
Mathers* horses, was named “About Ben Ahem” or something like that, 
and waj fast as a streak. He wai. a gelding and had a mark of 2.21, but 
could step in .08 or .09. 

Because when Burt and I were out, as I’ve told you, the year before, 
there was a nigger Burt knew, worked for Mr. Mathers, and we went 
out there one day when we didn’t have no race on at the Marietta Fair 
and our boss Harry had gone home. 

And so everyone was gone to the fair but just this one nigger, and 
he took us all through Mr. Mathers’ swell house and he and Burt 
tapped a bottle of wine Mr. Mathers had hid in his bedroom, back in a 
closet, without his wife knowing, and he showed us this Ahem horse. 
Burt-was always stuck on being a driver, but didn’t have much chance 
to get to the top, being a nigger, and he and the other nigger gulped 
that whole bottle of wine and Burt got a little lit up. 

So the nigger let Burt take this About Ben Ahem and step him a mile 
in a track Mr. Mathers had all to himself, right there on the farm. And 
Mr. Mathers had one child, a daughter, kinda sick and not very good- 
looking, and she came home and we had to hustle and get About Ben 
Ahem stuck back in the barn. 

I’m only telling you to get everything straight. At Sandusky, that 
afternoon I was at the fair, this young fellow with the two girls was 
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fussed, being with the girls and losing his bet. You know how a fellow 
is that way. One of them was his girl and the other his sister. I had 
figured that out. 

“Gee whizz,” I says to myself, “Fm going to give him the dope.” 

He was mighty nice when I touched him on the shoulder. He and 
the girls were nice to me right from the start and clear to the end. Fm 
not blaming them. 

And sSO he leaned back and I gave him the dope on About Ben Ahem. 
“Don’t bet a cent on this first heat because he’ll go like an oxen hitched 
to a plough, but when the first heat is over go right down and lay on 
your pile.” That’s what I told him. 

Well, I never saw a fellow treat any one sweller. There was a fat man 
sitting beside the little girl that had looked at me twice by this time, 
and I at her, and both blushing, and what did he do but have the nerve 
to turn and ask the fat man to get up and change places with me so I 
scould set with his crowd. 

Gee whizz, amighty. There I was. What a chump 1 was to go and 
get gay up there in the West House bar, and just because that dude was 
standing there with a cane and that kind of a necktie on, to go and get 
all balled up and drink that whisky, just to show off. 

Of course, she would know, me setting right beside her and letting 
her smell of my breath. I could have kicked myself right down out of 
that grandstand and all around that race track and made a faster record 
than most of the skates of horses they had there that year. 

Because that girl wasn’t any mutt of a girl. What wouldn’t I have 
given right then for a stick of chewing gum to chew, or a lozenger, 
or some licorice, or most anything. I was glad I had those twenty-five 
cent cigars in my pocket, and right away I give that fellow one and lit 
one myself. Then that fat man got up and we changed places and there 
I was plunked down beside her. 

They introduced themselves, and the fellow’s best girl he had with 
him, was named Miss Elinor Woodbury, and her father was a manu- 
facturer of barrels from a place called Tiffin, Ohio. And the fellow him- 
self was named Wilbur Wessen and his sister was Miss Lucy Wessen. 

I suppose it was their having such swell names got me off my trolley. 
A fellow, just because he has been a swipe with a race horse, and works 
taking care of horses for a man in the teaming, delivery and storage 
business, isn’t any better or worse than anyone else. Fve often thought 
that, and said it, too. 

But you know how a fellow is. There’s something in that kind of 
nice clothes, and the kind of nice eyes she had, and the way she looked 
at me, awhile before, over her brother’s shoulder, and me looking back 
at her, and both of us blushing. 
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I couldn’t show her up for a boob, could I? 

I made a fool of myself, that’s what I did. I said my name was Walter 
Mathers from Marietta, Ohio, and then I told all three of them rhe 
smashingest lie you ever heard. What I said was that my father owned 
the horse About Ben Ahem, and that he had let him out to this Bob 
French for racing purposes, because our family was proud and had 
never gone into racing that way, in our own name, I mean. Then I had 
got started, and they were all leaning over and listening, and Miss Lucy 
Wessen’s eyes were shining, and I went the whole hog. 

I told about our place down at Marietta, and about the big stables 
and the grand brick house we had on a hill, up above the Ohio River, 
but I knew enough not to do it in no bragging way. What I did was to 
start things and then let them drag the rest out of me. I acted jiisr as 
reluctant to tell as I could. Our family hasn’t got any barrel factory, anci, 
since I’ve known us, we’ve always been pretty poor, but not asking 
anything of anyone at that, and my grandfather, over in Wales— but 
never mind that. 

We set there talking like we had known each other for years and 
years, and I went and told them that my father had been expecting 
maybe this Bob French wasn’t on the square, and had sent me up to 
Sandusky on the sly to find out what I could. 

And I bluffed it through I had found out all about the 2.18 pace in 
which About Ben Ahem was to start. 

I said he would lose the first heat by pacing like a lame cow and 
then he would come back and skin ’em alive after that. And to back 
up what I said I took thirty dollars out of my pocket and handed it to 
Mr. Wilbur Wessen and asked him would he mind, after the first heat, 
to go down and place it on About Ben Ahem for whatever odds he 
could get. What I said was that I didn’t want Bob French to see me 
and none of the swipes. 

Sure enough the first heat come off and About Ben Ahem went off 
his stride, up the back stretch, and looked like a wooden horse or a sick 
on^and come in to be last. Then this Wilbur Wessen went down 10 
the betting place under the grandstand and there I was with the two 
girls, and when that Miss Woodbury was looking the other way once, 
Lucy Wessen kinda, with her shoulder you know, kinda touched me. 
You know how a woman can do. They get close, but not getting gay 
either. You know what they do. Gee whizz. 

And then they give me a jolt. What they had done when I didn’t 
know, was to get together, and they had decided Wilbur Wessen would 
bet fifty dollars, and the two girls had gone and put in ten dollars each 
of their own money, too. I was sick then, but I was sicker later. 

About the gelding, About Ben Ahem, and their winning their money 
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I wasn’t worried a lot about that. It come out O.K. Ahem stepped the 
next three heats like a bushel of spoiled eggs going to market before 
they could be found out, and Wilbur Wessen had got nine to two for 
the money. There was something else eating at me. 

Because Wilbur come back after he had bet the money, and after that 
he spent most of his time talking to that Miss Woodbury, and Lucy 
Wessen and I was left alone together like on a desert island. Gee, if Td 
only been on the square or if there had been any way of getting myself 
on the square. There ain’t any Walter Mathers, like I said to her and 
them, and there hasn’t ever been one, but if there was, I bet I’d go to 
Marietta, Ohio, and shoot him tomorrow. 

There I was, big boob that I am. Pretty soon the race was over, and 
\Vilbur had gone down and collected our money, and we had a hack 
downtown, and he stood us a swell dinner at the West House, and a 
bottle of champagne beside. 

Aind I was with that girl and she wasn’t saying much, and I wasn’t 
saying much either. One thing I know. She wasn’t stuck on me because 
of the lie about my father being rich and all that. There’s a way you 
know. . . • Craps amighty. There’s a kind of girl you see just once in 
your life, and if you don’t get busy and make hay then you’re gone for 
good and all and might as well go jump off a bridge. They give you a 
look from inside of them somewhere, and it ain’t no vamping, and 
what it means is — you want that girl to be your wife, and you want 
nice things around her like flowers and swell clothes, and you want 
her to have the kids you’re going to have, and you want good music 
played and no ragtime. Gee whizz. 

There’s a place over near Sandusky, across a kind of bay, and it’s 
called Cedar Point. And when we had had that dinner we went ovcf 
to it in a launch, all by ourselves. Wilbur and Miss Lucy and that Miss 
Woodbury had to catch a ten o’clock train back to Tiffin, Ohio, because 
when you’re out with girls like that you can’t get careless and miss any 
trains and stay out all night like you can with some kinds of Janes. 

And Wilbur bio wed himself to the launch and it cost him fifteen 
cold plunks, but I wouldn’t ever have knew it if I hadn’t listened. He 
wasn’t no tin horn kind of a sport. 

Over at the Cedar Point place we didn’t stay around where there was 
a gang of common kind of cattle at all. 

There was big dance halls and dining places for yaps, and there was a 
beach you could walk along and get where it was dark, and we went 
there. 

She didn’t talk hardly at all and neither did I, and I was thinking 
how glad I was my mother was all right, and always made us kids 
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learn to cat with a fork at table and not swill soup and not be noisy and 
rough like a gang you sec around a race track that way. 

Then Wilbur and his girl went away up the beach and Lucy and I 
set down in a dark place where there was some roots of old trees the 
water had washed up, and after that, the time, till we had to go back in 
the launch and they had to catch their trains, wasn’t nothing at all. It 
went like winking your eye. 

Here’s how it was. The place we were setting in was dark, like I said, 
and there was roots from that old stump sticking up like arms, and there 
was a watery smell, and the night was like — as if you could put your hand 
out and feel it — so warm and soft and dark and sweet like an orange. 

I most cried and I most swore and I most jumped up and danced, I 
was so mad and happy and sad. 

When Wilbur come back from being alone with his girl, and she saw 
him coming, Lucy she says, “We got to go to the train now,” and she 
was most crying, too, but she never knew nothing I knew, and she 
couldn’t be so all busted up. And then, before Wilbur and Miss Wood- 
bury got up to where she was, she put her face up and kissed me quick 
and put her head up against me and she was all quivering and — Gee 
whizz. 

Sometimes I hope I have cancer and die. I guess you know what I 
mean. We went in the launch across the bay to the train like that, and 
it was dark too. She whispered and said it was like she and I could get 
out of the boat and walk on the water, and it sounded foolish, but I 
knew what she meant. 

And then quick, we v/ere right at the depot, and there was a big 
gang of yaps, the kind that goes to the fairs, and crowded and milling 
around like cattle, and how could I tell her? “It won’t be long because 
you’ll write and I’ll write to you.” That’s all she said. 

I got a chance like a hay barn afire. A swell chance I got. 

And maybe she would write me, down at Marietta that way, and the 
letter^would come back, and stamped on the front of it by the U.S.A. 
'‘there ain’t any such guy,” or something like that, whatever they stamp 
^n a letter that way. 

And me trying to pass myself off for a bigbug and a swell— to her, as 
decent a little body as God ever made. Craps amighty. A swell chance 

I got. 

And then the train come in and she got on, and Wilbur Wessen come 
and shook hands with me, and that Miss Woodbury was nice too, and 
bowed to me and I at her and the train went and I busted out and cried 
like a kid. 

Gee, I could have run after that train and made Dan Patch look like 
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a freight train after a wreck, but socks amighty, what was the use? Did 
you ever see such a fool? 

I’ll bet you what — if I had an arm broke right now or a train had 
run over my foot— I wouldn’t go to no doctor at all. I’d go set down and 
let her hurt and hurt — that’s what I’d do. 

I’ll bet you what — if I hadn’t a drunk that booze I’d a never been such 
a boob as to go tell such a lie— that couldn’t never be made straight to 
a lady like her. 

I wish I had that fellow right here that had on a Windsor tie and 
carried a canco I’d smash him for fair. Gosh darn his eyes. He’s a big 
fool — that’s what he is. 

And if I’m not another you just go find me one and I’ll quit working 
and be a bum and give him my job. I don’t care nothing for working 
and earning money and saving it for no such boob as myselfi 
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I Want to Know Why 

BY SHERWOOD ANDERSON 


W. up at four in the morn- 
ing, that first day in the East. On the evening before we had climbed 
off a freight train at the edge of town, and with the true instinct of 
Kentucky boys had found our way across town and to the race track 
aind the stables at once. Then we knew we were all right. Hanley 
"•^Turner right away found a nigger we knew. It was Bildad Johnson 
who in the winter works at Ed Becker’s livery barn in our home town, 
Beckersville. Bildad is a good cook as almost all our niggers are and 
of course he, like everyone in our part ot Kentucky who is anyone at 
all, likes the horses. In the spring Bildad begins to scratch around. A nig- 
ger from our country can flatter and wheedle anyone into letting him 
do most anything he wants. Bildad wheedles the stable men and the 
trainers from the horse farms in our country around Lexington. The 
trainers come into town in the evening to stand around and talk and 
maybe get into a poker game. Bildad gets in with them. He is always 
doing little favors and telling about things to eat, chicken browned in 
a pan, and how is the best way to cook sweet potatoes and corn bread. 
It rjiakes your mouth water to hear him. When the racing season comes 
on and the horses go to the races and there is all the talk on the streets 
in the evenings about the new colts, and everyone says when they are 
going over to Lexington or to the spring meeting at Churchhill Downs 
or to Latonia, and the horsemen that have been down to New Orleans or 
maybe at the winter meeting at Havana in Cuba come home to spend 
a week before they start out again, at such a time when everything 
talked about in Beckersville is just horses and nothing else and the out- 
fits start out and horse racing is in every breath of air you breathe, Bil- 
dad shows up with a job as cook for some outfit. Often when I think 
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about it, his always going all season to the races and working in the 
livery barn in the winter where horses arc and where men like to come 
and talk about horses, I wish I was a nigger. It’s a foolish thing to say, 
but that’s the way I am about being around horses, just crazy. I can’t 
help it. 

Well, I must tell you about what we did and let you in on what I’m 
talking about. Four of us boys from Beckersville, all whites and soni 
of men who live in Beckersville regular, made up our minds we were 
going to the races, not just to Lexington or Louisville, I don’t mean, but 
to the big Eastern track we were always hearing our Beckersville men 
talk about, to Saratoga. We were all pretty young then. I was just 
turned fifteen and I was the oldest of the four. It was my scheme. I 
admit that and I talked the others into trying it. There was Hanley 
Turner and Henry Rieback and Tom Tumberton and myself. I had 
thirty-seven dollars I had earned during the winter working nights 
and Saturdays in Enoch Myer’s grocery. Henry Rieback had eleven 
dollars and the others, Hanley and Tom, had only a dollar or two each. 
We fixed it all up and laid low until the Kentucky spring meetings 
were over and some of our men, the sportiest ones, the ones we envied 
the most, had cut out — then we cut out too. 

I won’t tell you the trouble we had beating our way on freights and 
all. We went through Cleveland and Buffalo and other cities and saw 
Niagara Falls. We bought things there, souvenirs and spoons and cards 
and shells with pictures of the falls on them for our sisters and mothers, 
but thought we had better not send any of "he things home. We didn’t 
want to put the folks on our trail and maybe be nabbed. 

We got into Saratoga as I said at night and went to the track. Bildad 
fed us up. He showed us a place to sleep in hay over a shed and prom- 
ised to keep still. Niggers are all right about things like that. They 
won’t squeal on you. Often a white man you might meet, when you 
had run away from home like that, might appear to be all right and 
give you a quarter or a half dollar or something, and then go right and 
give you away. White men will do that, but not a nigger. You can 
trust them. They are squarer with kids. I don’t know why. 

At the Saratoga meeting that year there were a lot of men from 
home. Dave Williams and Arthur Mulford and Jerry Myers and others. 
Then there was a lot from Louisville and Lexington Henry Rieback 
knew but I didn’t. They were professional gamblers and Henry Ric- 
back’s father is one too. He is what is called a sheet writer and goes away 
most of the year to tracks. In the winter when he is home in Beckers- 
ville he don’t stay there much but goes away to cities and deals faro. He 
is a nice man and generous, is always sending Henry presents, a bicycle 
2nd a gold watch and a Boy Scout suit of clothes and things like that 
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My own father is a lawyer. He’s all right, but don’t make much 
money and can’t buy me things and anyway I’m getting so old now I 
don’t expect it. He never said nothing to me against Henry, but Hanley 
Turnei and Tom Tumberton’s fathers did. They said to their boys that 
money so come by is no good and they didn’t want their boys brought 
up to hear gamblers’ talk and be thinking about such things and maybe 
embrace them. 

That’s all right and I guess the men know what they are talking 
about, but I don’t see what it’s got to do with Henry or with horses 
cither. That’s what I’m writing this story about. I’m puzzled. I’m get- 
ting to be a man and want to think straight and be O.K., and there’s 
something I saw at the race meeting at the Eastern track I can’t figure 
out. 

I can’t help it. I’m crazy about thoroughbred horses. I’ve always been 
that way. When I was ten years old and saw I was going to be big and 
couldn’t be a rider I was so sorry I nearly died, Harry Hellinfinger in 
Beckersvillc, whose father is Postmaster, is grown up and too lazy to 
work, but likes to stand around in the street and get up jokes on boys 
like sending them to a hardware store for a gimlet to bore square holes 
and other jokes like that. He played one on me. He told me that if I 
would cat a half a cigar I would be stunted and not grow any more and 
maybe could be a rider. I did it. When father wasn’t looking I took a 
cigar out of his pocket and gagged it down some way. It made me aw- 
ful sick and the doctor had to be sent for and then it did no good. I 
kept right on growing. It was a joke. When I told what I had done and 
why, most fathers would have whipped me but mine didn’t. 

Well, I didn’t get stunted and didn’t die. It serves Harry Hellinfinger 
right. Then I made up my mind I would like to be a stable boy, but 
had to give that up too. Mostly niggers do that work and I knew 
father wouldn’t let me go into it. No use to ask him. 

If you’ve never been crazy about thoroughbreds it’s because you’ve 
never been around where they are much and don’t know any better. 
ThcxJre beautiful. There isn’t anything so lovely and clean and full 
of spunk and honest and everything as some race horses. On the big 
horse farms that are all around our town Beckersvillc there are tracks 
and the horses run in the early morning. More than a thousand times 
I’ve got out of bed before daylight and walked two or three miles 
to the tracks. Mother wouldn’t of let me go but father always says, 
“Let him alone.” So I got some bread out of the bread box and some 
butter and jam, gobbled it and lit out. 

At the tracks you sit on the fence with men, whites and niggers, 
and they chew tobacco and talk, and then the colts arc brought out. 
It’s early and the grass is covered with shiny dew and in another fickJ 
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a man is plowing and they are frying things in a shed where the track 
niggers sleep, and you know how a nigger can giggle and laugh and 
say things that make you laugh. A white man can’t do it and some 
niggers can’t but a track nigger can every time. 

And so the colts are brought out and some are just galloped by 
stable boys, but almost every morning on a big track owned by a rich 
man who lives maybe in New York, there are always, nearly every 
morning, a few colts and some of the old race horses and geldings and 
mares that are cut loose. 

It brings a lump up into my throat when a horse runs. I don’t mean 
all horses but some. I can pick them nearly every time. It’s in my blood 
like in the blood of race track niggers and trainers. Even when they just 
go slop-jogging along with a little nigger on their backs I can tell a 
winner. If my throat hurts and it’s hard for me to swallow, that’s him. 
He’ll run like Sam Hill when you let him out. If he don’t win every 
time it’ll be a wonder and because they’ve got him in a pocket behind 
another or he was pulled or got off bad at the post or something. If I 
wanted to be a gambler like Henry Rieback’s father I could get riche 
I know I could and Henry says so too. All I would have to do is to wait 
till that hurt comes when I see a horse and then bet every cent. That'? 
what I would do if I wanted to be a gambler, but I don’t. 

When you’re at the tracks in the morning — not the race tracks but 
the training tracks around Beckersville — you don’t see a horse, the 
kind I’ve been talking about, very often, but it’s nice anyway. Any 
thoroughbred, that is sired right and out of a good mare and trained by 
a man that knows how, can run. If he couldn’t what would he be there 
for and not pulling a plow? 

Well, out of the stables they come and the boys are on their backs and 
it’s lovely to be there. You hunch down on top of the fence and itch 
inside you. Over in the sheds the niggers giggle and sing. Bacon is being 
fried and coffee made. Everything smells lovely. Nothing smells better 
than coffee and manure and horses and niggers and bacon frying and 
pipes being smoked out of doors on a morning like that. It just gets 
you, that’s what it does. 

But about Saratoga. We was there six days and not a soul from home 
seen us and everything came off just as we wanted it to, fine weather 
and horses and races and all. We beat our way home and Bildad gave 
us a basket with fried chicken and bread and other eatables in, and I 
had eighteen dollars when we got back to Beckersville. Mother jawed 
and cried but Pop didn’t say much. I told everything we done except 
one thing. I did and saw that alone. That’s what I’m writing about. It 
got me upset. I think about it at night. Here it is. 

At Saratoga we laid up nights in the hay in the shed Bildad had 
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showed us and ate with the niggers early and at night when the race 
people had all gone away. The men from home stayed mostly in the 
grandstand and betting field, and didn’t come out around the places 
where the horses are kept except to the paddocks just before a race when 
the horses are saddled. At Saratoga they don’t have paddocks under an 
open ahed as at Lexington and Churchhill Downs and other tracks 
down in our country, but saddle the horses right out in an open place 
under trees on a lawn as smooth and nice as Banker Bohon’s front yard 
here in Beckersville. It’s lovely. The horses are sweaty and nervous and 
shine and the men come out and smoke cigars and look at them and the 
trainers are there and the owners, and your heart thumps so you can 
hardly breathe. 

Then the bugle blows for post and the boys that ride come running 
out with their silk clothes on and you run to get a place by the fence 
with the niggers. 

I always am wanting to be a trainer or owner, and at the risk of being 
seen and caught and sent home I went to the paddocks before every 
race. The other boys didn’t but I did. 

We got to Saratoga on a Friday and on Wednesday the next week 
the big Mullford Handicap was to be run. Middlestride was in it and 
Sunstreak. The weather was fine and the track fast. I couldn’t sleep the 
night before. 

What had happened was that both these horses are the kind it makes 
my throat hurt to sec. Middlestride is long and looks awkward and is 
a gelding. He belongs to Joe Thompson, a little owner from home who 
only has a half dozen horses. The Mullford Handicap is for a mile and 
Middlestride can’t untrack fast. He goes away slow and is always way 
back at the half, then he begins to run and if the race is a mile and a 
quarter he'll j ast eat up everything and get there. 

Sunstreak is different. He is a stallion and nervous and belongs on 
the biggest farm we’ve got in our country, the Van Riddle place that 
belongs to Mr. Van Riddle of New York. Sunstreak is like a girl you 
think about sometimes but never see. He is hard all over and lovely too. 
Wh^ you look at his head you want to kiss him. He is trained by Jerry 
Tillford who knows me and has been good to me lots of times, lets me 
walk into a horse’s stall to look at him close and other things. There 
isn’t anything as sweet as that horse. He stands at the post quiet and not 
letting on, but he is just burning up inside. Then when the barrier goes 
up he is off like his name, Sunstreak. It makes you ache to see him. 
It hurts you. He just lays down and runs like a bird dog. There can’t 
anything I ever see run like him except Middlestride when he gets un- 
tracked and stretches himself. 

Gee I I ached to sec that race and those two horses run, ached and 
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ireaded it too* I didn't want to see cither of our horses beaten. Wc had 
never sent a pair like that to the races before. Old men in Beckersvillc 
siiid so and the niggers said so. It was a fact. 

Before the race I went over to the paddocks to see. I looked a last 
look at Middlestride, who isn’t such a much standing in a paddock 
that way, then I went to see Sunstreak. 

It was his day. I knew when I see him. I forgot all about being seen 
111 y sell and walked right up. All the men from Bcckersville were there 
and no one noticed me except Jerry Tillford. He saw me and something 
luipjKned. ril tell you about that. 

I was standing looking at that horse and aching. In some way, I can’t 
tell how, I knew just how Sunstreak felt inside. He was quiet and 
let ling the niggers rub his legs and Mr. Van Riddle himself put the 
saddle on, but he was just a raging torrent inside. He was like the water 
jii tlic river at Niagara Falls just before it goes plunk down. That horse 
w asn’t thinking about running. He don’t have to think about that. He 
was just thinking about holding himself back till the time for the 
running came. I knew that. I could just in a way see right inside him. 
He was going to do sSome awful running and I knew it. He wasn’t 
bragging or letting on much or prancing or making a fuss, but just 
waidng. I knew it and Jerry Tillford his trainer knew. I looked up and 
then that man and I looked into each other's eyes. Something happened 
to me. I guess I loved the man as much as I did the horse because he 
knew what I knew. Seemed to me there wasn’t anything in the world 
but that man and the horse and me. I cried and Jerry Tillford had a 
shine in his eyes. Then I came away to the fence to wait for the race. 
The horse was better than me, more steadier, and now I know better 
than Jerry. He was the quietest and he had to do the running. 

Sunstreak ran first of course and he busted the world’s record for a 
mile. I’ve seen that if I never see anything more. Everything came out 
just as I expected. Middlestride got left at the post and was way back 
and closed up to be second, just as I knew he would. He’ll get a world’s 
record too some day. They can’t skin the Beckersvillc country on horses. 

I watched the race calm because I knew what would happen. I was* 
sure. Hanley Turner and Henry Rieback and Tom Tumberton wcr( 
all more excited than me. 

A funny thing had happened to me. I was thinking about Jerry Till* 
ford the trainer and how happy he was all through the race. I likc<f 
him that afternoon even more than I ever liked my own father. I almost 
forgot the horses thinking that way about him. It was because of whal 
I had seen in his eyes as he stood in the paddocks beside Sunstreak 
before the race started. I knew he had been watching and working with 
Sunstreak since the horse was a baby colt, had taught him to run and be 
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patient and when to let himself out and not to quit, never, I knew that 
for him it was like a mother seeing her child do something brave or 
wonderful. It was the first time I ever felt for a man like that. 

After the race that night I cut out from Tom and Hanley and Henry. 
I wanted to be by myself and I wanted to be near Jerry Tillford if I 
could work it. Here is what happened. 

The track in Saratoga is near the edge of town. It is all polished up 
and trees around, the evergreen kind, and grass and everything painted 
and nice. If you go past the track you get to a hard road made of asphalt 
for automobiles, and if you go along this for a few miles there is a road 
turns off to a little rummy-looking farm house set in a yard. 

That night after the race I went along that road because I had seen 
Jerry and some other men go that way in an automobile. I didn’t expect 
to find them. I walked for a ways and then sat down by a fence to 
think. It was the direction they went in. I wanted to be as near Jerry 
as I could. I felt close to him. Pretty soon I went up the side road— I 
don’t know why — and came to the rummy farm house. I was just lone- 
some to sec Jerry, like wanting to see your father at night when you were 
a young kid. Just then an automobile came along and turned in. Jerry 
was in it and Henry Rieback’s father, and Arthur Bedford from home, 
and Dave Williams and two other men I didn’t know. They got out of 
the car and went into the house, all but Henry Rieback’s father who 
quarreled with them and said he wouldn’t go. It was only about nine 
o’clock, but they were all drunk and the rummy-looking farm house 
was a place for bad women to stay in. That’s what it was. I crept up 
along a fence and looked through a window and saw. 

It’s what gives me the fantods. I can’t make it out. The women in 
the house were all ugly mean-looking women, not nice to look at or be 
near. They were homely too, except one who was tall and looked a 
little like the gelding Middlestride, but not clean like him, but with a 
hard ugly mouth. She had red hair. I saw everything plain. I got up 
by an old rose bush by an open window and looked. The women haJ 
on loose dresses and sat around in chairs. The men came in and some 
Sat on the women’s laps. The place smelled rotten and there was rot- 
ten talk, the kind a kid hears around a livery stable in a town like 
Beckcrsville ir the winter but don’t ever expect to hear talked when 
there are women around. It was rotten. A nigger wouldn’t go into 
such a place. 

I looked at Jerry Tillford. I’ve told you how I had been feeling about 
him on account of his knowing what was going on inside of Sun- 
streak in the minute before he went to the post for the race in which 
he made a world’s record. 

Jerry bragged in that bad woman house as I know Sunstreak 
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wouldn’t never have bragged. He said that he made that horse, that 
it was him that won the race and made the record. He lied and 
bragged like a fool. I never heard such silly talk. 

And then, what do you suppose he did! He looked at the woman in 
there, the one that was lean and hard-mouthed and looked a little like 
the gelding Middlcstride, but not clean like him, and his eyes began to 
shine just as they did when he looked at me and at Sunstreak in the 
paddocks at the track in the afternoon. I stood there by the window- 
gee!— but I wished I hadn’t gone away from the tracks, but had stayed 
with the boys and the niggers and the horses. The tall rotten-looking 
woman was between us just as Sunstreak was in the paddocks in the 
afternoon. 

Then, all of a sudden, I began to hate that man. I wanted to scream 
and rush in the room and kill him. I never had such a feeling before. 
I was so mad clean through that I cried and my fists were doubled up 
so my finger-nails cut my hands. 

And Jerry’s eyes kept shining and he weaved back and forth, and 
then he went and kissed that woman and I crept away and went back 
10 the tracks and to bed and didn’t sleep hardly any, and then next day 
I got the other kids to start home with me and never tnld them anything 
I seen. 

I been thinking about it ever since. I can’t make it out. Spring ha^ 
come again and I’m nearly sixteen and go to the tracks mornings samt 
as always, and I see Sunstreak and Middlestridc and a new colt named 
Strident I’ll bet will lay them all out, but n'' one thinks so but me and 
two or three niggers. 

But things are different. At the tracks the air don’t taste as good or 
smell as good. It’s because a man like Jerry Tillford, who knows what 
he does, could see a horse like Sunstreak run, and kiss a woman like 
that the same day. I can’t make it out. Darn him, what did he want 
to do like that for? I keep thinking about it and it spoils looking at 
horses and smelling things and hearing niggers laugh and everything. 
Sometimes I’m so mad about it I want to fight someone. It gives me 
'he fantods. What did he do it for? ” "’•’nt to know why. 



The Great Pancake Record 

BY OWEN JOHNSON 


L 

1 — ^ITTLE Smeed stood apart, in 
tlic obscure shelter of the station, waiting to take his place on the stage 
which would carry him to the great new boarding school. He was frail 
and undersized, with a long, pointed nose and vacant eyes that stupidly 
assisted the wide mouth to make up a famished face. The scarred bag 
in his hand hung from one clasp, the premature trousers were at half- 
mast, while pink polka-dots blazed from the cuffs of his nervous 
sleeves. 

By the wheels of the stage “Fire Crackers” Glendenning and “Jock” 
Hasbrouck, veterans of the Kennedy House, sporting the Varsity ini- 
tials on their sweaters and caps, were busily engaged in cross-examining 
the new boys who clambered timidly to their places on top. Presently, 
Fire Crackers, perceiving Smeed, hailed him. 

“Hello, over there— what’s your name?” 

“Smeed, sir.” 

“Smeed what?” 

“Johnnie Smeed.” 

•The questioner looked him over with disfavor and said aggressively: 

“You’re not for the Kennedy?” 

“No, sir.” 

“What house?” 

“The Dickinson, sir.” 

“The Dickinson, eh? That’s a good one,” said Fire Crackers, with 
a laugh, and, turning to his companion, he added, “Say, Jock, won’t 
Hickey and the old Turkey be wild when they get this one?” 

Litde Smeed, uncomprehending of the judgment that had been 
4. passed, stowed his bag inside and clambered up to a place on the top 

7?o 
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Jimmy, at the reins, gave a warping shout. The horses, stirred by the 
whip, churned obediently through the sideways of Trenton. 

Lounging on the stage were half a dozen newcomers, six well-assorted 
types, from the well-groomed stripling of the city to the aggressive, 
big-limbed animal from the West, all profoundly under the sway of 
the two old boys who sat on the box with Jimmy and rattled on with 
quiet superiority. The coach left the outskirts of the city and rolled 
into the white highway that leads to Lawrenceville. The known world 
departed for Smeed. He gazed fearfully ahead, waiting the first glimpse 
of the new continent. 

Suddenly Fire Crackers turned and, scanning the embarrassed group, 
singled out the strong Westerner with an approving glance. 

“You’re for the Kennedy?” 

The boy, stirring uneasily, blurted out: 

“Yes, sir.” 

“What’s your name?” 

“Tom Walsh.” 

“How old arc you?” 

‘Eighteen.” 

“What do you weigh?” 

“One hundred and seventy.” 

“Stripped?” 

“What? Oh, no, sir — regular way.” 

“You’ve played a good deal of football?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

Hasbrouck took up the questioning with a critical appreciation. 

“What position?” 

“Guard and tackle.” 

“You know Bill Stevens?’* 

“Yes, sir.” 

“He spoke about you; said you played on the Military Academy, 
You’ll try for the ’varsity?” 

1 guess so. 

Hasbrouck turned to Fire Crackers in solemn conclave. 

“He ought to stand up against Turkey if he knows anything about 
the game. If we get a good end we ought to give that Dickinson crowd 
the fight of their lives.” 

“There’s a fellow came from Montclair they say is pretty good,” Fire 
Crackers said, with solicitous gravity. “The line’ll be all right if we can 
get some good halves. That’s where the Dickinson has it on us.” 

Smeed listened in awe to the two statesmen studying out the chances 
of the Kennedy eleven for the house championship, realizing suddenly 
that there were new and sacred purposes about his new life of which 
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he had no conception. Then, absorbed by the fantasy of the trip and 
the strange unfolding world into which he was jogging, he forgot the 
lords of the Kennedy, forgot his fellows in ignorance, forgot that he 
didn’t play football and was only a stripling, forgot everything but the 
fascination of the moment when the great school would rise out of 
the distance and fix itself indelibly in his memory. 

“There’s the water tower,” said Jimmy, extending the whip; “you’ll 
see the school from the top of the hill.” 

Little Smeed craned forward with a sudden thumping of his heart. In 
the distance, a mile away, a cluster of brick and tile sprang out of the 
green, like a herd of red deer surprised in the forest. Groups of boys 
began to show on the roadside. Strange greetings were flung back and 
forth. 

“Hcllo-oo, Fire Crackers!” 

“How-de-do, Saphead!” 

“Oh, there, Jock Hasbrouck!” 

“Oh, you Morning Glory!” 

“Oh, you Kenneclys, we’re going to lick you!” 

“Yes you arc, Dickinson!” 

The coach passed down the shaded vault of the village street, turned 
into the campus, passed the ivy-clad house of the head master and rolled 
around a circle of well-trimmed lawn, past the long, low Upper House 
where the Fourth Form gazed at thenj in senior superiority; past the 
great brown masses of Memorial Hall and the pointed chapel, around 
to where the houses were ranged in red, extended bodies. Little Smeed 
felt an abject sinking of the heart at this sudden exposure to the 
thousand eyes fastened upon him from the wide esplanade of the 
Upper, from the steps of Memorial, from house, windows and stoops, 
from the shade of apple trees and the glistening road. 

All at once the stage stopped and Jimmy cried: 

“Dickinson!” 

At one end of the red-brick building, overrun with cool vines, a group 
of ^ys were lolling in flannels and light jerseys. A chorus went up. 

' ‘TIello, Fire Crackers!” 

“Hello, Jocki” 

“Hello, you Hickey boy!” 

“Hello, Turkey; see what we’ve brought you!” 

Smeed dropped to the ground amid a sudden hush. 

“Fare,” said Jimmy aggressively. 

Smeed dug into his pocket and tendered the necessary coin. The 
. a)ach squeaked away, while from the top Fire Crackers’ exulting voice 
rehlriied in insolent exultation: 

“Hard luck,- Dickinson! Hard luck, you, old Hickey!” 
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Little Smeed, his hat askew, his collar rolled up, his bag at his feet, 
stood in the road, alone in the world, miserable and thoroughly fright- 
ened. One path led to the silent, hostile group on the steps, another 
went in safety to the master’s entrance. He picked up his bag hastily. 

“Hello, you — over therel” 

Smeed understood it was a command. He turned submissively and 
approached with embarrassed steps. Face to face with these superior 
beings, tanned and muscular, stretched in Olympian attitudes, he 
realized all at once the hopelessness of his ever daring to associate with 
such demi-gods. Still he stood, shifting from foot to foot, eying the 
steps, waiting for the solemn ordeal of examination and classification 
to be over. 

“Well, Hungry — what’s your name?” 

Smeed comprehended that the future was decided, and that to the 
grave he would go down as “Hungry” Smeed. With a sigh of relief he 
<inbwered: 

‘Smeed — John Smeed.” 

“Sir!” 

“Sir.” 

“How old?” 

“Fifteen.” 

“Sir!!” 

“Sir.” 

“What do you weigh?” 

“One hundred and six — ^sir!” 

A grim silence succeeded this depressing information. Then some 
one in the back, as a mere matter of form, asked: 

“Never played football?” 

“No, sir.” 

“Baseball?” 

“No, sir.” 

“Anything on the track?” 

“No, sir.” 

“Sing?” 

“No, sir,” .said Smeed, humbly. 

“Do anything at all?” 

Little Smeed glanced at the eaves where the swallows were swaying 
and then down at the soft couch of green at his feet and answered 
faintly : 

“No, sir — I'm afraid not.” 

Another silence came, then some one said, in a voice of deepest con- 
viction: 

“A dead loss!” 
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Smced went sadly into the house. 

At the door he lingered long enough to hear the chorus burst out: 

"‘A fine football team well have I” 

*‘It’s a put-up job!” 

“They don’t want us to win the championship again — ^that’s it!” 

“I say, we ought to kick.” 

Then, after a little, the same deep voice: 

“A dead loss!” 

With each succeeding week Hungry Smeed comprehended more 
fully the enormity of his offense in doing nothing and weighing one 
hundred and six pounds. He saw the new boys arrive, pass through the 
fire of christening, give respectable weights and go forth to the gridiron 
to be whipped into shape by Turkey and the Butcher, who played on tlie 
school eleven. Smeed humbly and thankfully went down each afternoon 
to the practice, carrying the sweaters and shin-guards, like the grateful 
little beast of burden that he was. He watched his juniors. Spider and 
Red Dog, rolling in the mud or flung gloriously under an avalanche 
of bodies; but then, they weighed over one hundred and thirty, while 
he was still at one hundred and six — a dead loss! The fever of house 
loyalty invaded him; he even came to look with resentment on the 
Faculty and to repeat secretly to himself that they never would have 
unloaded him on the Dickinson if tlicy hadn’t been willing to stoop 
to any methods to prevent the House again securing the championship. 

The fact that the Dickinson, in an extraordinary manner, finally won 
by the closest of margins, consoled Smeed but a little while. There 
were no more sweaters to carry, or pails of barley water to fetch, or 
guard to be mounted on the old rail fence, to make certain that the 
spies from the Davis and Kennedy did not surprise the secret plays 
which Hickey and Slugger Jones had craftily evolved. 

With the long winter months he felt more keenly his obscurity and 
the hopelessness of ever leaving a mark on the great desert of school 
lifp that would bring honor to the Dickinson. He resented even the 
lack of the mild hazing the other boys received — he was too insignif- 
icant to be so honored. He was only a “dead loss,” good for nothing but 
to squeeze through his recitations, to sleep enormously, and to eat like 
a glutton with a hunger that could never be satisfied, little suspecting 
the future that lay in this famine of his stomach. 

For it was written in the inscrutable fates that Hungry Smeed should 
leave a name that would go down imperishably to decades of school- 
boys, when Dibbles’ touchdown against Princeton and Kafer’s home 
run should be only tinkling sounds. So it happened, and the agent of 
this divine destiny was Hickey. 
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It so happened that examinations being still in the threatening dis- 
tance, Hickey’s fertile brain was unoccupied with methods of facilitat- 
ing his scholarly progress by homely inventions that allowed formulas 
and dates to be concealed in the palm and disappear obligingly up the 
sleeve on the approach of the Natural Enemy. Moreover, Hickey and 
Hickey’s friends were in straitened circumstances, with all credit gone 
at the jigger-shop, and the appetite for jiggers in an acute stage of depri- 
vation. 

In this keenly sensitive, famished state of his imagination, Hickey 
suddenly became aware of a fact fraught with possibilities. Hungry 
Smeed had an appetite distinguished and remarkable even in that com- 
pany of aching voids. 

No sooner had this pregnant idea become his property than Hickey 
confided his hopes to Doc Macnoodcr, his chum and partner in plans 
that were dark and mysterious. Macnooder saw in a flash the glorious 
and lucrative possibilities. A very short series of tests sufficed to convince 
the twain that in little Smeed they had a phenomenon who needed only 
to be properly developed to pass into history. 

Accordingly, on a certain muddy morning in March, Hickey and 
Doc Macnooder, with Smeed in tow, stole into the jigger-shop at an 
hour in defiance of regulations and fraught with delightful risks of 
detection. 

Al, the watch-dog of the jigger, was tilted back, near a farther win- 
dow, the parted tow hair falling doglike over his eyes, absorbed in the 
reading of Spenser’s Faerie Queen, an abnormal taste which made him 
absolutely incomprehensible to the boyish mind. At the sound of the 
stolen entrance, Al put down the volume and started mechanically to 
rise. Then, recognizing his visitors, he returned to his chair, saying 
wearily: 

“Nothing doing, Hickey.” 

“Guess again,” said Hickey, cheerily. “We’re not asking you to hang 
us up this time, Al.” 

“You haven’t got any money,” said Al, the recorder of allowances; 
“not unless you stole it.” 

“Al, we don’t come to take your hard-earned money, but to do you 
good,” put in Macnooder impudently. “We’re bringing you a little 
sporting proposition.” 

“Have you come to pay up that account of yours?” said Al. “If not, 
run along, you Macnooder; don’t waste my time, with your wildcat 
schemes.” 

“Al, this is a sporting proposition,” took up Hickey. 

“Has he any money?” said Al, who suddenly remembered that Smeed 
Was not yet under suspicion. 
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“See here, Al,” said Macnooder, “we’ll back Smeed to eat the jiggers 
against you — for the crowd 1” 

“Where’s your money?” 

“Here,” said Hickey; “this goes up if we lose.” He produced a gold 
watch of Smeed’s, and was about to tender it when he withdrew it 
with a sudden caution. “On the condition, if we win I get it back and 
you won’t hold it up against my account.” 

“All right. Let’s see it.” 

The watch was given to Al, who looked it over, grunted in approval, 
and then looked at little Smeed. 

“Now, Al,” said Macnooder softly, “give us a gambling chance; he’s 
only a runt.” 

Al considered, and Al was wise. The proposition came often and he 
never lost. A jigger is unlike any other ice cream; it is dipped from the 
creamy tin by a cone-shaped scoop called a jigger, which gives it an 
unusual and peculiar flavor. Since those days the original jigger has 
been contaminated and made ridiculous by offensive alliances with 
upstart syrups, meringues and macaroons with absurd titles; but then 
the boy went to the simple jigger as the sturdy Roman went to the 
cold waters of the Tiber. A double jigger fills a large soda glass when 
ten cents has been laid on the counter, and two such glasses quench all 
desire in the normal appetite. 

“If he can eat twelve double jiggers,” Al said slowly, “I’ll set them up 
and the jiggers for youse. Otherwise, I’ll hold the watch.” 

At this there was a protest from the backers of the champion, with 
the result that the limit was reduced to ten. 

“Is it a go?” Al said, turning to Smeed, who had waited modestly in 
the background. 

“Sure,” he answered, with calm certainty. 

“You’ve got nerve, you have,” said Al, with a scornful smile, scoop- 
ing up the first jiggers and shoving the glass to him. “Then doubles is 
the record in these parts, young fellow!” 

Then Uttle Smeed, methodically, and without apparent pain, ate the 
ten doubles. 

Conover’s was not in the catalogue that anxious parents study, but 
then catalogues are like epitaphs in a cemetery. Next to the jigger- 
shop, Conover’s was quite the most important institution in the school. 
In a little white Colonial cottage, Conover, veteran of the late war, and 
Mrs. Conover, still in active service, supplied pancakes and maple 
syrup on a cash basis, two dollars credit to second-year boys in good 
repute. Conover’s, too, had its traditions. Twenty-six pancakes, large 
and tl^d^ in one continuous sitting, was the record, five years old, stand- 
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ing to the credit of Guzzler Wilkins, which succeeding classes had 
attacked in vain. Wily Conover, to stimulate such profitable tests, had 
solemnly pledged himself to the delivery of free pancakes to all comers 
during that day on which any boy, at one continuous sitting, unaided, 
should succeed in swallowing the awful number of thirty-two. Conover 
was not considered a prodigal. 

This deed of heroic accomplishment and public benefaction was the 
true goal of Hickey’s planning. The test of the jigger-shop was but a 
preliminary trying out. With medical caution, Doc Macnooder re^ 
fused to permit Smeed to go beyond the ten doubles, holding very wisely 
that the jigger record could wait for a further day. The amazed Al 
was sworn to secrecy. 

It was Wednesday, and the following Saturday was decided upon for 
the supreme test at Conover’s. Smeed at once was subjected to a grad- 
uated system of starvation. Thursday he was hungry, but Friday he 
was so ravenous that a watch was instituted on all his movements. 

The next morning the Dickinson House, let into the secret, accom- 
panied Smeed to Conover’s. If there was even a possibility of free pan- 
cakes, the House intended to be satisfied before the deluge broke. 

Great was the astonishment at Conover’s at the arrival of the pro- 
cession. 

“Mr. Conover,” said Hickey, in the quality of manager, “we’re going 
after that pancake record.” 

“Mr. Wilkins’ record.^” said Conover, seeking vainly the champion 
in the crowd. 

“No — after that record of yours!' answered Hickey. “Thirty-two pan- 
cakes — we’re here to get free pancakes today — that’s what we’re here 
for.” 

“So, boys, so,” said Conover, smiling pleasantly; “and you want to 
begin now.?” 

“Right off the bat.” 

“Well, where is he.?” 

“Little Smeed, famished to the point of tears, was thrust forward. 
Conover, who was expecting something on the lines of a buffalo, smiled 
confidently. 

“So, boys, so,” he said, leading the way with alacrity. “I guess we’re 
ready, too.” 

“Thirty-two pancakes, Conover— and we get ’em free!” 

“That’s right,” answered Conover, secure in his knowledge of boyish 
capacity. “If that little boy there can cat thirty-two I’ll make diem all day 
free to the school. That’s what I said, and what I say goes— and that’s 
what I say now.” 
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Hickey and Doc Macnaodcr whispered the last instructions in Smccd’s 
^ar. 

“Cut out the syrup.” 

“Loosen your belt.” 

“Eat slowly.” 

In a low room, with the white rafters impending over his head, beside 
a basement window flanked with geraniums, little Smeed sat down to 
battle for the honor of the Dickinson and the record of the school. 
Directly under his eyes, carved on the wooden table, a name challenged 
him, standing out of the numerous initials — Guzzler Wilkins. 

“I’ll keep count,” said Hickey. “Macnooder and Turkey, watch the 
pancakes.” 

“Regulation size, Conover,” cried that cautious Red Dog; “no dou- 
bling now. All fair and above board.*' 

“All right, Hickey, all right,” said Conover, leering wickedly from 
the door; “if that little grasshopper can do it, you get the cakes.” 

“Now, Hungry,” said Turkey, clapping Smeed on the shoulder. 
“Here is where you get your chance. Remember, Kid, old sport, it’s for 
the Dickinson.” 

Smeed heard in ecstasy; it was just the way Turkey talked to the 
eleven on the eve of a match. He nodded his head with a grim little 
shake and smiled nervously at the thirty-odd Dickinsonians who formed 
around him a pit of expectant and hungry boyhood from the floor to 
the ceiling. 

“All ready!” sang out Turkey, from the doorway. 

“Six pancakes!” 

“Six it is,” replied Hickey, chalking up a monster 6 on the slate that 
swung from the rafters. The pancakes placed before the ravenous Smeed 
vanished like snow-flakes on a July lawn. 

A cheer went up, mingled with cries of caution. 

“Not so fast.” 

“Take your time.” 

“Don’t let them be too hot.” 

“Npt^o hot, Hickey!” 

Macnooder was instructed to watch carefully over the temperature 
as well as the dimensions. 

“Ready again,’” came the cry. 

“Ready — ^how many ? ” 

“Six more.” 

“Six it is,’” said Hickey, adding a second figure to the score. “Six and 
she are twelve.” 

The second batch went the way of the first. 

“Why, that boy is starving,” said Conover, opening his eyes. 
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“Sure he is,” said Hickey. “He’s eating ’way back in last week — ^he 
hasn’t had a thing for ten days.” 

“Six more,” cried Macnooder. 

“Six it is,” answered Hickey. “Six and twelve is eighteen.” 

“Eat them one at a time. Hungry.” 

“No, let him alone.” 

“He knows best.” 

“Not too fast, Hungry, not too fast.” 

“Eighteen for Hungry, eighteen. Hurrah!” 

“Thirty-two is a long ways to go,” said Conover, gazing apprehensively 
at the little David who had come so impudently into his domain; “four- 
teen pancakes is an awful lot.” 

“Shut up, Conover.” 

“No trying to influence him there.” 

“Don’t listen to him, Hungry.” 

“He’s only trying to get you nervous.” 

“Fourteen more. Hungry — fourteen more.” 

“Ready again,” sang out Macnooder. 

“Ready here.” 

“Three pancakes.” 

“Three it is,” responded Hickey. “Eighteen and three is twenty-one.” 
But a storm of protest arose. 

“Here, that’s not fair!” 

“I say, Hickey, don’t let them do that.” 

“I say, Hickey, it’s twice as hard that way.” 

“Oh, go on.” 

“Sure it is.” 

“Of course it is.” 

“Don’t you know that you can’t drink a glass of beer if you take it 
with a teaspoon?” 

“That’s right, Red Dog’s right! Six at a time.” 

“Six at a time!” 

A hurried consultation was now held and the reasoning approved. 
Macnooder was charged with the responsibility of seeing to the number 
as well as the temperature and dimensions. 

Meaijwhile Smeed had eaten the pancakes. 

“Coming again!” 

“All ready here.” 

“Six pancakes]” 

“Six,” said Hickey; “twenty-one and six is twenty-seven.” 

“That’ll beat Guzzler Wilkins.” 

“So it will.” 

“Five more makes thirty-two.” 
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“Easy, Hungry, easy” 

“Hungry’s done it; he’s done it.” 

“Twenty-seven and the record I” 

“Hurrah!” 

At this point Smeed looked about anxiously. 

“It’s pretty dry,” he said, speaking for the first time. 

Instantly there was a panic. Smeed was reaching his limit — a groao 
went up. 

“Oh, Hungry.” 

“Only five more.” 

“Give him some water.” 

“Water, you loon; do you want to end him.'^” 

“Why?” 

“Water’ll swell up the pancakes, crazy.” 

“No water, no water.” 

Hickey approached his man with anxiety. 

“What is it. Hungry? Anything wrong?” he said tenderly. 

“No, only it’s a little dry,” said Smeed, unmoved. “I’m all right, but 
I’d like just a drop of syrup now.” 

The syrup was discussed, approved and voted. 

“You’re sure you’re all right,” said Hickey. 

“Oh, yes.” 

Conover, in the last ditch, said carefully: 

“I don’t want no fits around here.” 

A cry of protest greeted him. 

“Well, son, that boy can’t stand much more. That’s just like the Guz- 
zler. He was taken short and we had to work over him for an hour.” 
“Conover, shut up!” 

“Conover, you’re beaten.” 

“Conover, that’s an old game.” 

“Get out.” 

“Shut up.” 

“Fairolay.” 

“Fair play! Fair play!” 

A new interruption came from the kitchen. Macnooder claimed that 
Mrs. Conover was doubling the size of the cakes. The dish was brought. 
There was no doubt about it. The cakes were swollen. Pandemonium 
broke loose. Conover capitulated, the cakes were rejected. 

“Don’t be feazed by that,” said Hickey, warningly to Smeed. 

“I’m not,” said Smeed. 

“All ready,” came Macnooder’s cry. 

“Ready here.” 

“Six pancakes!” 
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'‘Regulation size?” 

“Regulation.” 

“Six it is,” said Hickey, at the slate. “Six and twenty-seven is thirty- 
three.” 

“Wait a moment,” sang out the Butcher. “He has only to eat thirty- 
two.” 

“That’s so — take one off.” 

“Give him five, Hickey — five only.” 

“If Hungry says he can eat six,” said Hickey, firmly, glancing at his 
proteg4 “he can. We’re out for big things. Can you do it, Hungry?” 

And Smeed, fired with the heroism of the moment, answered in dis- 
dainful simplicity: 

“Sure!” 

A cheer that brought two Davis House boys running in greeted the 
disappearance of the thirty-third. Then everything was forgotten in the 
amazement of the deed. 

“Please, Fd like to go on,” said Smeed. 

“Oh, Hungry, can you do it?” 

“Really?” 

“You’re goin’ on?” 

“Holy cats!” 

“How’ll you take them?” said Hickey, anxiously. 

“Fll try another six,” said Smeed, thoughtfully, “and then we’ll see.” 

Conover, vanquished and convinced, no longer sought to intimidate 
him with horrid suggestions. 

“Mr. Smeed,” he said, giving him his hand in admiration, “you go 
ahead ; you make a great record.” 

“Six more,” cried Macnooder. 

“Six it is,” said Hickey, in an awed voice; “six and thirty-three makes 
thirty-nine!” 

Mrs. Conover and Macnooder, no longer antagonists, came in from 
the kitchen to watch the great spectacle. Little Smeed alone, calm and 
unconscious, with the light of a great ambition on his forehead, ate 
steadily, without vacillation. 

“Gee, what a stride!” 

“By Jiminy, where does he put it?” said Conover, staring helplessly. 

“Holy cats!” 

“Thirty-ni ne — thirty-nine pancakes — ^gec ! ! ! ” 

“Hungry,” said Hickey, entreatingly, “do you think you ceuld cal; 
another — make it an even forty?” 

“Three more,” said Smeed, pounding the table with a new authority. 
This time no voice rose in remonstrance. The clouds had rolled away 
They were in the presence of a master. 
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“Pancakes coming.” 

“Bring them in!” 

“Three more.” 

“Three it is,” said Hickey, faintly. “Thirty-nine and three makes 
forty-two— forty-two. Gee!” 

In profound silence the three pancakes passed regularly from the 
plate down the throat of little Smeed. Forty-two pancakes! 

“Three more,” said Smeed. 

Doc Macnooder rushed in hysterically. 

“Hungry, go the limit — ^thc limit! If anything happens I’ll bleed 
you.” 

“Shut up, Doc!” 

“Get out, you wild man.” 

Macnooder was sent ignominiously back into the kitchen, with the 
curses of the Dickinson, and Smeed assured of their unfaltering pro- 
tection. 

“Three more,” came the cry from the chastened Macnooder. 

“Three it is,” said Hickey. “Forty-two and three makes — ^forty-five.” 

“Holy cats!” 

Still little Smeed, without appreciable abatement of hunger, con- 
tinued to cat. A sense of impending calamity and alarm began to spread. 
Forty-five pancakes, and still eating! It might turn into a tragedy. 

“Say, bub — say, now,” said Hickey, gazing anxiously down into the 
pointed face, “you’ve done enough-^on’t get rash.” 

“I’ll stop when it’s time,” said Smeed; “bring ’em on now, one at a 
dme.” 

“Forty-six, forty-seven, forty-eight, forty-nine!” 

Suddenly, at the moment when they expected him to go on forever, 
little Smeed stopped, gazed at his plate, then at the fiftieth pancake, 
and said: 

“That’s all.” 

“Forty-nine pancakes! Then, and only then, did they return to a 
realization of what had happened. They cheered Smeed, they sang his 
praises, ^ey cheered again, and then, pounding the table, they cried, 
in a mighty chorus: 

“We want pancake!” 

“Bring us pancakes!” 

“Pancakes, pancakes, we want pancakes!” 

Twenty minutes later. Red Dog and the Egghead, fed to bursting, 
rolled out of Conover’s, spreading the uproarious news. 

“Free pancakes! Free pancakes!” 

The nearest houses, the Davis and the Rouse, heard and came with 
a rush. 
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Red Dog and the Egghead staggered down into the village and over 
to the circle of houses, throwing out their arms like returning bacchana* 
lians. 

“Free pancakes!” 

“Hungry Smecd’s broken the record!” 

“Pancakes at Conover’s— free pancakes!” 

The word jumped from house to house, the campus was emptied in 
a trice. The road became choked with the hungry stream that struggled, 
fought, laughed and shouted as it stormed to Conover’s. 

“Free pancakes! Free pancakes!” 

“Hurrah for Smced!” 

“Hurrah for Hungry Smeed!!” 
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Porcelain Cups 

30 MAY, 1593 

BY JAMES BRANCH CABELL 


*'She was the admirable st lady that ever lived: therefore. Master Doctor, 
if you will do us that favor, as to let us see that peerless dame, we should 
thin\ ourselves much beholding unto you!* 

There was a double wedding some two weekj later in the chapel at 
Longaville: and each marriage appears to have been happy enough. 
The tenth Marquis of Falmouth had begotten sixteen children within 
seventeen years, at the end of which period his wife unluckily died in 
producing a final pledge of affection. This child, a daughter, survived^ 
and was christened Cynthia: of her you may hear later. 

Meanwhile the Earl and the Countess of Pevensey had propagated 
more moderately; and Pevensey had played a larger part in public life 
than was allotted to Falmouth, who did not shine at court. Pevensey, 
indeed, has his sizable niche in history: his Irish expeditions, in 
were once notorious, as well as the circumstances of the EarVs death in 
that year at Triloch Lenoch. His more famous son, then a boy of eight, 
succeeded to the title, and somewhat later, as the world \nows, to the 
hazardous position of chief favorite to Queen Elizabeth. 

**For Pevensey has the vision of a poetf — thus hangar d quotes the 
lonely old Queen, — ''and to balance it, such mathematics as add two 
and two correctly, where you others smir\ and assure me it sums up to 
whatever the Queen prefers. I have need of Pevensey: in this parched 
little age all England has need of Pevensey!* 

T hat is as it may have been : at all events, it is with this Lord Pevensey, 
ct the height of his power, that we have now to do. 
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OF GREATNESS INTIMATELY VIEWED 

A 

A V.H, but they arc beyond praise,** 
said Cynthia Allonby, enraptured. “I have never seen the like of them! 
and certainly you should have presented them to the Queen." 

“Her majesty already possesses a cup of that ware," replied Lord 
Pcvensey. “It was one of her New Year s gifts, from Robert Cecil. Hers 
is, I believe, not quite so fine as either of yours; but then, they tell me, 
there is not the like of this pair in England, nor indeed on the hither 
side of Cataia." 

He set the two pieces of Chinese pottery upon the shelves in the 
south corner of the room. These cups were of that sea-green tint called 
celadon, with a very wonderful glow and radiance. Such oddities were 
the last vogue at court; and Cynthia could not but speculate as to what 
monstrous sum Lord Pevensey had paid for this his most recent gift to 
her. 

Now he turned, smiling, a really superb creature in his blue and gold. 
“I had today another message from the Queen — " 

“George," Cynthia said, with fond concern, “it frightens me to see 
you thus foolhardy, in tempting alike the Queen's anger and the 
Plague." 

“Eh, as goes the Plague, it spares nine out of ten," he answered, 
lightly. “The Queen, I grant you, is another pair of sleeves, for an 
irritated Tudor spares nobody.” 

But Cynthia Allonby kept silence, and did not exactly smile, while 
she appraised her famous young kinsman. She was flattered by, and a 
little afraid of, the gay self-confidence which led anybody to take such 
chances. ... Two weeks ago it was that the terrible painted old Queen 
had named Lord Pevensey to go straightway into France, where, rumor 
had it. King Henri was preparing to renounce the Reformed Religion, 
and making his peace with the Pope: and for two weeks Pevensey had 
lingered, on one pretense or another, at his house in London, with the 
Plague creeping about the city like an invisible incalculable flame, and 
the Queen asking questions at Windsor. Of all the monarchs that had 
ever reigned in England, Elizabeth Tudor was the least used to having 
her orders disregarded. Meanwhile Lord Pevensey came every day to 
the Marquis of Falmouth’s lodgings at Deptford: and every day Lord 
Pevensey pointed out to the Marquis’ daughter that Pevensey, whose 
wife had died in childbirth a year back, did not intend to go into France 
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for nobody could foretell how long a stay, as a widower. Certainly it 
was all very flattering. . . . 

“Yes, and you would be an excellent match,” said Cynthia, aloud, 
^‘i£ that were all. And yet, what must I reasonably expect in marrying, 
sir, the famous Earl of Pevensey?” 

“A great deal of love and petting, my dear. And if there were anything 
else to which you had a fancy, I would get it for you.” 

Her glance went to those lovely cups and lingered fondly. “Yes, dear 
Master Generosity, if it could be purchased or manufactured, you would 
Rct it for me — ” 

“If it exists I will get it for you,” he declared. 

“I think that it exists. But I am not learned enough to know what it 
is. George, if I married you I would have money and fine clothes and 
gilded coaches, and an army of maids and pages, and honor from all 
men. And you would be kind to me, I know, when you returned from 
the day’s work at Windsor — or Holyrood, or the Louvre. But do you 
not see that I would always be to you only a rather costly luxury, like 
those cups, which the Queen’s minister could afford to keep for his 
hours of leisure?” 

He answered; “You are all in all to me. You know it. Oh, very well 
do you know and abuse your power, you adorable and lovely baggage, 
who have kept me dancing attendance for a fortnight, without ever 
giving me an honest yes or no.” He gesticulated. “Well, but life is 
plaguily dull in Deptford village; and it amuses you to twist a Queen’s 
adviser around your finger! I see it plainly, you minx, and I acquiesce 
because it delights me to give you pleasure, even at the cost of some 
dignity. Yet I may no longer shirk the Queen’s business, — no, not even 
to amuse you, my dear.” 

“You said you had heard from her — again?” 

“I had this morning my orders, under Gloriana’s own fair hand, 
cither to depart tomorrow into France or else to come tomorrow to 
Windsor. I need not say that in the circumstances I consider France the 
tnore.wholesome.” 

Now the girl’s voice was hurt and wistful, “So, for the thousandth 
time, is it proven that Queen’s business means more to vou than I do. 
Yes, certainly it is just as I said, George.” 

He observed, unruffled; “My dear, I scent unreason. This is a high 
ixiatter. If the French King compounds with Rome, it means war for 
Protestant England. Even you must see that.” 

She replied, sadly: “Yes, even I! oh, certainly, my lord, even a half- 
witted child of seventeen can perceive as much as that.’ 

“I was not speaking of half-witted persons, as I remember. Well, it 
chances that I am honored by the friendship of our gallant Bearnais, 
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and am supposed to have some claim upon him, thanks to my good 
fortune last year in saving his life from the assassin Barri^re. It chances 
that I may perhaps become, under providence, the instrument of pre- 
serving my fellow countrymen from much grief and trumpet-sounding 
and throat-cutting. Instead of pursuing that chance, two weeks ago — 
as was my duty, — I have dangled at your apron strings, in the vain hope 
of softening the most variable and hardest heart in the world. Now> 
clearly, I have not the right to do that any longer.” 

She admired the ennobled, the slightly rapt look which, she knew, 
denoted that George Bulmer was doing his duty as he saw it, even in 
her disappointment. “No, you have not the right. You are wedded to 
your statecraft, to your patriotism, to your self-advancement, or christen 
it what you will. You are wedded, at all events, to your man’s business. 
You have not the time for such trifles as giving a maid that foolish and 
lovely sort of wooing to which every maid looks forward in her heart 
of hearts. Indeed, when you married the first time it was a kind of 
infidelity; and I am certain that poor, dear mouse-like Mary must have 
felt that often and over again. Why, do you not see, George, even now> 
that your wife will always come second to your real love?” 

“In my heart, dear sophist, you will always come first. But it is not 
permitted that any loyal gentleman devote every hour of his life to 
sighing and making sonnets, and to the general solacing of a maid’s 
loneliness in this dull little Deptford. Nor would you, I am sure, desire 
me to do so.” 

“I hardly know what I desire,” she told him ruefully. “But I know 
that when you talk of your man’s business I am lonely and chilled and 
far away from you. And I know that I cannot understand more than 
half your fine high notions about duty and patriotism and serving Eng- 
land and so on,” the girl declared : and she flung wide her lovely little 
hands, in a despairing gesture. “I admire you, sir, when you talk of 
England. It makes you handsomer — yes, even handsomer! — somehow, 
But all the while I am remembering that England is just an ordinary 
island inhabited by a number of ordinary persons, for the most of whom 
I have no particular feeling one way or the other.” 

He looked down at her for an instant, with queer tenderness. Then 
he smiled. 

“No, I could not quite make you understand, my dear. But, ah, why 
fuddle that quaint little brain by trying to understand such matters as 
lie without your realm? For a woman’s kingdom is the home, my dear, 
and her tlirone is in the heart of her husband — ” 

“All this is but another way of saying your lordship would have us 
cups upon a shelf,” she pointed out,— “in readiness for your leisure.^ 

He shrugged, said “Nonsense!” and began more lightly to talk of 
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other matters. Thus and thus he would do in France, such and such 
trinkets he would fetch back, — “as toys for the most whimsical, the 
loveliest, and the most obstinate child in all the world,” he phrased it. 
And they would be married, Pevensey declared, in September : nor (he 
gayly said) did he propose to have any further argument about it. Chil- 
dren should be seen — the proverb was dusty, but it particularly applied 
to pretty children. 

Cynthi? ^et him talk. She was just a little afraid of his self-confidence, 
and of this tall nobleman’s habit of getting what he wanted, in the end: 
but she dispiritedly felt that Pevensey had failed her. Why, George Bul- 
mer treated her as if she were a silly infant; and his want of her, even in 
that capacity, was a secondary matter: he was going into France, for all 
his petting talk, and was leaving her to shift as she best might, until he 
could spare the time to resume his love-making. . . . 

WHAT COMES OF SCRIBBLING 

Now, when Pevensey had gone, the room seemed darkened by the 
withdrawal of so much magnificence. Cynthia watched from the win- 
dow as the tall Earl rode away, with three handsomely clad retainers. 
Yes, George was very fine and admirable, no doubt of it: even so, there 
was relief in the reflection that for a month or two she was rid of him. 

Turning, she faced a lean, disheveled man, who stood by the Mag- 
dalen tapestry scratching his chin. He had unquiet bright eyes, this 
out-at-elbows poet whom a marquis’ daughter was pleased to patronize, 
and his red hair was unpardonably tousled. Nor were his manners 
beyond reproach, for now, without saying anything, he, too, went to 
the window. He dragged one foot a little as he walked. 

“So my lord Pevensey departs! Look how he rides in triumph! like 
lame Tamburlaine, with Techelles and Usumcasanc and Thcridamas 
to attend him, and with the sunset turning the dust raised by their 
horses’ hoofs into a sort of golden haze about them. It is a beautiful 
world. And truly. Mistress Cyn,” the poet said, reflectively, “that 
Pevens^ is a very splendid ephemera. If not a king himself, at least he 
goes magnificently to settle the affairs of kings. Were modesty not 
my failing, Mistress Cyn, I would acclaim you as strangely lucky, in 
being beloved by two fine fellows that have not their like in England.’* 

“Truly, you arc not always thus modest. Kit Marlowe — ” 

“But, Lord, how seriously Pevensey takes it all! and takes himself in 
particular! Why, there departs from us, in befitting state, a personage 
whose opinion as to every topic in the world is written legibly in the 
carriage of those fine shoulders, even when seen from behind and from 
so considerable a distance. And in not one syllable do any of these 
opinions differ from the opinions of his great-great-grandfathers. Oho, 
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and hark to Deptford! now all the oafs in the Cornmarket are cheering 
this bulwark of Protestant England, this rising young hero of a people 
with no nonsense about them. Yes, it is a very quaint and rather splendid 
ephemera.” 

The daughter of a marquis could not quite approve of the way in 
which this shoemaker’s son, howsoever talented, railed at his betters. 
“Pevensey will be the greatest man in these kingdoms some day. Indeed, 
Kit Marlowe, there are those who say he is that much already.” 

“Oh, very probably! Still, I am puzzled by human greatness. A cen- 
tury hence what will he matter, this Pevensey? His ascent and his 
declension will have been completed, and his foolish battles and treaties 
will have given place to other foolish battles and treaties, and oblivion 
will have swallowed this glistening bluebottle, plumes and fine lace and 
stately ruff and all. Why, he is but an adviser to the queen of half an 
island, whereas my Tamburlaine was lord of all the golden ancient East; 
and what does my Tamburlaine matter now, save that he gave Kit Mar- 
lowe the subject of a drama? Hah, softly though! for does even that very 
greatly matter? Who really cares today about what scratches were made 
upon wax by that old Euripides, the latchet of whose sandals I am not 
worthy to unloose? No, not quite worthy, as yet!” 

And thereupon the shabby fellow sat down in the tall leather-covered 
‘rhair which Pevensey had just vacated: and this Marlowe nodded his 
flaming head portentously. “Hoh, look you, I am displeased, Mistress 
Cyn, I cannot lend my approval to this over-greedy oblivion that gapes 
for all. No, it is not a satisfying arrangement, that I should teeter in- 
securely through the void on a gob of mud, and be expected by and by 
to relinquish even that crazy foothold. Even for Kit Marlowe death lies 
in wait! and it may be, not anything more after death, not even any 
lovely words to play with. Yes, and this Marlowe may amount to noth- 
ing, after all : and his one chance of amounting to that which he intends 
may be taken away from him at any moment!” 

He touched the breast of a weather-beaten doublet. He gave her that 
queer twisted sort of smile which the girl could not but find attractive, 
somehow. He said; 

“Why, but this heart thumping here inside me may stop any moment 
like a broken clock. Here is Euripides writing better than I : and here 
in my body, under my hand, is the mechanism upon which depend all 
those masterpieces that are to blot the Athenian from the reckoning, and 
f have no control of it!” 

“Indeed, I fear that you control few things,” she told him, “and that 
least of all do you control your taste for taverns and bad women. Oh, I 
hear talcs of you!” And Cynthia raised a reproving forefinger. 
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*True talcs, no doubt.” He shrugged. “Lacking the moon he vainly 
cried for, the child learns to content himself with a penny whistle.” 

“Ah, but the moon is far away,” the girl said, smiling, — “too far to 
hear the sound of human crying: and besides, the moon, as I remember 
it, was never a very amorous goddess — ” 

“Just so,” he answered: “also she was called Cynthia, and she, too 
was beautiful.” 

“Yet is it the heart that cries to me, my poet?” she asked him, softly, 
^‘or just the lips?” 

“Oh, both of them, most beautiful and inaccessible of goddesses.” Then 
Marlowe leaned toward her, laughing and shaking that disreputable 
red head. “Still, you are very foolish, in your latest incarnation, to be 
wasting your rays upon carpet earls who will not outwear a century. 
Were modesty not my failing, I repeat, I could name somebody who 
will last longer. Yes, and — if but I lacked that plaguey virtue, — would 
advise you to go a-gypsying with that nameless somebody, so that two 
manikins might snatch their little share of the big things that are eternal, 
just as the butterfly fares intrepidly and joyously, with the sun for his 
torchboy, through a universe wherein thought cannot estimate the un- 
importance of a butterfly, and wherein not even the chaste moon is very 
important. Yes, certainly I would advise you to have done with this 
vanity of courts and masques, of satins and fans and fiddles, this dallying 
with tinsels and bright vapors; and very movingly I would exhort you 
to seek out Arcadia, traveling hand in hand with that still nameless 
somebody.” And of a sudden the restless man began to sing. 

Sang Kit Marlowe: 

*'Comc live with me and be my love, 

And we will all the pleasures prove 
That hills and valleys, dales and fields. 

Woods or steepy mountain yields, 

^ ''And we will sit upon the roc\s. 

And see the shepherds feed their floc\s 
By shallow rivers, to whose falls 
Melodious birds sing madrigals — ” 

But the girl shook her small, wise head decisively. “That is all very 
fine, but, as it happens, there is no such place as this Arcadia, where 
people can frolic in perpetual sunlight the year round, and find their 
food and clothing miraculously provided. No, nor can you, I am afraid, 
give me what all maids really, in their heart of hearts, desire far more 
than any sugar<andy Arcadia. Oh, as I have so often told you, Kit, I 
think you love no woman. You love words. And your seraglio is ten^ 
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anted by very beautiful words, I grant you, though there is no longer 
any Sestos builded of agate and crystal, cither, Kit Marlowe. For, as you 
may perceive, sir, I have read all that lovely poem you left with me last 
Thursday—” 

She saw how interested he was, saw how he almost smirked. “Aha, so 
you think it not quite bad, eh, the conclusion of my Hero and LeanderV' 

“It is your best. And your middlemost, my poet, is better than aught 
else in English,” she said, politely, and knowing how much he delighted 
to hear such remarks. 

“Come, I retract my charge of foolishness, for you arc plainly a wench 
of rare discrimination. And yet you say I do not love you I Cynthia, you 
are beautiful, you are perfect in all things. You are that heavenly Helen 
of whom I wrote, some persons say, acceptably enough. How strange it 
was I did not know that Helen was dark-haired and pale! for certainly 
yours is that immortal loveliness which must be served by poets in life 
and death.” 

“And I wonder how much of these ardors,” she thought, “is kindled 
by my praise of his verses?” She bit her lip, and she regarded him with 
a hint of sadness. She said, aloud : “But I did not, after all, speak to Lord 
Pevensey concerning the printing of your poem. Instead, I burned your 
Hero and Leander*' 

She saw him jump, as under a whiplash. Then he smiled again, in 
that wry fashion of his. 

“I lament the loss to letters, for it was my only copy. But you knew 
that.” 

“Yes, Kit, I knew it was your only copy.” 

“Oho! and for what reason did you burn it, may one ask?” 

“I thought you loved it more than you loved me. It was my rival, I 
thought — ” The girl was conscious of remorse commingled with a 
mounting joy. 

“And so you thought a jingle scribbled upon a bit of paper could be 
your rival with me!” 

Then Cynthia no longer doubted, but gave a joyous little sobbing 
laugh, for the love of her disreputable dear poet was sustaining the 
stringent testing she had devised. She touched his freckled hand carcss- 
ingly, and her face was as no man had ever seen it, and her voice, too, 
caressed him. 

“Ah, you have made me the happiest of women, Kit! Kit, I am almost 
disappointed in you, though, that you do not grieve more for the loss of 
that beautiful poem.” 

His smiling did not waver; yet the lean, red-haired man stayed mo^ 
tionlcss. “Why, but sec how lightly I take the destruction of mv life-work 
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in this, my masterpiece! For I can assure you it was a masterpiece, the 
fruit of two years’ toil and of much loving repolishment — ” 

“Ah, but you love me better than such matters, do you not?” she asked 
him, tenderly. “Kit Marlowe, 1 adore you! Sweetheart, do you not under- 
stand that a woman wants to be loved utterly and entirely? She wants 
no rivals, not even paper rivals. And so often when you talked of poetry 
I have felt lonely and chilled and far away from you, and I have been 
half envious, dear, of your Heroes and Helens and your other good-for- 
nothing Greek minxes. But now I do not mind them at all. And I will 
make amends, quite prodigal amends, for my naughty jealousy: and 
my poet shall write me some more lovely poems, so he shall — ” 

He said, “You fool!’^ 

And she drew away from him, for this man was no longer smiling. 

“You burned my Hero and Leander! You! you big-eyed fool! You 
lisping idiot! you wriggling, cuddling worm! you silken bag of guts! 
had not even you the wit to perceive it was immortal beauty which 
would have lived long after you and I were stinking dirt? And you, a 
half-witted animal, a shining, chattering parrot, lay claws to it!” 

Marlowe had risen in a sort of seizure, in a condition which was 
really quite unreasonable when you considered that only a poem was at 
stake, even a rather long poem. 

And Cynthia began to smile, with tremulous hurt-looking young lips. 
“So my poet’s love is as selfish as Pevensey’s love! And I was right, after 
all.” 

“Oh, oh!” said Marlowe, “that ever a poet should love a woman! What 
jokes does the lewd flesh contrive!” Of a sudden he was calmer; and 
then rage fell away from him like a dropped cloak, and he viewed her as 
with respectful wonder. “Why, but you sitting there, with goggling 
innocent bright eyes, are an allegory of all that is most droll and tragic. 
Yes, and indeed there is no reason to blame you. It is not your fault that 
every now and then is born a man who serves an idea which is to him 
the most important thing in the world. It is not your fault that this man 
perforce^habits a body to which the most important thing in the world 
is a woman. Certainly, it is not your fault that this compost makes yet 
another jumble of his two desires, and persuades himself that the two 
are somehow allied. The woman inspirew, the woman uplifts, the woman 
strengthens him for his high work, saith he! Well, well, perhaps there 
are such women, but by land and sea I have encountered none of them.” 

All this was said while Marlowe shuffled about the room, with bent 
shoulders, and nodding his tousled red head, and limping as he walked. 
Now Marlowe turned, futile and shabby-looking, just where a while ago 
I^rd Pevensey had loomed resplendent. Again she saw the poet’s queer, 
twisted, jeering smile. 
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“What do you care for my ideals? What do you care for the ideals oi 
that tall earl whom for a fortnight you have held from his proper busi- 
ness? or for the ideals of any man alive? Why, not one thread of that 
dark hair, not one snap of those white little fingers, except when ideals 
irritate you by distracting a man s attention from Cynthia Allonby. 
Otherwise, he is welcome enough to play with his incomprehensible 
toys.” 

He jerked a thumb toward the shelves behind him. 

“Oho, you virtuous pretty ladies! what all you value is such matters 
as those cups: they please the eye, they are worth sound money, and 
people envy you the possession of them. So you cherish your shiny mud 
cups, and you burn my Hero and Leander: and I declaim all this dull 
nonsense over the ashes of my ruined dreams, thinking at bottom of 
how pretty you are, and of how much I would like to kiss you. That is 
the real tragedy, the immemorial tragedy, that I should still hanker 
after you, my Cynthia — ” 

His voice dwelt tenderly upon her name. His fever-haunted eyes were 
tender, too. for just a moment. Then he grimaced. 

“No, I was wrong, — the tragedy strikes deeper. The root of it is that 
there is in you and in all your glittering kind no malice, no will to do 
harm nor to hurt anything, but just a bland and invincible and, upon 
the whole, a well-meaning stupidity, informing a bright and soft and 
delicately scented animal. So you work ruin among those men who 
serve ideals, not foreplanning ruin, not desiring to ruin anything, not 
even having sufficient wit to perceive the ruin when it is accomplished. 
You are, when all is done, not even detestable, not even a worthy peg 
whereon to hang denunciatory sonnets, you shallow-pated pretty crea^ 
tures whom poets — oh, and in youth all men are poets! — whom poets, 
now and always are doomed to hanker after to the detriment of their 
poesy. No, I concede it: you kill without premeditation, and without 
ever suspecting your hands to be anything but stainless. So in logic I 
must retract all my harsh words; and I must, without any hint of re- 
proach, endeavor to bid you a somewhat more civil farewell.” 

She had regarded him, throughout this preposterous and uncalled-for 
harangue, with sad composure, with a forgiving pity. Now she asked 
him, very quietly, “Where are you going, Kit?” 

‘To the Golden Hind, O gentle, patient and unjustly persecuted virgin 
martyr!” he answered, with an exaggerated bow,— “since that is the part 
in which you now elect to posture.” 

“Not to that low- vile place again!” 

“But certainly I intend in that tavern to get tipsy as quickly as possible: 
for then the 6rst woman I see will for the time become the woman 
whom I desire, and who exists nowhere.” And with that the red-haired 
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man departed^ limping and singing as he went to look for a trull in 
Nell Buirs pot-house. 

Sai^ Kit Marlowe: 

**And I will ma\e her beds of roses 
And a thousand fragrant posies; 

A cap of flowers, and a hurtle 
Embroidered all with leaves of myrtle* 

**A gown made of the finest wool 
Which from our pretty lambs we pull; 

Fairdined slippers for the cold, 

With buckles of the purest gold — " 

ECONOMICS OF EGERIA 

She sat quite still when Marlowe had gone. “He will get drunk again,” 
she thought despondently. “Well, and why should it matter to me if he 
docs, after all that outrageous ranting? He has been unforgivably insult- 
ing— Oh, but none the less, I do not want to have him babbling of the 
roses and gold of that impossible fairy world which the poor, frantic 
child really believes in, to some painted woman of the town who will 
laugh at him. I loathe the thought of her laughing at him— and kissing 
him I His notions are wild foolishness; but I at least wish they were not 
foolishness, and that hateful woman will not care one way or the other.” 

So Cynthia sighed, and to comfort her forlorn condition fetched a 
hand-mirror from the shelves whereon glowed her green cups. She 
touched each cup caressingly in passing; and that which she found in 
the mirror, too, she regarded not unappreciatively, from varying angles. 
... Yes, after all, dark hair and a pale skin had their advantages at a 
court where pink and yellow women were so much the fashion as to be 
common. Men remembered you more distinctively. Though nobody 
cared for men, in view of their unreasonable behavior, and their absolute 
sclf-centeredness. . . . Oh, it was pitiable, it was grotesque, she re- 
flected s^ly, how Pevensey and Kit Marlowe had both failed her, after 
so many pretty speeches. 

Still, there was a queer pleasure in being wooed by Kit: his insane 
notions went to one’s head like wine. She would send Meg for him again 
tomorrow. And Pevensey was, of course, the best match imagin- 
able. . . . No, it would be too heartless to dismiss George Bulmer out- 
right. It was unreasonable of him to desert her because a Gascon 
threatened to go to mass : but, after all, she would probably marry George, 
in the end. He was really almost uncndurably silly, though, about Eng- 
land and freedom and religion and right and wrong and things like 
that. Yes, it would be tedious to have a husband who often talked to you 
as though he were addressing a public assemblage. . . . Yet, he was very 
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handsome, particularly in his high-flown and most tedious moments; 
that year-old son of his was sickly, and would probably die soon, the 
sweet forlorn little pet, and not be a bother to anybody: and her dear 
old father would be profoundly delighted by the marriage of his daugh- 
ter to a man whose wife could have at will a dozen celadon cups, and 
anything else she chose to ask for. . . . 

But now the sun had set, and the room was growing quite dark. So 
Cynthia stood a-tiptoc, and replaced the mirror upon the shelves, set- 
ting it upright behind those wonderful green cups which had anew 
reminded her of Pevensey’s wealth and generosity. She smiled a little, 
to think of what fun it had been to hold George back, for two whole 
weeks, from discharging that horrible old Queen’s stupid errands. 

TREATS PHILOSOPHICALLY OF BREAKAGE 

The door opened. Stalwart young Captain Edward Musgravc came with 
a lighted candle, which he placed carefully upon the table in the room’s 
center. 

He said: “They told me you were here. I come from London. I bring 
news for you.” 

“You bring no pleasant tidings, I fear — ” 

“As Lord Pevensey rode through the Strand this afternoon, on his 
way home, the Plague smote him. That is my sad news. I grieve to bring 
such news, for your cousin was a worthy gentleman and universally 
respected.” 

“Ah,” Cynthia said, very quiet, “so Pevcnj>uy is dead. But the Plague 
kills quickly!” 

“Yes, yes, that is a comfort, certainly. Yes, he turned quite black in 
the face, they report, and before his men could reach him had fallen 
from his horse. It was all over almost instantly. I saw him afterward, 
hardly a pleasant sight. I came to you as soon as I could, I was vcxatiously 
detained — ” 

“So George Bulmcr is dead, in a London gutter! It seems strange, 
because he was here, befriended by monarchs, and very strong and 
handsome and self-confident, hardly two hours ago. Is that his blood 
upon your sleeve?” 

“Bur of course not! I told you I was vcxatiously detained, almost at 
your gates. Yes, I had the ill luck to blunder into a disgusting business. 
The two rapscallions tumbled out of a doorway under my horse’s very 
nose, egad! It was a near thing I did not ride them down. So I stopped, 
naturally. I regretted stopping, afterward, for I was too late to be of help. 

It was at the Golden Hind, of course. Something really ought to be done 
about that place. Yes, and that rogue Marlcr bled all over a new doublet, 
^ you sec. And the Deptford constables held me with their foolish 
interrogatories—” 



75^ JAMES BRANCH CABELL 

"So one of the fighting men was named Marlowe! Is he dead, too, 
dead in another gutter?” 

"Marlowe or Marler, or something of the sort — wrote plays and son- 
nets and such stuff, they tell me. I do not know anything about him, — 
though, I give you my word, now, those greasy constables treated me as 
though I were a noted frequenter of pot-houses. That sort of thing is 
most annoying. No, it was the other two who were fighting. Marler was 
dead before I got to him. They were all drunk together, and squabbling 
over the bill for what they had drunk. And so, as I was saying, this other 
rascal dug a knife into him — ” 

But now, to Captain Musgrave’s discomfort, Cynthia Allonby had 
begun to weep, heartbrokenly. 

So he cleared his throat, and he patted the back of her hand. “It is a 
great shock to you naturally, — oh, most naturally, and does you great 
credit. But come now, Pevensey is gone, as we must all go some day, 
and our tears cannot bring him back, my dear. We can but hope he is 
better off, poor fellow, and look on it as a mysterious dispensation and 
that sort of thing, my dear — ” 

“Oh, Ned, but people are so cruel! People will be saying that it was I 
who kept poor Cousin George in London these last two weeks, and that 
but for me he would have been in France long ago! And then the 
Queen, Ned! — why, that pig-headed old woman will be blaming it on 
me, that there is nobody to prevent that detestable French King from 
turning Catholic and dragging England into new wars, and I shall not 
be able to go to any of the Court dances! nor to the masques!” sobbed 
Cynthia, “nor anywhere!” 

^TJow, you talk tender-hearted and angelic nonsense. It is noble of you 
to feel that way, of course. But Pevensey did not take proper care of 
himself, and that is all there is to it. Now I have remained in London 
since the Plague’s outbreak. I stayed with my regiment, naturally. We 
have had a few deaths, of course. People die everywhere. But the Plague 
has never bothered me. And why has it never bothered me? Simply 
because I was sensible, took the pains to consult an astrologer, and by his 
advice fvear about my neck, night and day, a bag containing tablets of 
toad’s blood and arsenic. It is an infallible specific for men born in 
Febfuary. No, not for a moment do I wish to speak harshly of the dead, 
but sensible persons cannot but consider Lord Pevensey’s death to have 
been caused by his own carelessness.” 

“Now, certainly that is true,” the girl said, brightening. “It was really 
his own carelessness and his dear lovable rashness. And somebody could 
explain it to the Queen. Besides, I often think that wars are good for the 
public spirit of a nation, and bring out its true manhood. But then it 
Upset me, too, a little, Ned, to hear about this Marlowe. — ^for I must tell 
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you that I knew the poor man, very slightly. So I happen to know that 
today he flung off in a rage, and began drinking, because somebody, 
almost by pure chance, had burned a packet of his verses—” 

Thereupon Captain Musgrave raised heavy eyebrows, and guffawed 
so heartily that the candle flickered. “To think of the fellow’s putting it 
on that plea! when he could so easily have written some more verses. 
That is the trouble with these poets, if you ask me : they are not practical 
even in their ordinary everyday lying. No, no, the truth of it was that 
the rogue wanted a pretext for making a beast of himself, and seized the 
first that came to hand. Egad, my dear, it is a daily practice with these 
poets. They hardly draw a sober breath. Everybody knows that.” 

Cynthia was looking at him in the half-lit room with very flattering 
admiration. . . . Seen thus, with her scarlet lips a little parted — disclos- 
ing pearls, — and with her naive dark eyes aglow, she was quite incredibly 
pretty and caressablc. She had almost forgotten until now that this stal- 
wart soldier, too, was in love with her. But now her spirits were rising 
venturously, and she knew that she liked Ned Musgrave. He had 
sensible notions; he saw things as they really were, and with him there 
would never be any nonsense about toplofty ideas. Then, too, her dear 
old white-haired father would be pleased, because there was a very fair 
estate. . . . 

So Cynthia said: “I believe you are right, Ned. I often wonder how 
they can be so lacking in self-respect. Oh, I am certain you must be 
right, for it is just what I felt without being able quite to express it. 
You will stay for supper with us, of course. Yes, but you must, because 
it is always a great comfort for me to talk with really sensible personSi 
I do not wonder that you are not very eager to stay, though, for I am 
probably a fright, with my eyes red, and with my hair all tumbling down, 
like an old witch’s. Well, let us see what can be done about it, sir! There 
was a hand-mirror — ” 

And thus speaking, she tripped, with very much the reputed grace of 
a fairy, toward the far end of the room, and standing a-tiptoe, groped at 
the obscure shelves, with a resultant crash of falling china. 

“Oh, but my lovely cups!” said Cynthia, in dismay. “I had forgotten 
they were up there: and now I have smashed both of them, in looking 
for my mirror, sir, and trying to prettify myself for you. And I had so 
fancied them, because they had not their like in England.” 

She looked at the fragments, and then at Musgrave, with wide, inno- 
cent hurt eyes. She was really grieved by the loss of her quaint toys. But 
Musgrave, in his sturdy, common-sense way, only laughed at her seri- 
ousness over such kickshaws. 

“I am for an honest earthenware tankard myself!” he s?M. jovially, 
9 s the two went in to supper. 



BY JOSEPH HERGESHEIMER 


JL HE ketch drifted into the serene 
inclosure of the bay as silendy as the reflections moving over the mirror- 
like surface of the water. Beyond a low arm of land that hid the sea the 
western sky was a single, clear yellow; farther on the left the pale, incal- 
culably old limbs of cypress, their roots bare, were hung with gathering 
shadows as delicate as their own faint foliage. The stillness was empha- 
sized by the ceaseless murmur of the waves breaking on the fiir, sea- 
ward bars. 

John Woolfolk brought the ketch up where he intended to anchor 
and called to the stooping white-clad figure in the bow: “Let go I” There 
was an answering splash, a sudden rasp of hawser, the booms swung 
idle, and the yacht imperceptibly settled into her berth. The wheel 
turned impotently; and, absent-minded, John Woolfolk locked it. He 
dropped his long form on a carpet-covered folding chair near by. He 
was tired. His sailor, Poul Halvard, moved about with a noiseless and 
swift efficiency; he rolled and cased the jib, and then, with a handful of 
canvas stops, secured and covered the mainsail and proceeded aft to the 
jigger. Unlike Woolfolk, Halvard was short— a square figure with a 
smooth, deep-tanned countenance, colorless and steady, pale blue eyes. 
His mouth closed so tightly that it appeared immovable, as if it had 
been carved from some obdurate material that opened for the necessities 
•f neither speech nor sustenance. 

Tall John Woolfolk was darkly tanned, too, and had a gray gaze, by 
turns sharply focused with bright black pupils and blankly introspec- 
tive. He was garbed in white flannels, with bare ankles and sandals, and 
an old, collarless silk shirt, with sleeves rolled back on virile arms incon* 
gniously tattooed with gauzy green cicadas. 

He stayed motionless while Halvard put the yacht in order for the 
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night. The day’s passage through twisting inland waterways, the hazard 
of the tides on shifting flats, the continual concentration on details zl 
once trivial and highly necessary, had been more wearing than the cy- 
clone the ketch had weathered off Barbuda the year before. They had 
been landbound since dawn; and all day John Woolfolk’s instinct had 
revolted against the fields and wooded points, turning toward the open 
sea. 

Halvard disappeared into the cabin; and, soon after, a faint, hot air, 
the smell of scorched metal, announced the lighting of the vapor stove, 
the preparations for supper. Not a breath stirred the surface of the bay. 
The water, as transparently clear as the hardly darkened air, lay like a 
great amethyst clasped by its dim corals and the arm of the land. The 
glossy foliage that, with the exception of a small silver beach, choked 
the shore might have been stamped from metal. It was, John Woolfolk 
suddenly thought, amazingly still. The atmosphere, too, was peculiarly 
heavy, languorous. It was laden with the scents of exotic, flowering 
trees; he recognized the smooth, heavy odor of oleanders and the clearer 
sweetness of orange blossoms. 

He was idly surprised at the latter; he had not known that orange 
groves had been planted and survived in Georgia. Woolfolk gazed more 
attentively at the shore, and made out, in back of the luxuriant tangle, 
the broad white facade of a dwelling. A pair of marine glasses lay on 
the deck at his hand; and, adjusting them, he surveyed the face of a 
distinguished ruin. The windows on the stp’ncd wall were broken in— 
they resembled the empty eyes of the dead; storms had battered loose the 
neglected roof, leaving a corner open to sun and rain; he could see 
through the foliage lower down great columns fallen about a sweeping 
portico. 

The house was deserted, he was certain of that — the melancholy 
wreckage of a vanished and resplendent time. Its small principality, 
flourishing when commerce and communication had gone by water, 
was one of the innumerable victims of progress and of the concentra- 
tion of effort into huge impersonalities. He thought he could trace other 
even more complete ruins, but his interest waned. He laid the glasses 
back upon the deck. The choked bubble of boiling water sounded from 
the cabin, mingled with the irregular sputter of cooking fat and the 
clinking of plates and silver as Halvard set the table. Without, the light 
was fading swiftly; the wavering cry of an owl quivered from the cy- 
press across the water, and the western sky changed from paler yellow 
to green. Woolfolk moved abruptly, and, securing a bucket to the 
handle of which a short rope had been spliced and finished with an 
ornamental Turk’s-head, he swung it overboard and brought it up ludf 
^ull. In the darkness of the bucket the water shone with a ^nt phos* 
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phouscence. Then from a basin he lathered his hands with a thick, 
pinkish paste, washed his face, and started toward the cabin. 

He was already in the companionway when, glancing across the still 
surface of the bay, he saw a swirl moving into view about a small point. 
He thought at first that it was a fish, but the next moment saw the 
white, graceful silhouette of an arm. It was a woman swimming. John 
Woolfolk could now plainly make out the free, solid mass of her hair, 
the naked, smoothly turning shoulder. She was swimming with delib- 
erate ease, with a long, single overarm stroke; and it was evident that 
she had not seen the ketch. Woolfolk stood, his gaze level with the 
cabin top, watching her assured progress. She turned again, moving out 
from the shore, then suddenly stopped. Now, he realized, she saw him. 

The swimmer hung motionless for a breath; then, with a strong, sinu- 
ous drive, she whirled about and made swiftly for the point of land. She 
was visible for a short space, low in the water, her hair wavering in the 
clear flood, and then disappeared abruptly behind the point, leaving 
behind — a last vanishing trace of her silent passage — a smooth, subsid- 
ing wake on the surface of the bay. 

John Woolfolk mechanically descended the three short steps to the 
cabin. There had been something extraordinary in the woman’s brief 
appearance out of the odorous tangle of the shore, with its ruined habi- 
tation. It had caught him unprepared, in a moment of half weary re- 
laxation, and his imagination responded with a faint question to which 
it had been long unaccustomed. But Halvard, in crisp white, standing 
behind the steaming supper viands, brought his thoughts again to the 
day’s familiar routine. 

The cabin was divided through its forward half by the centerboard 
casing, and against it a swinging table had been elevated, an immacu- 
late cover laid, and the yacht’s china, marked in cobalt with the name 
Gar, placed in a polished and formal order. Halvard’s service from the 
stove to the table was as silent and skillful as his housing of the sails; 
he replaced the hot dishes with cold, and provided a glass bowl of trans- 
lucent preserved figs. 

Supper at an end, Woolfolk rolled a cigarette from shag that resem- 
bled coarse black tea and returned to the deck. Night had fallen on 
the shore, but the water still held a pale light; in the east the sky was 
filled with an increasing, co’ d radiance. It was the moon, rising swiftly 
above the flat land. The moonlight grew in intensity, casting inky 
shadows of the spars and cordage across the deck, making the light in 
the cabin a reddish blur by contrast. The icy flood swept over the land, 
bringing out with a new emphasis the close, glossy foliage and broken 
fsifade — it appeared unreal, portentous. The odors of the flowers, of the 
orange blossoms, uncoiled in heavy, palpable waves across the water, 
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accompanied by the owl’s fluctuating cry. The sense of imminence in- 
creased, of a genius loci unguessed and troublous, vaguely threatening 
in the perfumed dark. 


II 

John Woolfolk had said nothing to Halvard of the woman he had seen 
swimming in the bay. He was conscious of no particular reason for 
remaining silent about her; but the thing had become invested with 
a glamour that, he felt, would be destroyed by commonplace discussion. 
He had no personal interest in the episode, he was careful to add. In- 
terests of that sort, serving to connect him with the world, with society, 
with women, had totally disappeared from his life. He rolled and 
lighted a fresh cigarette, and in the minute orange spurt of the match 
his mouth was somber and forbidding. 

The unexpected appearance on the glassy water had merely started 
into being a slight, fanciful curiosity. The women of that coast did not 
commonly swim at dusk in their bays; such simplicity obtained now 
only in the reaches of the highest civilization. There were, he knew, no 
hunting camps here, and the local inhabitants were mere sodden squat- 
ters. A chart lay in its flat canvas case by the wheel; and, in the crystal 
flood of the moon, he easily reaflirmed from it his knowledge of the 
yacht’s position. Nothing could be close by but scattered huts and such 
wreckage as that looming palely above the oleanders. 

Yet a woman had unquestionably appeared swimming from behind 
the point of land off the bow of the Gar, The women native to the lo- 
cality, and the men, too, were fanatical in the avoidance of any unneces- 
sary exterior application of water. His thoughts moved in a monotonous 
circle, while the enveloping radiance constantly increased. It became as 
light as a species of unnatural day, where every leaf was clearly re- 
vealed but robbed of all color and familiar meaning. 

He grew restless, and rose, making his way forward about the narrow 
deck-space outside the cabin. Halvard was seated on a coil of rope 
beside the windlass and stood erect as Woolfolk approached. The sailor 
was smoking a short pipe, and the bowl made a crimson spark in his 
thick, powerful hand. John Woolfolk fingered the wood surface of the 
windlass bitts and found it rough and gummy. Halvard said instinc- 
tively: 

“I’d better start scraping the mahogany tomorrow, it’s getting white.**' 

Woolfolk nodded. Halvard was a good man. He had the valuable 
quality of commonly anticipating spoken desires. He was a Norwegian, 
out of the Lofoden Islands, where sailors are surpassingly schooled in 
the Arctic seas. Poul Halvard, so far as Woolfolk could discover, was 
imnervious to cold, to fatigue, to the insidious whisnering of mere fleslu 
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He was 4 mail without temptation, with an untroubled allegiance to a 
duty that involved an endless, exacting labor; and for those reasons he 
was austere, withdrawn from the community of more fragile and sym- 
pathetic natures. At times his inflexible integrity oppressed John Wool- 
folk. Halvard, he thought, was a difficult man to live up to. 

He turned and absently surveyed the land. His resdessness increased. 
He felt a strong desire for a larger freedom of space than that offered 
by the Gar, and it occurred to him that he might go ashore in the ten- 
der. He moved aft with this idea growing to a determination. In the 
cabin, on the shelf above the berths built against the sides of the ketch, 
he found an old blue flannel coat, with crossed squash rackets and a 
monogram embroidered in yellow on the breast pocket. Slipping it on, 
he dropped over the stern of the tender. 

Halvard came instantly aft, but Woolfolk declined the mutely offered 
service. The oars made a silken swish in the still bay as he pulled away 
from the yacht. The latter’s riding light, swung on the forestay, hung 
without a quiver, like a fixed yellow star. He looked once over his 
shoulder, and then the bow of the tender ran with a soft shock upon 
the beach. Woolfolk bedded the anchor in the sand and then stood gaz- 
ing curiously before him. 

On his right a thicket of oleanders drenched the air with the perfume 
of their heavy poisonous flowering, and behind them a rough clearing 
of saw grass swept up to the debris of the fallen portico. To the left, be- 
yond the black hole of a decaying well, rose the walls of a second brick 
building, smaller than the dwelling. A few shreds of rotten porch clung 
to its face; and the moonlight, pouring through a break above, fell in a 
livid bar across the obscurity of a high single chamber. 

Between the crumbling piles there was the faint trace of a footway, 
and Woolfolk advanced to where, inside a dilapidated sheltering fence, 
he came upon a dark, compact mass of trees and smelled the increasing 
sweetness of orange blossoms. He struck the remains of a board path, 
and progfessed with the cold, waxen leaves of the orange trees brushing 
his face. There was, he saw in the gray brightness, ripe fruit among the 
Ranches, and he mechanically picked an orange and then another. They 
were small but heavy, and had fine skins. 

He tore one open and put a section in his mouth. It was at first sur^ 
prisingly bitter, and he involuntarily flung away what remained in his 
hand. But after a moment he found that the oranges possessed a pun- 
gency and zestful flavor that he had tasted in no others. Then he saw, 
directly before him, a pale, rectangular light which he recognized as 
the opened door of a habitation. 
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He advanced more slowly, and a low, irregular house detached itself 
from the tangled growth pressing upon it from all sides. The doorway, 
dimly lighted by an invisible lamp from within, was now near by; and 
John Woolfolk saw a shape cross it, so swiftly furtive that it was gone 
before he realized that a man had vanished into the hall. There was a 
second stir on the small covered portico, and the slender, white-clad 
figure of a woman moved uncertainly forward. He stopped just at the 
moment in which a low, clear voice demanded: “What do you want?” 

The question was directly put, and yet the tone held an inexplicably 
acute apprehension. The woman s voice bore a delicate, bell-like shiver 
of fear. 

“Nothing,” he hastened to assure her. “When I came ashore I thought 
no one was living here.” 

“You’re from the white boat that sailed in at sunset?” 

“Yes,” he replied, “and I am returning immediately.” 

“It was like magic” she continued. “Suddenly, without a sound, you 
v/ere anchored in the bay.” Even this quiet statement bore the shadowy 
alarm. John Woolfolk realized that it had not been caused by his 
abrupt appearance; the faint accent of dread was fixed in the illusive 
form before him. 

“1 have robbed you, too,” he continued in a lighter tone. “Your 
oranges are in my pocket.” 

“You won’t like them,” she returned in'^hrectly; “they’ve run wild. 
We can’t sell them.” 

“They have a distinct flavor of their own,” he assured her. “I should 
be glad to have some on the Gar.” 

“All you want.” 

“My man will get them and pay you.” 

“Please don’t — ” She stopped abruptly, as if a sudden consideration 
had interrupted a liberal courtesy. When she spoke again the apprehen- 
sion, Woolfolk thought, had increased to palpable fright. “We would 
charge you very little,” she said finally. “Nicholas attends to that.” 

Silence fell upon them. She stood with her hand resting lightly against 
an upright support, coldly revealed by the moon. John Woolfolk saw 
that, although slight, her body was delicately full, and chat her shoul- 
ders held a droop which somehow resembled the shadow on her voice. 
She bore an unmistakable refinement of being, strange in that locality 
of meager humanity. Her speech totally lacked the unintelligible, loose 
slurring of the natives. 

“Won’t you sit down,” she at last broke the silence. “My father wat 
hoc when you came up, but he went in. Strangers disturb him.” 
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Woolfolk moved to the portico, elevated above the ground, where he 
found a momentary place. The woman sank back into a low chair. The 
stillness gathered about them once more, and he mechanically rolled a 
cigarette. Her white dress, although simply and rudely made, gained 
distinction from her free, graceful lines; her feet, in black, heelless slip- 
pers, were narrow and sharply cut. He saw that her countenance bore 
an even pallor on which her eyes made shadows like those on marble. 

These details, unremarkable in themselves, were charged with a 
peculiar intensity. John Woolfolk, who long ago had put such considera- 
tions from his existence, was yet clearly conscious of the disturbing 
quality of her person. She possessed the indefinable property of charm. 
Such women, he knew, stirred life profoundly, reanimating it with ex- 
traordinary efforts and desires. Their mere passage, the pressure of their 
fingers, were more imperative than the life service of others; the flutter 
of their breath could be more tryannical than the most poignant memo- 
ries and vows. 

John Woolfolk thought these things in a manner absolutely detached, 
They touched him at no point. Nevertheless, the faint curiosity stirred 
within him remained. The house unexpectedly inhabited behind the 
ruined facade on the water, the magnetic woman with the echo of ap- 
prehension in her cultivated voice, the parent, so easily disturbed, even 
the mere name “Nicholas,” all held a marked potentiality of emotion; 
they were set in an almost hysterical key. 

He was suddenly conscious of the odorous pressure of the flowering 
trees, of the orange blossoms and the oleanders. It was stifling. He felt 
that he must escape at once, from all the cloying and insidious scents of 
the earth, to the open and sterile sea. The thick tangle in the colorless 
light of the moon, the dimmer portico with its enigmatic figure, were a 
cunning essence of the existence from which he had fled. Life’s traps 
were set with just such treacheries — ^perfume and mystery and the veiled 
lure of sex. 

He rose with an uncouth abruptness, a meager commonplace, and 
hurried lever the path to the beach, toward the refuge, the release, of 
the Gar, 

John Woolfolk woke at dawn. A thin, bluish light filled the cabin; 
above, Halvard was washing the deck. The latter was vigorously swab- 
bing the cockpit when Woolfolk appeared, but he paused. 

“Perhaps,” the sailor said, “you will stay here for a day or two. I’d like 
to unship the propeller, and there’s the scraping. It’s a good anchorage.” 

“We’re moving on south,” Woolfolk replied, stating the determina- 
Jtion with which he had retired. Then the full sense of Halvard’s words 
penetrated his waking mind. The propeller, he knew, had not opened 
properly for a week; and the anchorage was undoubtedly good. This 
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was the last place, before entering the Florida passes, for whatever 
minor adjustments were necessary. 

The matted shore, flushed with the rising sun, was starred with white 
and deep pink blooms; a ray gilded the blank wall of the deserted man- 
sion. The scent of the orange blossoms was not so insistent as it had 
been on the previous evening. The land appeared normal; it exhibited 
none of the disturbing influence of which he had been first conscious. 
Last night’s mood seemed absurd. 

“You are quite right,” he altered his pronouncement; “we’ll put the 
Gar in order here. People are living behind the grove, and there’ll be 
water.” 

He had, for breakfast, oranges brought down the coast, and he was 
surprised at their sudden insipidity. They were little better than faintly 
sweetened water. He turned and in the pocket of his flannel coat found 
one of those he had picked the night before. It was as keen as a knife; 
the peculiar aroma had, without doubt, robbed him of all desire for the 
cultivated oranges of commerce. 

Halvard was in the tender, under the stern of the ketch, when it 
occurred to John Woolfolk that it would be wise to go ashore and 
establish his assertion of an adec]uate water supply. He explained this 
briefly to the sailor, who put him on the small shingle of sand. There 
he turned to the right, moving idly in a direction away from that he had 
taken before. 

He crossed the corner of the demolished abode, made his way through 
a press of sere cabbage palmettos, and emerged suddenly on the blind- 
ing expanse of the sea. The limpid water lay in a bright rim over cor- 
rugated and pitted rock, where shallow ultramarine pools spread gar- 
dens of sulphur-yellow and rose anemones. The land curved in upon 
the left; a ruined landing extended over the placid tide, and, seated 
there with her back toward him, a woman was fishing. 

It was, he saw immediately, the woman of the portico. At the moment 
of recognition she turned, and after a brief inspection, slowly waved her 
hand. He approached, crossing the openings in the precarious boarding 
of the landing, until he stood over her. She said: 

“There’s an old sheepshead under here I’ve been after for a year. If 
you’ll be very still you can sec him.” 

She turned her face up to him, and he saw that her checks were 
without trace of color. At the same time he reaffirmed all that he felt 
before with regard to the potent quality of her being. She had a lustrous 
mass of warm brown hair twisted into a loose knot that had slid for- 
ward over a broad, low brow; a pointed chin; and pale, disturbing lips. 
But her eyes were her most notable feature — they were widely opened 
and extraordinary in color; the only similitude that occurred to John 
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Woolfolk was the gray greenness of olive leaves. In them he felt the 
same foreboding that had shadowed her voice. The fleet passage of her 
gaze left an indelible impression of an expectancy that was at once a 
dread and a strangely youthful candor. She was, he thought, about 
thirty. 

She wore now a russet skirt of thin, coarse texture that, like the dress 
of the evening, took a slim grace from her fine body, and a white waist, 
frayed from many washings, open upon her smooth, round throat. 

“He’s usually by this post,” she continued, pointing down through 
the clear gloom of the water. 

Woolfolk lowered himself to a position at her side, his gaze following 
her direction. There, after a moment, he distinguished the shcepshcad, 
barred in black and white, wavering about the piling. His companion 
was fishing with a short, heavy rod from which time had dissolved the 
varnish, an ineffectual brass reel that complained shrilly whenever the 
lead was raised or lowered, and a thick, freely knotted line. 

“You should have a leader,” he told her. “The old gentleman can 
sec your line too plainly.” 

There was a sharp pull, she rapidly turned the handle of the protest- 
ing reel, and drew up a gasping, bony fish with extended red wings. 

“Another robin I” she cried tragically. “This is getting serious. Din- 
per,” she informed him, “and not sport, is my object.” 

He looked out to where a channel made a deep blue stain through the 
/lalcr cerulean of the sea. The tide, he saw from the piling, was low. 

“There should be a rockfish in the pass,” he pronounced. 

“What good if there is?” she returned. “I couldn’t possibly throw out 
there. And if I could, why disturb a rock with this?” She shook the 
short awkward rod, the knotted line. 

He privately acknowledged the palpable truth of her objections, and 
tose. 

“I’ve some fishing things on the ketch,” he said, moving away. He 
blew shrilly on a whistle from the beach, and Halvard dropped over the 
Ga/s^ side into the tender. 

Woolfolk was soon back on the wharf, stripping the canvas cover 
from the long cane tip of a fishing rod brilliandy wound with green and 
vermilion, and fitting it into a dark, $ilver>cappcd butt. He locked a 
capacious reel into place, and, drawing a thin line through agate guides, 
attached a glistening steel leader and chained hook. Then, adding a 
freely swinging lead, he picked up the small mullet that lay by his com- 
panion. 

“Does that have to go?” she demanded. “It’s such a slim chance, and 
jtis my only mullet." 

He ruthlessly sliced a piece from the silvery side; and, rising and 
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switching his rccPs gear, he cast. The lead swung far out across the 
water and fell on the farther side of the channel. 

“But that’s dazzling!” she exclaimed; “as though you had shot it out 
of a gun.” 

He tightened the line, and sat with the rod resting in a leather socket 
fastened to his belt. 

“Now,” she stated, “we will watch at the vain sacrifice of an only 
mullet.” 

The day was superb, the sky sparkled like a great blue sun; schools 
of young mangrove snappers swept through the pellucid water. The 
woman said: 

“Where did you come from and where are you going?” 

“Cape Cod,” he replied; “and I am going to the Guianas.” 

“Isn’t that South America?” she queried. “I’ve traveled far — on maps. 
Guiana,” she repeated the name softly. For a moment the faint dread 
in her voice changed to longing. “I think I know all the beautiful names 
of places on the earth,” she continued: “Tarragona and Scriphos and 
Cambodia.” 

“Some of them you have seen?” 

“None,” she answered simply. “I was born here, in the house you 
know, and I have never been fifty miles away.” 

This, he told himself, was incredible. The mystery that surrounded 
her deepened, stirring more strongly his impersonal curiosity. 

“You arc surprised,” she added; “it’s mad, but true. There — there is a 
reason.” She stopped abruptly, and neglecting her fishing rod, sat with 
her hands clasped about slim knees. She gazed at him slowly, and he 
was impressed once more by the remarkable quality of her eyes, gray- 
green like olive leaves and strangely young. The momentary interest 
created in her by romantic and far names faded, gave place to the fa 
miliar trace of fear. In the long past he would have responded immedi- 
ately to the appeal of her pale, magnetic countenance. ... He had 
broken all connection with society, with — 

There was a sudden, impressive jerk at his line, the rod instantly as- 
sumed the shape of a bent bow, and, as he rose, the reel spindle was 
lost in a gray blur and the line streaked out through the dipping tip. 
His companion hung breathless at his shoulder. 

“He’ll take all your line,” she lamented as the fish continued his 
straight, outward course, while Woolfolk kept an even pressure on the 
rod. 

“A hundred yards,” he announced as he felt a threaded mark wheel 
from under his thumb. Then: “A hundred and fifty. I’m afraid it’s a 
shark.” As he spoke the fish leaped clear of the water, a spot of molteQ 
silver, and fell back in a sparkling blue spray. “It’s a rock/’ he added 
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He stopped the run momentarily; the rod bent perilously double, but 
the fish halted. Woolfolk reeled in smoothly, but another rush followed, 
as strong as the first. A long, equal struggle ensued, the thin line was 
drawn as rigid as metal, the rod quivered and arched. Once the rock- 
fish was close enough to be clearly distinguishable — strongly built, 
heavy-shouldered, with black stripes drawn from gills to tail. But he 
was off again with a short, blundering rush. 

“If you will hold the rod,” Woolfolk directed his companion, “I’ll 
gaff him.” She took the rod while he bent over the wharf’s side. The 
fish, on the surface of the water, half turned; and, striking the gaff 
through a gill, Woolfolk swung him up on the boarding. 

“There,” he pronounced, “are several dinners. I’ll carry him to your 
kitchen,” 

“Nicholas would do it, but he’s away,” she told him; “and my father 
is not strong enough. That’s a leviathan.” 

John Woolfolk placed a handle through the rockfish’s gills, and, car- 
rying it with an obvious effort, he followed her over a narrow, trampled 
path through the rasped palmettos. They approached the dwelling from 
behind the orange grove; and, coming suddenly to the porch, surprised 
an incredibly thin, gray man in the act of lighting a small stone pipe 
with a reed stem. He was sitting, but, seeing Woolfolk, he started sharply 
^o his feet, and the pipe fell, shattering the bowl. 

“My father,” the woman pronounced: ‘%ichfield Stope.” 

“Millie,” he stuttered painfully, “you know — I — strangers — ” 

John Woolfolk thought, as he presented himself, that he had never 
before seen such an immaterial living figure. Lichfield Stope was like 
the shadow of a man draped with unsubstantial, dusty linen. Into his 
waxen face beat a pale infusion of blood, as if a diluted wine had been 
poured into a semi-opaque goblet; his sunken lips puffed out and col- 
lapsed; his fingers, dust-colored like his garb, opened and shut with a 
rapid, mechanical rigidity. 

“Father,” Millie Stope remonstrated, “you must manage yourself 
better, IJou know I wouldn’t bring anyone to the house who would 
hurt us. And see — we arc fetching you a splendid rockfish.” 

The older man made a convulsive effort to regain his composure. 

“Ah, yes,” he muttered; “just so.” 

The flush receded from his indeterminate countenance. Woolfolk saw 
that he had a goatee laid like a wasted yellow finger on his chin, and 
that his hands hung on wrists like twisted copper wires from circular 
cuffs fastened with large mosaic buttons. 

“We are alone here,” he proceeded in a fluctuating voice, the voice of 
a shadow; “the man is away. My daughter — I — ” He grew^ inaudible, 
although his lips maintained a faint movement- 
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The* fear that lurked illusively in the daughter was in the parent 
magnified to an appalling panic, an instinctive, acute agony that had 
crushed everything but a thin, tormented spark of life. He passed his 
hand over a brow as dry as the spongy limbs of the cypress, brushing a 
scant lock like dead, bleached moss. 

“The fish,” he pronounced; “yes . . . acceptable.” 

“If you will carry it back for me,” Millie Stope requested; “we have 
no icc; I must put it in water.” He followed her about a bay window 
with ornamental fretting that bore the shreds of old, variegated paint. 
He could see, amid an incongruous wreckage within, a dismantled bil- 
liard table, its torn cloth faintly green beneath a film of dust. They 
turned and arrived at the kitchen door. “ There, please.” She indicated a 
bench on the outside wall, and he deposited his burden, 

“You have been very nice,” she told him, making her phrase less com- 
monplace by a glance of her wide, appealing eyes. “Now, I suppose, you 
will go on across the world?” 

“Not tonight,” he replied distantly. 

“Perhaps, then, you will come ashore again. We see so few people. 
My father would be benefited. It was only at first, so suddenly— he 
was startled.” 

“I'here is a great deal to do on the ketch,” he replied indirectly, main- 
taining his retreat from the slightest advance of life. “1 came ashore to 
discover if you had a large water supply and if I might fill my casks.” 

“Rain water,” she informed him; “the cistern is full.” 

“Then Til send Halvard to you.” He witUrew a step, but paused al 
the incivility of his leaving. 

A sudden weariness had settled over the shoulders of Millie Stope; 
she appeared young and very white. Woolfolk was acutely conscious of 
her utter isolation with the shivering figure on the porch, the unma- 
terialized Nicholas. She had delicate hands. 

“Good-by,” he said, bowing formally. “And thank you for the fisb 
ing.” 

He whistled sharply for the tender. 

IV 

Throughout the afternoon, with a triangular scraping iron, he assisteef 
Halvard in removing the whitened varnish from the yacht’s mahogany- 
They worked silently, with only the shrill note of the edges drawing 
across the wood, while th#" westering sun plunged its diagonal rays fai 
into the transparent depths of the bay. The Gar floated motionless on 
water like a pale evening over purple and silver flowers threaded by 
fish painted the vermilion and green of parrakeets. Inshore the pallid 
cypresses seemed, as John Woolfolk watched them, to twist in febrile 
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pain. With the waning of day the land took on its air of unhealthy 
mystery; the mingled, heavy scents floated out in a sickly tide; the 
ruined facade glimmered in the half light. 

Woolf oik’s thoughts turned back to the woman living in the miasma 
of perfume and secret fear. He heard again her wistful voice pronounce 
the names of far places, of Tarragona and Seriphos, investing them 
with the accent of an intense hopeless desire. He thought of the inexpli- 
cable place of her birth and of the riven, unsubstantial figure of the man 
with the blood pulsing into his ocherous face. Some old, profound error 
or calamity had laid its blight upon him, he was certain; but the most 
lamentable inheritance was not sufficient to account for the acute appre- 
hension in his daughter’s tones. This was different in kind from the 
spiritual collapse of the aging man. It was actual, he realized that; pro- 
cc'^ding — ^in part at least — from without. 

He wondered, scraping with difficulty the underturning of a cathead,, 
if whatever dark tide was centered above her would, perhaps, descend 
through the oleander-scented night and stifle her in the stagnant dwell- 
ing. He had a swift, vividly complete vision of the old man face down 
upon the floor in a flickering, reddish light. 

He smiled in self-contempt at this neurotic fancy; and, straightening 
his cramped muscles, rolled a cigarette. It might be that the years he 
had spent virtually alone on the silence of various waters had affected 
his brain. Halyard’s broad, concentrated countenance, the steady, grave 
gaze and determined mouth, cleared Woolfolk’s mind of its phantoms. 
He moved to the cockpit and from there said: 

‘That will do lor today.” 

Halvard followed, and commenced once more the familiar, ordered 
preparations for supper. John Woolfolk, smoking while the sky turned 
to malachite, became sharply aware of the unthinkable monotony of the 
universal course, of the centuries wheeling in dull succession into in- 
finity. Life seemed to him no more varied than the wire drum in which 
squirrels raced nowhere. His own lot, he told himself grimly, was no 
worse Aan another. Existence was all of the same drab piece. It had 
seemed gay enough when he was young, worked with gold and crimson 
threads, and then — 

His thoughts were broken by Halyard’s appearance in the compan- 
ionway, and he descended to his solitary supper in the contracted, still 
cabin. 

Again on deck his sense of the monotony of life trebled. He bad been 
cruising now about the edges of continents for twelve years. For twelve 
years he had taken no part in the existence of the cities he had passed, as 
o£ren as possible without stopping, and of the villages gathered invit' 
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ingly under their canopies of trees. He was— yes, he must be— forty-six, 
Life was passing away; well, let it . . . worthless. 

The growing radiance of the moon glimmered across the water and 
folded the land in a gossamer veil. The same uneasiness, the inchoate 
desire to go ashore that had seized upon him the night before, reasserted 
its influence. The face of Millie Stope floated about him like a magical 
gardenia in the night of the matted trees. He resisted the pressure 
longer than before; but in the end he was seated in the tender, pulling 
toward the beach. 

He entered the orange grove and slowly approached the house be- 
yond. Millie Stope advanced with a quick welcome. 

“I’m glad,” she said simply. “Nicholas is back. The fish weighed — 

“I think I’d better not know,” he interrupted. “I might be tempted 
to mention it in the future, when it would take on the historic suspicion 
of the fish story.” 

“But it was imposing,” she protested. “Let’s go to the sea; it’s so lim- 
itless in the moonlight.” 

He followed her over the path to where the remains of the wharf 
projected into a sea as black, and as solid apparently, as ebony, and 
across which the moon flung a narrow way like a chalk mark. Millie 
Stope seated herself on the boarding and he found a place near by. She 
leaned forward, with her arms propped up and her chin couched on 
her palms. Her potency increased rather than diminished with associa* 
tion; her skin had a rare texture; her movements, the turn of the wrists, 
were distinguished. He wondered again at UiC strangeness of her situa- 
tion. 

She looked about suddenly and surprised his palpable questioning. 

“You are puzzled,” she pronounced. “Perhaps you are setting me in 
the middle of romance. Please don’t! Nothing you might guess — ” She 
broke off abrupdy, returned to her former pose. “And yet,” she added 
presently, “I have a perverse desire to talk about myself. It’s perverse 
because, although you are a little curious, you have no real interest in 
what I might say. There is something about you lik^* — ^yes, like the cast- 
iron dog that used to stand in our lawn. It rusted away, cold to the Iasi 
and indifferent, although I talked to it by the hour. But I did get a 
little comfort from its stolid painted eye. Perhaps you’d act in the same 
way. 

“And then,” she went on when Woolfolk had somberly failed to 
comment, “you are going away, you will forget, it can’t possibly matter. 
I must talk, now that I have urged myself this far. After all, you needn’t 
have comeback. But where shall I b^in? You should know something 
of the very first. That happened in Virginia. . . . My father didn’t go 
to war,” she said, sudden and clear. She turned her face toward him, 
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and he saw that it had lost its flower-likc quality; it looked as if it had 
been carved in stone. 

“He lived in a small, intensely loyal town,” she continued; “and when 
Virginia seceded it burned with a single high flame of sacrifice. My 
father had been always a diffident man; he collected mezzotints and 
avoided people. So, when the enlistment began, he shrank away from 
he crowds and hot speeches, and the men went off without him. He 
•ived in complete retirement then, with his prints, in a town of women, 
it wasn’t impossible at first; he discussed the situation with the few old 
tradesmen that remained, and exchanged bows with the wives and 
daughters of his friends. But when the dead commenced to be brought 
in from the front it got worse. Belle Semple — he had always thought 
her unusually nice and pretty — mocked at him on the street. Then one 
morning he found an apron tied to the knob of the front door. 

“After that he went out only at night. His servants had deserted him, 
and he lived by himself in a biggish, solemn house. Sometimes the news 
of losses and deaths would be shouted through his windows; onc^. 
stones were thrown in, but mostly he was let alone. It must have been 
frightful in his empty rooms when the South went from bad to worse.’* 
She paused, and John Woolfolk could see, even in the obscurity, the 
slow shudder that passed over her. 

When the war was over and what men were left returned — one with 
hands gone at the wrists, another without legs in a shabby wheelchair— 
the life ot the town started once more, but my father was forever out- 
side of it. Little subscriptions for burials were made up, small schemes 
for getting the necessities, but he was never asked. Men spoke to him 
again, even some of the women. That was all. 

“I think it was then that a curious, perpetual dread fastened on his 
mind— a fear of the wind in the night, of breaking twigs or sudden 
voices. He ordered things to be left on the steps, and he would peer out 
from under the blind to make sure that the walk was empty before he 
open^ the door. 

**You must realize,” she said in a sharper voice, “that my father was 
not a pure coward at first. He was an extremely sensitive man who 
hated the rude stir of living and who simply asked to be left undis- 
turbed with his portfolios. But life’s not like that. The war hunted him 
out and ruined him; it destroyed his being, just as it destroyed the fop 
tunes of others. 

“Then he began to think — it was absolute fancy — that there was 
conspiracy in the town to kill him. He sent some of his things awa^, 
got together what money he had, and one night left his home secretly 
on foot. He tramped south for weeks, living for a while in small 
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place after place, until he reached Georgia, and then a town about 
fifty miles from here—” 

She broke off, sitting rigidly erect, looking out over the level black 
sea with its shifting, chalky line of light, and a long silence followed. 
The antiphonal crying of the owls sounded over the bubbling swamp, 
the mephitic perfume hung like a vapor on the shore. John Woolfolk 
shifted his position. 

“My mother told me this,” his companion said suddenly. “Father 
repeated it over and over through the nights after they were married. 
He slept only in snatches, and would wake with a gasp and his heart 
almost bursting. I know almost nothing about her, except that she had 
a brave heart — or she would have gone mad. She was English and had 
been a governess. They met in the little hotel where they were married* 
Then father bought this place, and they came here to live.” 

Woolfolk had a vision of the tenuous figure of Lichfield Stope; he 
was surprised that such acute agony had left the slightest trace of 
humanity; yet the other, after forty years of torment, still survived to 
shudder at a chance footfall, the advent of a casual and harmless 
stranger. 

This, then, was by implication the history of the woman at his side; 
it disposed of the mystery that had veiled her situation here. It was 
surprisingly clear, even to the subtle influence that, inherited from her 
father, had set the shadow of his own obsession upon her voice and 
eyes. Yet, in the moment that she had been made explicable, he re- 
called the conviction that the knowledge of an actual menace lurked 
in her mind; he had seen it in the tension of her body, in the anxiety 
of fleet backward glances. 

The latter, he told himself, might be merely a symptom of mental 
sickness, a condition natural to the influences under which she had 
been formed. He tested and rejected that possibility — there could be 
no doubt of her absolute sanity. It was patent in a hundred details of 
her carriage, in her mentality as it had been revealed in her restrained, 
balanced narrative. 

There was, too, the clement of her mother to be considered. Millie 
Stope had known very little about her, principally the self-evident fact 
of the latter’s “brave heart.” It would have needed that to remain 
steadfast through the racking recitals of the long, waking darks; to 
accompany to this desolate and lonely refuge the man who had had an 
apron tied to his doorknob. In the degree that the daughter had been 
a prey to the man’s fear she would have benefited from the stiffer 
qualities of the English governess. Life once more assumed its cnig- 
uiatic mask. 

His companion said: 
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“All thal!— and I haven’t said a word about myself, the real end of 
my soliloquy. I’m permanently discouraged; I have qualms about bor- 
ing you. No, I shall never find another listener as satisfactory as the 
iron dog.” 

A light glimmered far at sea. “I sit here a great deal,” she informed 
him, “and watch the ships, a thumbprint of blue smoke at day and a 
spark at night, going up and down their water roads. You are enviable 
—getting up your anchor, sailing where you like, safe and free,” Her 
Voice took on a passionate intensity that surprised him; it was sick 
with weariness and longing, with sudden revolt from the pervasive 
apprehension. 

“Safe and free,” he repeated thinly, as if satirizing the condition im- 
plied by those commonplace, assuaging words. He had, in his flight 
from society, sought simply peace. John Woolfolk now questioned all 
his implied success. He had found the elemental hush of the sea, the 
iron aloofness of rocky and uninhabited coasts, but he had never been 
able to still the dull rebellion within, the legacy of the past. A feeling 
of complete failure settled over him. His safety and freedom amounted 
to this — that life had broken him and cast him aside. 

A long, hollow wail rose from the land, and Millie Stope moved 
sharply. 

“There’s Nicholas,” she exclaimed, “blowing on the conch! They 
don’t know where I am; I’d better go in.” 

A small, evident panic took possession of her; the shiver in her 
voice swelled. 

“No, don’t come,” she added. “I’ll be quicker without you.” She 
made her way over the wharf to the shore, but there paused, “I sup- 
pose you’ll be going soon?” 

“Tomorrow probably,” he answered. 

On the ketch Halvard had gone below for the night. The yacht 
swayed slightly to an unseen swell; the riding light moved backward 
and forward, its ray flickering over the glassy water. John Woolfolk 
brought his bedding from the cabin and, disposing it on deck, lay 
with his wakeful dark face set against the far, multitudinous worlds. 


In the morning Halvard proposed a repainting of the engine. 

“The Florida air,” he said, “eats metal overnight.” And the ketch 
remained anchored. 

Later in the day Woolfolk sounded the water casks cradled in the 
cockpit, and, when they answered hollow, directed his man with re- 
gard to their refilling. They drained a cask. Halvard put it on the 
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tender and pulled in to the beach. There he shouldered the empty con- 
tainer and disappeared among the trees. 

Woolfolk was forward, preparing a chain hawser for coral anchor- 
ages, when he saw Halvard tramping shortly back over the sand. He 
entered the tender and, with a vicious shove, rowed with a powerful, 
vindictive sweep toward the ketch. The cask evidently had been left 
behind. He made the tender fast and swung aboard with his notable 
agility. 

“There’s a damn idiot in that house,” he declared, in a surprising 
departure from his customary detached manner. 

“Explain yourself,” Woolfolk demanded shortly. 

“But I’m going back after him,” the sailor stubbornly proceeded. 
“I’ll turn any knife out of his hand.” It was evident that he was labor- 
ing under an intense growing excitement and anger. 

“The only idiot’s not on land,” Woolfolk told him. “Where’s the 
water cask you took ashore.'^” 

“Broken.” 

“How?” 

“I’ll tell you fast enough. There was nobody about when I went up 
to the house, although there was a chair rocking on the porch as if a 
person had just left. I knocked at the door; it was open, and I was 
certain that I heard someone inside, but nobody answered. Then after 
a bit I went around back. The kitchen was open, too, and no one in 
sight. I saw the water cistern and thought I’d fill up, when you could 
say something afterward, I did, and was .oiling the cask about the 
house when this — loggerhead came out of the bushes. He wanted to 
know what I was getting away with, and I explained, but it didn’t 
suit him. He said I might be telling facts and again I mightn’t. I saw 
there was no use talking, and started rolling the cask again; but he 
put his foot on it, and I pushed one way and he the other — ” 

“And between you, you stove in the cask,” Woolfolk interrupted. 

That’s it,” Poul Halvard answered concisely. “Then I got mad, and 
offered to beat in his face, but he had a knife. I could have broken it 
out of his grip — I’ve done it before in a place or two — but I thought 
I’d better come aboard and report before anything general began.” 

John Woolfolk was momentarily at a loss to establish the identity 
of Halyard’s assailant. 

He soon realized, however, that it must be Nicholas, whom he had 
never seen, and who had blown such an imperative summons on the 
conch the night before. Halvard’s temper was communicated to him; 
he moved abruptly to where the tender was fastened, 

“Put me ashore,” he directed. He would make it clear that his maa 
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was not to be interrupted in the execution of his orders, and that his 
property could not be arbitrarily destroyed. 

When the tender ran upon the beach and had been secured, Hal- 
yard started to follow him, but Woolfolk waved him back. There was 
a stir on the portico as he approached, the flitting of an unsubstantial 
form; but, hastening, John Woolfolk arrested Lichfield Stope in the 
doorway. 

“Morning,” he nodded abruptly. “I came to speak to you about a 
water cask of mine.” 

The other swayed like a thin, gray column of smoke. 

“Ah, yes,” he pronounced with difficulty. “Water cask — ” 

“It was broken here a little while back.” 

At the suggestion of violence such a pitiable panic fell upon the 
older man that Woolfolk halted. Lichfield Stope raised his hands as 
if to ward off the mere impact of the words themselves; his face was 
stained with the thin red tide of congestion. 

“You have a man named Nicholas,” Woolfolk proceeded. “I should 
like to see him.” 

The other made a gesture as tremulous and indeterminate as his 
speech and appeared to dissolve into the hall. John Woolfolk stood 
for a moment undecided and then moved about the house toward the 
kitchen. There, he thought, he might obtain an explanation of the 
breaking of the cask. A man was walking about within and came 
to the door as Woolfolk approached. 

The latter told himself that he had never seen a blanker countenance. 
In profile it showed a narrow brow, a huge, drooping nose, a pinched 
mouth and insignificant chin. From the front the face of the man in 
the doorway held the round, unscored cheeks of a fat and sleepy boy. 
The eyes were mere long glimmers of vision in thick folds of flesh; 
the mouth, upturned at the corners, lent a fixed, mechanical smile to 
the whole. It was a countenance on which the passage of time and 
thoughts had left no mark; its stolidity had been moved by no feel- 
ing. His body was heavy and sagging. It possessed, Woolfolk recog- 
nized, a considerable unwieldy strength, and was completely covered 
by a variously spotted and streaked apron. 

“Are you Nicholas.?” John Woolfolk demanded. 

The other nodded. 

“Then, I take it, you are the man who broke my water cask.” 

“It was full of our water,” Nicholas replied in a thick voice. 

“That,” said Woolfolk, “I am not going to argue with you. I came 
ashore to instruct you to let my man and my property alone.” 

“Then leave our water be.” 

John Woolfolk’s temper, the instinctive arrogance of men living 
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apart from the necessary submissions of communal life, in positions — 
however small — of supreme command, flared through his l)ody. 

“I told you,” he repeated shortly, “that I would not discuss the ques- 
don of the water. I have no intention of justifying myself to you. Re- 
member — your hands off.” 

The other said surprisingly: “Don’t get me started!” A spasm of 
emotion made a faint, passing shade on his sodden countenance; his 
voice held almost a note of appeal. 

“Whether you ‘start’ or not is without the slightest significance,” 
Woolfolk coldly responded. 

“Mind,” the man went on, “I spoke first.” 

A steady twitching commenced in a muscle at the flange of his nose. 
Woolfolk was aware of an increasing tension in the other, that gained 
a peculiar oppressiveness from the lack of any corresponding outward 
expression. His heavy, blunt hand fumbled under the maculate apron; 
his chest heaved with a sudden, tempestuous breathing. “Don’t start 
me,” he repeated in 1 voice so blurred that the words were hardly rec- 
ognizable. He swallowed convulsively, his emotion mounting to an 
inchoate passion, when suddenly a change was evident. He made a 
short, violent effort to regain his self-control, his gaze fastened on a 
point behind Woolfolk. 

The latter turned and saw Millie Stope approaching, her countenance 
haggard with fear. “What has happened?” she cried breathlessly while 
yet a little distance away. “Tell me at once — ” 

“Nothing,” Woolfolk promptly replied, ..ppalled by the agony in 
her voice. “Nicholas and I had a small misunderstanding. A trivial- 
ity,” he added, thinking of the other’s hand groping beneath the apron. 

VI 

On the morning following the breaking of his water cask John Wool- 
folk saw the slender figure of Millie on the beach. She waved and 
called, her voice coming thin and clear across the water: 

“Are visitors — encouraged?” 

He sent Halvard in with the tender, and as they approached, dropped 
a gangway over the Gar's side. She stepped lightly down into the 
cockpit with a naive expression of surprise at the yacht’s immaculate 
order. The sails lay precisely housed, the stays, freshly tarred, glistened 
in the sun, the brasswork and newly varnished mahogany shone, the 
mathematically coiled ropes rested on a deck as spotless as wood could 
be scraped. 

“Why,” she exclaimed, “it couldn’t be neater if you were two nice 
old ladies!” 

“I warn you,” Woolfolk replied, “Halvard will not regard that par- 
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ticularly as a complimenL He will assure you that the order of a 
proper yacht is beyond the most ambitious dream of a mere house- 
keeper.” 

She laughed as Halvard placed a chair for her. She was, Woolfolk 
thought, lighter in spirit on the ketch than she had been on shore; 
there was the faintest imaginable stain on her petaUike cheeks; her eyes, 
like olive leaves, were almost gay. She sat with her slender knees 
crossed, her fine arms held with hands clasped behind her head, and 
clad in a crisply ironed, crude white dress, into the band of which she 
had thrust a spray of orange blossoms. 

John Woolfolk was increasingly conscious of her peculiar charm. 
Millie Stope, he suddenly realized, was like the wild oranges in the 
neglected grove at her door. A man brought in contact with her 
magnetic being charged with appealing and mysterious emotions, in 
a setting of exotic night and black sea, would find other women, the 
ordinary concourse of society, insipid — ^iike faintly sweetened water. 

She was entirely at home on the ketch, sitting against the im- 
maculate rim of deck and the sea. He resented that familiarity as an 
unwarranted intrusion of the world he had left. Other people, women 
among them, had unavoidably crossed his deck, but they had been 
patently alien, momentary; but Millie, with her still delight at the 
yacht’s compact comfort, her intuitive comprehension of its various 
details — the lamps set in gimbals, the china racks and chart cases slung 
overhead — entered at once into the spirit of the craft that was John 
Woolfolk ’s sole place of being. 

He was now disturbed by the case with which she had established 
herself both in the yacht and in his imagination. He had thought, 
after so many years, to have destroyed all the bonds which ordinarily 
connect men with life; but now a mere curiosity had grown into a 
tangible interest, and the interest showed unmistakable signs of be- 
coming sympathy. 

She smiled at him from her position by the wheel; and he instinc- 
tively responded with such an unaccustomed, ready warmth that hi 
-said abrupdy, seeking refuge in occupation: 

“Why not reach out to sea ? The conditions arc perfect.” 

“Ah, please!” she cried. “Just to take up the anchor would thrill 
me for months.” 

A light west wind was blowing; and deliberate, exactly spaced 
swells, their tops laced with iridescent spray, were sweeping in from a 
sea like a glassy blue pavement. Woolfolk issued a short order, and 
the sailor moved forward with his customary smooth swiftness. The 
tails were shaken loose, the mainsail slowly spread its dazzling expanse 



WILD ORANGES 779 

te the sun, the jib and jigger were trimmed, and the anchor came up 
with a short rush. 

Millie rose with her arms outspread, her chin high and eyes closed. 

“Free!” she proclaimed with a slow, deep breath. 

The sails filled and the ketch forged ahead. John Woolfolk, at the 
wheel, glanced at the chart section beside him. 

' There’s four feet on the bar at low water,” he told Halvard. “The 
tide’s at half flood now.” 

The Gar increased her speed, slipping easily out of the bay, gladly, 
it seemed to Woolfolk, turning toward the sea. The bow rose, and 
the ketch dipped forward over a spent wave. Millie Stope grasped 
the whetlbox. “Free!” she said again with shining eyes. 

The yacht rose more sharply, hung on a wave’s crest and slid lightly 
downward. Woolfolk, with a sinewy, dark hand directing their course, 
was intent upon the swelling sails. Once he stopped, tightening a 
halyard, and the sailor said: 

“The main peak won’t flatten, sir.” 

The swells grew larger. The Gar climbed their smooth heights and 
coasted like a feather beyond. Directly before the yacht they were 
unbroken, but on either side they foamed into a silver quickly reab' 
sorbed in the deeper water within the bar. 

Woolfolk turned from his scrutiny of the ketch to his companion, 
and was surprised to see her, with all the joy evaporated from her 
countenance, clinging rigidly to the rail. He said to himself, “Seasick.” 
Then he realized that it was not a physical illness that possessed her, 
but a profound, increasing terror. She endeavored to smile back at his 
questioning gaze, and said in a small, .uncertain voice: 

“It’s so — so big!” 

For a moment he saw in her a clear resemblance to the shrinking 
figure of Lichfield Slope. It was as though suddenly she had lost her 
fine profile and become indeterminate, shadowy. The gray web of 
the old deflection in Virginia extended over her out of the past — of the 
past that, Woolfolk thought, would not die. 

The Gar rose higher still, dropped into the deep, watery valley, and 
the woman’s face was drawn and wet, the back of her straining hand 
was dead white. Without further delay John Woolfolk put the wheel 
sharply over and told his man, “We’re going about.” Halvard busied 
himself with the shaking sails. 

“Really — Fd rather you didn’t,” Millie gasped. “I must learn . . . 
no longer a child.” 

But Woolfolk held the ketch on her return course; his companion’s 
Danic was growing beyond her control. They passed once more be- 
tween the broken waves and entered the still bay with its border ol 
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flowe^'ing earth. There, when the yacht had been anchored, Millie sat 
gazing silently at the open sea whose bigness had so unexpectedly dis- 
tressed her. Her face was pinched, her mouth set in a straight, hard 
line. That, somehow, suggested to Woolfolk the enigmatic governess; 
it was in contradiction to the rest. 

“How strange,” she said at last in an insuperably weary voice, “to 
be forced back to this place that I loathe, by myself, by my own 
cowardice. It’s exactly as if my spirit were chained — then the body 
could never be free. What is it,” she demanded of John Woolfolk, 
“that lives in our own hearts and betrays our utmost convictions and 
efforts, and destroys us against all knowledge and desire?” 

“It may be called heredity,” he replied; “that is its simplest phase. 
The others extend into the realms of the fantastic.” 

“It’s unjust,” she cried bitterly, “to be condemned to die in a pit 
with all one’s instinct in the sky!” 

The old plea of injustice quivered for a moment over the water 
and then died away. John Woolfolk had made the same passionate 
protest, he had cried it with clenched hands at the withdrawn stars, 
and the profound inattention of Nature had appalled his agony. A 
thrill of pity moved him for the suffering woman beside him. Her 
mouth was still unrelaxed. There was in her the material for a strug- 
gle against the invidious past. 

In her slender frame the rebellion took on an accent of the heroic. 
Woolfolk recalled how utterly he had gone down before mischance. 
But his case had been extreme, he had suffered an unendurable wrong 
at the hand of Fate. Halvard diverted his thoughts by placing before 
them a tray of sugared pineapple and symmetrical cakes. Millie, too, 
lost her tension; she showed a feminine pleasure at the yacht’s fine 
napkins, approved the polish of the glass. 

“It’s all quite wonderful,” she said. 

“I have nothing else to care for,” Woolfolk told her. 

“No place nor people on land?” 

“And you are satisfied?” 

“Absolutely,” he replied with an unnecessary emphasis. He was, he 
told himself aggressively; he wanted nothing more from living and 
had nothing to give. Yet his pity for Millie Stope mounted obscurely, 
bringing with it thoughts, dim obligations and desires, to which he 
had declared himself dead. 

“I wonder if you are to be envied?” she queried. 

A sudden astounding willingness to speak of himself, even of the 
past, swept over him. 
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“Hardly/* he replied. “All the things that men value were killed 
foi me in an instant, in the flutter of a white skirt.” 

“Can you talk aoout it?” 

“There’s almost nothing to tell; it was so unrelated, so senseless and 
blind. It can’t be dressed into a story, it has no moral — no meaning 
Well— it was twelve years ago. I had just been married, and we had 
gone to a property in the country. After two days I had to go into 
town, and when I came back Ellen met me in a breaking cart. It was 
a flag station, buried in maples, with a white road winding back to 
wHere we were staying. 

“Ellen had trouble in holding the horse when the train left, and the 
beast shied going from the station. It was Monday, clothes hung from 
a line in a side yard and a skirt fluttered in a little breeze. The horse 
reared, the strapped back of the seat broke, and Ellen was thrown — 
on her head. It killed her.” 

He fell silent. Millie breathed sharply, and a ripple struck with a 
faint slap on the yacht’s side. Then: “One can’t allow that,” he con- 
tinued in a lower voice, as if arguing with himself; “arbitrary, wanton; 
impossible to accept such conditions — 

“She was young,” he once more took up the narrative; “a girl in a 
tennis skirt with a gay scarf about her waist — quite dead in a second. 
The clothes still fluttered on the line. You see,” he ended, “nothing in- 
structive, tragic — only a crude dissonance.” 

“Then you left everything?” 

He failed to answer, and she gazed with a new understanding and 
interest over the Gar, Her attention was attracted to the beach, and, 
following her gaze, John Woolfoik saw the bulky figure of Nicholas 
gazing at them from under his palm. A palpable change, a swift 
shadow, enveloped Millie Stope. 

“1 must go back,” she said uneasily; “there will be dinner, and my 
father has been alone all morning.” 

Rut Woolfoik was certain that, however convincing the reasons she 
put forward, it was none of these that was taking her so hurriedly 
ashore. The dread that for the past few hours had almost vanished 
from her tones, her gaze, had returned multiplied. It was, he realized, 
the objective fear; her entire being was shrinking as if in anticipation 
of an imminent calamity, a physical blow. 

Woolfoik himself put her on the beach; and, with the tender canted 
on the sand, steadied her spring. As her hand rested on his arm it 
gripped him with a sharp force; a response pulsed through his body; 
and an involuntary color rose in her pale, fine cheeks. 

Nicholas, stolidly set with his shoes half buried in the sand, sur- 
veyed them without a shade of feeling on his thick countenance. But 
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Woolfolk saw that the other’s fingers were crawling toward his pocket 
He realized that the man’s dully smiling mask concealed sultry, ungov- 
erned emotions, blind springs of hate. 

VII 

Again on the ketch the inevitable reaction overtook him. He had 
spoken of Ellen’s death to no one until now, through all the years 
when he had been a wanderer on the edge of his world, and he bit- 
terly regretted his reference to it. In speaking he had betrayed his 
resolution of solitude. Life, against all his instinct, his wishes, had 
reached out and caught him, however lightly, in its tentacles. 

The least surrender, he realized, the slightest opening of his inter- 
est, would bind him with a multitude of attachments; the octopus that 
he dreaded, uncoiling arm after arm, would soon hold him again, a 
helpless victim for the fury Chance. 

He had made a disastrous error in following his curiosity, the insist- 
ent scent of the wild oranges, to the house where Millie had advanced 
on the dim portico. His return there had been the inevitable result of 
the first mistake, and the rest had followed with a fatal ease. What- 
ever had been the deficiences of the past twelve years he had been 
free from new complications, fresh treacheries. Now, with hardly a 
struggle, he was falling back into the old trap. 

The wind died away absolutely, and a haze gatliered delicately over 
the sea, thickening through the afternoon, and turned rosy by the de- 
clining sun. The shore had faded from sight. 

A sudden energy leaped through John Woolfolk and rang out in 
an abrupt summons to Halvard. “Get up anchor,” he commanded. 

Poul Halvard, at the mainstay, remarked tentatively: “There’s nor 
a capful of wind.” 

The wide calm, Woolfolk thought, was but a part of a general 
conspiracy against his liberty, his memories. “Get the anchor up,” he 
repeated harshly. “We’ll go under the engine.” The sudden jarring of 
the G(^s engine sounded muffled in a shut space like the flushed heart 
of a'shell. The yacht moved forward, with a wake like folded gauze, 
into a shimmer of formless and pure color. 

John Woolfolk sat at the wheel, motionless except for an occasional 
scant shifting of his hands. He was sailing by compass; the patent 
log, trailing behind on its long cord, maintained a constant, jerking 
register on its dial. He had resolutely banished all thought save that 
of navigation. Halvard was occupied forward, clearing the deck of 
the accumulations of the anchorage. When he came aft Woolfolk 
said shortly: “No mess ” 

The haze deepened and night fell, and the sailor lighted and placed 
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the port and starboard lights. The binnacle lamp threw up a dim, 
orange radiance on Woolfolk’s somber countenance. He continued 
for three and four and then five hours at the wheel, while the smooth 
clamor of the engine, a slight quiver of the hull, alone marked their 
progress through an invisible element. 

Once more he had left life behind. This had more the aspect of a 
flight than at any time previous. It was, obscurely, an unpleasant 
thought, and he endeavored — unsuccessfully — to put it from him. He 
was but pursuing the course he had laid out, following his necessary, 
inflexible determination. 

His mind for a moment turned independently back to Millie with 
her double burden of fear. He had left her without a word, isolated 
with Nicholas, concealing with a blank smile his enigmatic being, 
and with her impotent parent. 

Well, he was not responsible for her, he had paid for the privilege 
of immunity; he had but listened to her story, volunteering nothing. 
John Woolfolk wished, however, that he had said some final, useful 
word to her before going. He was certain that, looking for the ketch 
and unexpectedly finding the bay empty, she would suffer a pang, if 
only of loneliness. In the short while that he had been there she had 
come to depend on him for companionship, for relief from the insu- 
perable monotony of her surroundings; for, perhaps, still more. He 
wondered what that more might contain. He thought of Millie at the 
present moment, probably lying awake, stef^oed in dread. His flight 
now assumed the aspect of an act of cowardice, of desertion. He re^ 
hearsed wearily the extenuations of his position, but without any 
palpable relief. 

An even more disturbing possibility lodged in his thoughts — he was 
not certain that he did not wish to be actually back with Millie again. 
He felt the quick pressure of her fingers on his arm as she jumped 
from the tender; her magnetic personality hung about him like an 
aroma. Cloaked in mystery, pale and irresistible, she appealed to him 
from the edge of the wild oranges. 

This, he told himself again, was but the manner in which a ruth- 
less Nature set her lures; it was the deceptive vestment of romance. 
He held the ketch relentlessly on her course, with— now— all his 
thoughts, his inclinations, returning to Millie Stope. In a final, des- 
perate rally of his scattering resolution he told himself that he was 
unfaithful to the tragic memory of Ellen. This last stay broke abruptly, 
and left him defenseless against the tyranny of his mounting desires. 
Strangely he felt the sudden pressure of a stirring wind upon his 
face; and, almost with an oath, he put the wheel sharply over and 
the Gar swung about. 
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Poul Halvard had been below, by inference asleep; but when the 
yacht changed her course he immediately appeared on deck. He 
moved aft, but Woolfolk made no explanation, the sailor put no ques- 
tions. The wind freshened, grew sustained. Woolfolk said: 

“Make sail." 

Soon after, the mainsail rose, a ghostly white expanse on the night. 
John Woolfolk trimmed the jigger, shut off the engine; and, moving 
through a sudden, vast hush, they retraced their course. The bay was 
ablaze with sunlight, the morning well advanced, when the ketch 
floated back to her anchorage under the oleanders. 

VIII 

Whether he returned or fled, Woolfolk thought, he was enveloped in 
an atmosphere of defeat. He relinquished the wheel, but remained 
seated, drooping at his post. The indefatigable Halvard proceeded with 
the efficient discharge of his narrow, exacting duties. After a short 
space John Woolfolk descended to the cabin, where, on an unmade 
berth, he fell immediately asleep. 

He woke to a dim interior and twilight gathering outside. He 
shaved — without conscious purpose — with meticulou.** care, and put on 
the blue flannel coat. Later he rowed himself ashore and proceeded 
directly through the orange grove to the house beyond. 

Mille Stope was seated on the portico, and laid a restraining hand on 
her father’s arm as he rose attempting to retreat at Woolfolk’s approach. 
The latter, with a commonplace greeting, resumed his place. 

Millie’s face was dim and potent in the gloom, and Lichfield Stope 
more than ever resembled an uneasy ghost. He muttered in indistinct 
response to a period directed at him by Woolfolk and turned with a 
low, urgent appeal to his daughter. The latter, with a hopeless gesture, 
relinquished his arm, and the other vanished. 

“You were sailing this morning,” Millie commented listlessly. 

“I had gone,” he said without explanation. Then he added: “But I 
came^ack.” 

A silence threatened them which he resolutely broke: “Do you 
remember, when you told me about your father, that you wanted really 
to talk about yourself.? Will you do that now?” 

“Tonight I haven’t the courage.” 

“I am not idly curious,” he persisted. 

“Just what are you?” 

“I don’t know,” he admitted frankly. “At the present moment I’m 
lost, fogged. But, meanwhile, I’d like to give you any assistance in my 
power. You seem, in a mysterious way, needful of help.” 

She turned her head sharply in the direction of the open hall and 
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said in a high, clear voice, that yet rang strangely false: “I am quite 
well cared for by my father and Nicholas.” She moved closer to him, 
dragging her chair across the uneven porch, in the rasp of which she 
added, quick and low: 

“Don’t— please.” 

A mounting exasperation seized him at the secrecy that veiled her, 
hid her from him, and he answered stiffly: “I am merely intrusive.” 

She was seated above him, and she leaned forward and swiftly pressed 
his fingers, loosely clasped about a knee. Her hand was as cold as salt^ 
His irritation vanished before a welling pity. He got now a sharp, 
recognized happiness from her nearness; his feeling for her increased 
with the accumulating seconds. After the surrender, the admission, of 
his return he had grown elemental, sensitized to emotions rather than 
to processes of intellect. His ardor had the poignancy of the period 
beyond youth. It had a trace of the consciousness of the fatal waning 
of life which gave it a depth denied to younger passions. He wished 
to take Millie Stope at once from all memory of the troublous past, 
to have her alone in a totally different and thrilling existence. 

It was a personal and blind desire, born in the unaccustomed tumult 
of his newly released feelings. 

They sat for a long while, silent or speaking in trivialities, when he 
proposed a walk to the sea; but she declined in that curiously loud and 
false tone. It seemed to Woolfolk that, for the moment, she had 
addressed someone not immediately present; and involuntarily he 
looked around. The light of the hidden laiiip in the hall fell in a pale, 
unbroken rectangle on the irregular porch. There was not the shifting 
of a pound’s weight audible in the stillness. 

Millie breathed unevenly; at times he saw she shivered uncontrol- 
lably. At this his feeling mounted beyond all restraint. He said, taking 
her cold hand: “I didn’t tell you why I went last night — it was be- 
cause I was afraid to stay where you were; I was afraid of the change 
you were bringing about in my life. That’s all over now, I — ” 

“Isn’t it quite late?” she interrupted him uncomfortably. She rose 
and her agitation visibly increased. 

He was about to force her to hear all that he must say, but he stopped 
at the mute wretchedness of her pallid face. He stood gazing up at 
her from the rough sod. She clenched her hands, her breast heaved 
sharply, and she spoke in a level, strained voice: 

“It would have been better if you had gone — without coming back. 
My father is unhappy with anyone about except myself— and Nicholas. 
You sec — he will not stay on the porch nor walk about his grounds. 
I am not in need of assistance, as you seem to think. And — thank you 
Good night.” 
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He stood without moving, his head thrown back, regarding her with 
a searchii^ frown. He listened again, unconsciously, and thought he 
beard the low creaking of a board from within. It could be nothing 
but the uneasy peregrination of Lichfield Stope. The sound was re- 
peated, grew louder, and the sagging bulk of Nicholas appeared in 
the doorway. 

The latter stood for a moment, a dark, magnified shape; and then, 
moving across the portico to the farthest window, closed the shutters. 
The hinges gave out a rasping grind, as if they had not been turned 
for months, and there was a faint rattle of falling particles of rusted 
iron. The man forced shut a second set of shutters with a sudden 
violence and went slowly back into the house. Millie Stope said once 
more: 

“Good night.” 

It was evident to Woolfolk that he could gain nothing more at 
present; and stifling an angry protest, an impatient troop of questions, 
he turned and strode back to the tender. However, he hadn’t the 
slightest intention of following Millie’s indirectly expressed wish for 
him to leave. He had the odd conviction that at heart she did not 
want him to go; the evening, he elaborated this feeling, had been all 
a strange piece of acting. Tomorrow he would tear apart the veil 
that hid her from him; he would ignore her every protest and force 
the truth from her. 

He lifted the tender’s anchor from the sand and pulled sharply across 
the water to the Gar, A reddish, misshapen moon hung in the east, 
and when he had mounted to his deck it was suddenly obscured by 
a high, racing scud of cloud; the air had a damper, thicker feel. He 
instinctively moved to the barometer, which he found depressed. The 
wind, that had continued steadily since the night before, increased, 
and there was a corresponding stir among the branches ashore, a 
slapping of the yacht’s cordage against the spars. He turnjd forward 
and half absently noted the increasing strain on the hawser disappear- 
ing in^ the dark tide. The anchor was firmly bedded. The pervasive 
far murmur of the waves on the outer bars grew louder. 

The yacht swung lightly over the choppy water, and a strong 
affection for the ketch that had been his home, his occupation, his 
solace through the past dreary years expanded his heart. He knew the 
Gar's every capability and mood, and they were all good. She was 
an exceptional boat. His feeling was acute, for he knew that the yacht 
bad been superseded. It was already an element of the past, of that 
past in which Ellen lay dead in a tennis skirt, with a bright scarf 
>bout her young waist 

He placed his hand on the mainmast, in the manner in which another 
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might drop a palm on die shoulder of a departing faithful companion, 
and the wind in the rigging vibrated through the wood like a sentient 
and affectionate response. Then he went resolutely down into the cabin, 
facing the future. 

John Woolfolk woke in the night, listened for a moment to the strain- 
ing hull and wind shrilling aloft, and then rose and went forward again 
to examine the mooring. A second hawser now reached into the dark- 
ness. Halvard had been on deck and put out another anchor. The wind 
beat salt and stinging from the sea, utterly dissipating the languorous 
breath of the land, the odors of the exotic, flowering trees. 

IX 

In the morning a storm, driving out of the east, enveloped the coast in 
a frigid, lashing rain. The wind mounted steadily through the middle 
of the day with an increasing pitch accompanied by the basso of the 
racing seas. The bay grew opaque and seamed with white scars. After 
the meridian the rain ceased, but the wind maintained its volume, 
clamoring beneath a leaden pall. 

John Woolfolk, in dripping yellow oilskins, occasionally circled the 
deck of his ketch. Halvard had everything in a perfection of order. 
When the rain stopped, the sailor dropped into the tender and with a 
boat sponge bailed vigorously. Soon after, Woolfolk stepped out upon 
the beach. He was without any plan but the determination to put aside 
whatever obstacles held Millie from him. This rapidly crystallized into 
the resolve to take her with him before anotner day ended. His feeling 
for her, increasing to a passionate need, had destroyed the suspension, 
the deliberate calm of his life, as the storm had dissipated the sunny 
peace of the coast. 

He paused before the ruined facade, weighing her statement that it 
would have been better if he had not returned; and he wondered 
how that would affect her willingness, her ability, to see him today. 
He added the word “ability” instinctively and without explanation. 
And he decided that, in order to have any satisfactory speech with her, 
he must come upon her alone, away from the house. Then he could 
force her to hear to the finish what he wanted to say; in the open they 
might escape from the inexplicable inhibition that lay upon her ex- 
pression of feeling, of desire. It would be necessary, at the same time, 
to avoid the notice of anyone who would warn her of his presence. 
This precluded his waiting at the familiar place on the rotting wharf. 

Three marble stqw, awry and moldy, descended to the lawn from 
a French window in the side of the desolate mansion. They were 
screened by a tangle of rose-mallow, and there John Woolfolk seated 
himself — waiting 
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The wind shrilled about the corner of the house; there was a mourn- 
ful clatter of shingles from above and the frenzied lashing of boughs. 
The noise was so great that he failed to hear the slightest indication 
of the approach of Nicholas until that individual passed directly 
before him. Nicholas stopped at the inner fringe of the beach and, from 
a point where he could not be seen from the ketch, stood gazing out 
at the Gar pounding on her long anchor chains. The man remained 
for an appressively extended period; Woolfolk could see his heavy, 
drooping shoulders and sunken head; and then the other moved to 
the left, crossing the rough open behind the oleanders. Woolfolk had 
a momentary glimpse of a huge nose and rapidly moving lips above 
an impotent chin. 

Nicholas, he realized, remained a complete enigma to him; beyond 
the conviction that the man was, in some minor way, leaden- witted, 
he knew nothing. 

A brief, watery ray of sunlight fell through a rift in the flying 
clouds and stained the tossing foliage pale gold; it was followed by 
a sudden drift of rain, then once more the naked wind. Woolfolk was 
fast determining to go up to the house and insist upon Millie’s hearing 
him, when unexpectedly she appeared in a somber, fluttering cloak, 
with her head uncovered and hair blown back from her pale brow. 
He waited until she had passed him, and then rose, softly calling her 
name. 

She stopped and turned, with a hand pressed to her heart. “I was 
afraid you’d gone out,” she told him. “The sea is like a pack of wolves.” 
Her voice was a low complexity of relief and fear. 

“Not alone,” he replied; “not without you.” 

“Madness,” she murmured, gathering her wavering cloak about her 
breast. She swayed, graceful as a reed in the wind, charged with 
potency. He made an involuntary gesture toward her with his arms; 
but in a sudden accession of fear she eluded him. 

“We must talk,” he told her. “There is a great deal that needs ex- 
plaining, that — I think — I have a right to know, the right of your 
dependence on something to save you from yourself. There is an- 
other right, but only you can give that — ” 

“Indeed,” she interrupted tensely, “you mustn’t stand here talking 
to me.” 

“I shall allow nothing to interrupt us,” he returned decidedly. ‘‘I 
have been long enough in the dark.” 

“But you don’t understand what you will, perhaps, bring on your 
self— on me.” 

“I’m forced to ignore even that last.” 

She glanced hurriedlv about. “Not here then, if you must ” 
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She walked from him, toward the second ruined pile that fronted 
the bay. The steps to the gaping entrance had rotted away and they 
were forced to mount an insecure side piece. The interior, as Woolfolk 
had seen, was composed of one high room, while, above, a narrow, 
open second story hung like a ledge. On both sides were long counters 
with mounting sets of sheWes behind them. 

“This was the store,” Millie told him. “It was a great estate.” 

A dim and moldering fragment of cotton stuff was hanging from 
a forgotten bolt; above, some tinware was eaten with rust; a scale 
hiid crushed in the floor and lay broken on the earth beneath; and 
a ledger, its leaves a single, sodden film of gray, was still open on a 
counter. A precarious stair mounted to the flooring above, and Millie 
Stope made her way upward, followed by Woolfolk. 

There, in the double gloom of the clouds and a small dormer window 
obscured by cobwebs, she sank on a broken box. The decayed walls 
shook perilously in the blasts of the wind. Below they could see the 
?nipiy floor, and through the doorway the somber, gleaming greenery 
without. 

All the patient expostulation that John Woolfolk had prepared dis- 
appeared in a sudden tyrannv of emotion, of hunger for the slender, 
weary figure before him. Seating himself at her side, he burst into a 
torrential expression of passionate desire that mounted with the tide 
of Ills eager words. He caught her hand^, held them in a painful grip, 
and gazed down into her still, frightened face. He stopped abruptly, 
was silent for a tempestuous moment, and then baldly repeated the 
fact of his love. 

Millie Stope said: 

“1 know so little about the love you mean.” Her voice trailed to 
silence; and in a lull of the storm they heard the thin patter of rats 
on the floor below, the stir of bats among the rafters. 

“It’s quickly learned,” he assured her. “Millie, do you feel any re- 
sponse at all in your heart — the slightest return of my longing.?*” 

“I don’t know,” she answered, turning toward him a troubled 
scrutiny. “Perhaps in another surrounding, with things different, I 
might care for you very much — ” 

“I am going to take you into that other surrounding,” he announced. 

She ignored his interruption. “But we .shall never have a chance to 
learn.” She silenced his attempted protest with a cool, flexible palm 
against his mouth. “Life,” she continued, “is so dreadfully in the dark. 
One is lost at the beginning. There are maps to take you safely to the 
Guianas, but none for souls. Perhaps religions are — Again I don’t 
know, I have found nothing secure — only a whirlpool into which I 
will not drag others.” 



790 JOSEPH HERGESHEIMER 

will drag you out,” he asserted. 

She smiled at him, in a momentary tenderness, and continued ; “When 
I was young I never doubted that I would conquer life. I pictured 
myself rising in triumph over circumstance, as a gull leaves the 
sea. . . . When I was young ... If I was afraid of the dark then I 
thought, of course, I would outgrow it; but it has grown deeper than 
my courage. The night is terrible now.” A shiver passed over her. 

“You are ill,” he insisted, “but you shall be cured.” 

“Perhaps, a year ago, something might have been done, with as- 
sistance; yes — with you. Then, whatever is, hadn’t materialized. Why 
did you delay?” she cried in sudden suffering. 

“You’ll go with me tonight,” he declared stoudy. 

“In this?” She indicated the wind beating with the blows of a great 
fist against the swaying sides of the demolished store. “Have you seen 
the sea? Do you remember what happened on the day I went with 
you when it was so beautiful and still?” 

John Woolfolk realized, wakened to a renewed mental clearness 
by the threatening of all that he desired, that — as Millie had in- 
timated — life was too complicated to be solved by a single longing; 
love was not the all-powerful magician of conventional acceptance; there 
were other, no less profound, depths. 

He resolutely abandoned his mere inchoate wanting, and considered 
the elements of the position that were known to him. There was, in 
the first place, that old, lamentable dereliction of Lichfield Stope’s, 
and its aftermath in his daughter. Millie had just recalled to Woolfolk 
the duration, the activity, of its poison. Here there was no possibility 
of escape by mere removal; the stain was within; and it must be 
thoroughly cleansed before she could cope successfully, happily, with 
life. In this, he was forced to acknowledge, he could help her but 
little; it was an affair of spirit; and spiritual values — though they 
might be supported from without — ^had their growth and decrease 
strictly in the individual they animated. 

Still, he argued, a normal existence, a sense of security, would ac- 
complish a great deal; and that in turn hung upon the elimination 
of the second, unknown element — the reason for her backward glances, 
her sudden, loud banalities, yesterday^s mechanical repudiation of his 
offered assistance and the implied wish for him to go. He said gravely: 

“I have been impatient, but you came so sharply into my empty 
existence that I was upset. If you are ill you can cure yourself. Never 
forget your mother’s ‘brave heart.’ But there is something objective, 
immediate, threatening you. Tell me what it is, Millie, and together 
we will ovcrc(MTie and put it away from you forever.” 

She gazed panic-stricken into the empty gloom below. “No! no!” 
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she exclaimed, rising. “You don’t know. I won’t drag you down. Yo» 
must go away at once, tonight, even in the storm.” 

“What is it?” he demanded. 

She stood rigidly erect with her eyes shut and hands clasped at her 
sides. Then she slid down upon the box, lifting to him a white mask 
of fright. 

“It’s Nicholas,” she said, hardly above her breath. 

A sudden relief swept over John Woolfolk. In his mind he dis- 
missed as negligible the heavy man fumbling beneath his soiled apron. 
He wondered how the other could have got such a grip on Millie 
Slope’s imagination. 

The mystery that had enveloped her was fast disappearing, leaving 
them without an obstacle to the happiness he proposed. Woolfolk said 
curtly: 

“Has Nicholas been annoying you?” 

She shivered, with clasped straining hands. 

“He says he’s crazy about me,” she told him in a shuddering voice 
that contracted his heart. “He says that I must — must marry him,, 
or—” Her period trailed abruptly out to silence. 

Woolfolk grew animated with determination, an immediate purpose, 

“Where would Nicholas be at this hour?” he asked. 

She rose hastily, clinging to his arm. “You mustn’t,” she exclaimed, 
yet not loudly. “You don’t know! He is watching — something fright- 
ful would happen.” 

“Nothing ‘frightful,’ ” he returned tolerardy, preparing to descend. 
“Only unfortunate for Nicholas.” 

“You mustn’t,” she repeated desperately, her sheer weight hanging 
from her hands clasped about his neck. “Nicholas is not — not human 
There’s something funny about him. I don’t mean funny, I — ” 

He unclasped her fingers and quietly forced her back to the seat 
on the box. Then he took a place at her side. 

“Now,” he asked reasonably, “what is this about Nicholas?” 

She glanced down into the desolate cavern of the store; the ghostly 
remnant of cotton goods fluttered in a draft like a torn and grimy 
cobweb; the lower floor was palpably bare. 

“He came in April,” she commenced in a voice without any life. 
“The woman we had had for years was dead; and when Nichola' 
asked for work we were glad to take him. He wanted the smallest 
possible wages and was willing to do everything; he even cooked quitt 
nicely. At first he was jumpy — he had asked if many strangers went 
l>y; but then when no one appeared he got easier. • . . He got easier 
and began to do extra things for me. I thanked him — until I under 
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stood. Then I asked father to send him away, but he was afraid; and, 
before I could get up my courage to do it, Nicholas spoke — 

“He said he was crazy about me, and would I please try and be 
good to him. He had always wanted to marry, he went on, and live 
right, but things had gone against him. I told him that he was im- 
pertinent and that he would have to go at once; but he cried and 
begged me not to say that, not to get him ‘started/ ” 

That, John Woolfolk recalled, was precisely what the man had said 
to him. 

“I went back to father and told him why he must send Nicholas 
off, but father nearly suffocated. He turned almost black. Then I got 
frightened and locked myself in my room, while Nicholas sat out on 
the stair and sobbed all night. It was ghastly! In the morning I had 
to go down, and he went about his duties as usual. 

“That evening he spoke again, on the porch, twisting his hands 
exactly as if he were making bread. He repeated that he wanted me 
to be nice to him. He said something wrong would happen if I pushed 
him to it. 

“I think if he had threatened to kill me it would have been more 
possible than his hints and sobs. The thing went along for a month, 
then six weeks, and nothing more happened. I started again and again 
to tell them at the store, two miles back in the pines, but I could never 
get away from Nicholas; he was always at my shoulder, muttering 
and twisting his hands. 

“At last I found something.” She hesitated, glancing once more 
down through the empty gloom, while her fingers swiftly fumbled in 
the band of her waist. 

“I was cleaning his room — it simply had to be done — and had out 
a bureau drawer, when I saw this underneath. He was not in the 
house, and I took one look at it, then put the things back as near as pos- 
sible as they were. I was sc frightened that I slipped it in my dress — had 
no chance to return it.” 

He took from her unresisting hand a folded rectangle of coarse 
gray -paper; and, opening it, found a small handbill with the crudely 
reproduced photograph of a man’s head with a long drooping nose, 
sleepy eyes in thick folds of flesh, and a lax under-lip with a fixed, 
dull smile: 


Wanted for Murder! 

The authorities of Coweta offer Three Hundred Dollars for the 
apprehension of the below, Iscah Nicholas, convicted of the murder 
of Elizabeth SUkto, an aged woman. 
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Ckneral description: Age about forty-eight. Head receding, with large 
nose and stupid expression. Body corpulent but strong. Nicholas has 
no trade and works at general utility. He is a homicidal maniac. 

Wanted for MurderI 

"Kc told me that his name was Nicholas Brandt,” Millie noted in her 
dull voice. 

A new gravity possessed John Woolfolk, 

“You must not go back to the house,” he decided. 

“Wait,” she replied. “I was terribly frightened when he went up 
'0 his room. When he came down he thanked me for cleaning it. 

1 told him he was mistaken, that I hadn’t been in there, but I could 
see he was suspicious. He cried all the time he was cooking dinner, 
in a queer choked way; and afterward touched me — on the arm. 

I swam, but all the water in the bay wouldn’t take away the feel of 
his fingers. Then I saw the boat — you came ashore. 

“Nicholas was dreadfully upset, and hid in the pines for a day or 
more. He told me if I spoke of him it would happen, and if I left it 
would happen — to father. Then he came back. He said that you were 
—were in love with me, and that I must send you away. He added 
that you must go today, for he couldn’t stand waiting any more. He 
said that he wanted to be right, but that things were against him. This 
morning he got dreadful — if I fooled him he’d get you, and me, too, 
and then there was always father for something extra special. That, 
he warned me, would happen if I stayed away for more than an hour.” 
She rose, trembling violently. “Perhaps it’s been an hour now. I must 
go back.” 

John Woolfolk thought rapidly; his face was grim. If he had brought 
a pistol from the ketch he would have shot Iscah Nicholas without 
hesitation. Unarmed, he was reluctant to precipitate a crisis with such 
serious possibilities. He could secure one from the Gar, but even that 
short lapse of time might prove fatal — to Millie or Lichfield Stope. 
Millie’s story was patently fact in every detail. He thought more rapidly 
still— desperately. 

“I must go back,” she repeated, her words lost in a sudden b^ast of 
wind under the dilapidated roof. 

He saw that she was right. 

“Very well,” he acquiesced. “Tell him that you saw me, and that 
I promised to go tonight. Act quietly; say that you have been upset, 
but that you will give him an answer tomorrow. Then at eight o’clock 
“-it will be dark early tonight— walk out to the wharf. That is all 
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But it must be done without any hesitation; you must be even cheerful^ 
kinder to him.” 

He was thinking: She must be out of the way when I meet Nicholas. 
She must not be subjected to the ordeal that will release her from th? 
dread fast crushing her spirit. 

She swayed, and he caught her, held her upright, circled in his steady 
arms. 

“Don’t let him hurt us,” she gasped. “Oh, don’t!” 

“Not now,” he reassured her. “Nicholas is finished. But you must 
help by doing exactly as I have told you. You’d better go on. It won't 
be kmg, hardly three hours, until freedom.” 

She laid her cold cheek against his face, while her arms crept round 
his necL She said nothing; and he held her to him with a sudden 
throb of feeling. They stood for a moment in the deepening gloom, 
bound in a straining embrace, while the rats gnawed in the sagging 
walls of the store and the storm thrashed without. She reluctantly 
•descended the stair, crossed the brok€n floor and disappeared through 
the door. 

A sudden unwillingness to have her return alone to the sobbing 
menace of Iscab Nicholas, the impotent wraith that had been Lichfield 
Stopc, carried him in an impetuous stride to the stair. But there he 
baited. The plan hr had made held, in its simplicity, a larger measure 
•of safety than any immediate, unconsidcred course. 

John Woolfolk waited until she had had time to enter the orangc- 
j-rove; then he followed, turning toward the beach. 

He found Halvard already at the sand’s edge, waiting uneasily with 
the tender, and they crossed the broken water to where the GorV cabin 
flung out a remote, peaceful light. 


The sailor immediately set about his familiar, homely tasks, while 
Woolfolk made a minute inspection of the ketch’s rigging. He de- 
scenjjed to supper with an expression of abstraction, and ate me- 
chanically whatever was placed before him. Afterward he rolled a ciga- 
rette, which he neglected to light, and sat motionless, chin on breast, 
in the warm stillness. 

Halvard cleared the table and John Woolfolk roused himself. He 
turned to the shelf that ran above the berths and secured a small, 
locked tin box. For an hour or more he was engaged alternately writing 
and carefully reading various papers scaled with vermilion wafers. 
Then he called Halvard. 

“I’ll get you to witness these signatures,” he said, rising. Poul Halvard 
hesitatoi; then, with a furrowed brow, clumsily grasped the pen. 
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‘‘Here,” Woolfolk indicated The man wrote slowly, linking forta 
itously the unsteady letters of his name. This arduous task accom^ 
plished, he immediately rose. John Woolfolk again took his place, 
turning to address the other, when he saw that one side of Halvard’s 
face was bluish and rapidly swelling. 

“What’s the matter with your jaw?” he promptly inquired. 

Halvard avoided his gaze, obviously reluctant to speak, but Wool- 
folk's silent interrogation was insistent. Then: 

“I met that Nicholas,” Halvard admitted; “without a knife.’' 

“Well?” Woolfolk insisted. 

“There’s something wrong with this cursed place,” Halvard said 
defiantly. “You can laugh, but there’s a matter in the air that’s not 
natural. My grandmother could have named it. She heard the ravens 
that called Tollfsen’s death, and read Linga’s eyes before she strangu- 
lated herself. Anyhow, when you didn’t come back I got doubtful 
and took the tender in. Then I saw Nicholas beating up through the 
hushes, hiding here and there, and doubling through the grass; so I 
come on him from the back and — and kicked him, quite sudden. 

“He went on his hands, but got up quick for a hulk like himself. 
Sir, this is hard to believe, but it’s Biblical — he didn’t take any mon^ 
notice of the kick than if it had been a flag halyard brushed against 
Kim. He said ‘Go away,’ and waved his foolish hands. 

“I closed in, still careful of the knife, with a remark, and got onto 
his heart. He only coughed and kept telling me in a crying whisper 
to go away. Nicholas pushed me back — thrt’s how I got this face. 
What was the use? I might as well have hit a pudding. Even talk didn’t 
move him. In a little it sent me cold.” He stopped abruptly, grew sullen; 
it was evident that he would say no more in that direction. Woolfolk 
opened another subject: 

“Life, Halvard,” he said, “is uncertain; perhaps tonight I shall 
find it absolutely unreliable. What I am getting at is this: if any- 
thing happens to me — death, to be accurate — the Gar is yours, the 
ketch and a sum of money. It is secured to you in this box, which 
you will deliver to my address in Boston. There is another provision 
that ril mention merely to give you the opportunity to repeat it ver- 
b?lly from my lips: the bulk of anything I have, in the possibility we 
are considering, will go to a Miss Stope, the daughter of Lichfield 
Stopc, formerly of Virginia.” He stood up. “Halvard,” Woolfolk said 
abruptly, extending his hand, expressing for the first time his repeated 
thought, “you are a good man. You are the only steady quantity I 
have ever known. I have paid you tor a part of this, but the most 
M beyond dollars. That I am now acknowledging.” 
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Halvard was cruelly embarrassed. He waited, obviously desiring a 
chance to retreat, and Woolfolk continued in a different vein: 

“I want the canvas division rigged across the cabin and three berths 
iiiade. Then get the yacht ready to go out at any time,” 

One thing more remained; and, going deeper into the tin box, John 
Woolfolk brought out a packet of square envelopes addressed to him 
in a faded, angulai hand. They were all that remained now of his 
youth, of the past. Not a ghost, not a remembered fragrance nor accent, 
rose from the delicate papei. They had been the property of a man 
dead twelve years ago, slain by incomprehensible mischance; and the 
man in the contracted cabin, vibrating from the elemental and violent 
forces without, forebore to open them. He burned the packet to a 
blackish ash on a plate. 

It was, he saw frem the chronometer, seven o’clock; and he rose 
charged with tense energy, engaged in activities of a far different order. 
He unwrapped from many folds of oiled silk a flat, amorphous pistol, 
uglier in its bleak outliiie than the familiar weapons of more graceful 
days; and, sliding into place a filled cartridge clip, he threw a load 
into the barrel. This he deposited in the pocket of a black wool jacket, 
closely buttoned about his long, hard body, and went up on deck. 

Halvard, in a glistening yellow coat, came close up to him, speaking 
with the wind whipping the words from his lips. He said: “She’s 
ready, sir.” 

For a moment Woolfolk made no answer; he stood gazing anxiously 
into the dark that enveloped and hid Millie Stope from him. There 
was another darkness about her, thicker than the mere light, like a 
black cerement dropping over her soul. His eyes narrowed as he replied 
to the sailor: “Good!” 


XI 

John Woolfolk peered through the night toward the land. 

“Put me ashore beyond the point,” he told Halvard; “at a half-sunk 
wharf on the sea.” 

Th^c sailor secured the tender, and, dropping into it, held the small 
boat steady while Woolfolk followed. With a vigorous push they fell 
away from the Gar, Halvard’s oars struck the water smartly and forced 
the tender forward into the beating wind. They made a choppy 
passage to the rim of the bay, where, turning, they followed the thin, 
pale glimmer of the broken water on the land s edge. Halvard pulled 
with short telling strokes, his oarblades stirring into momentary being 
livid blurs of phosphorescence. 

John Woolfolk guided the boat about the point where he had first 
seen Millie swimming. He recalled how strange her unexpected 
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appearance had seemed. It had, however, been no stranger than the 
actuality which had driven her into the bay in the effort to cleanse the 
stain of Iscah Nicholas’ touch. Woolfolk’s face hardened; he was sud- 
denly conscious of the cold weight in his pocket. He realized that he 
would kill Nicholas at the first opportunity and without the slightest 
hesitation. 

The tender passed about the point, and he could hear more clearly 
the sullen clamor of the waves on the seaward bars. The patches of 
green sky had grown larger, the clouds swept by with the apparent 
menace of solid, flying objects. The land lay in a low, formless mass on 
the left. It appeared secretive, a masked place of evil. Its influence 
reached out and subtly touched John Woolfolk’s heart with the pre- 
monition of base treacheries. The tormented trees had the sound of 
Iscah Nicholas sobbing. He must take Millie away immediately; banish 
its last memory from her mind, its influence from her soul. It was the 
latter he always feared, which formed his greatest hazard — to tear from 
her the tendrils of the invidious past. 

The vague outline of the ruined wharf swam forward, and the ten- 
der slid into the comparative quiet of its partial protection. 

“Make fast,” Woolfolk directed. “I shall be out of the boat for a 
while.” He hesitated; then: “Miss Stope will be here; and if, after an 
hour, you hear nothing from me, take her out to the ketch for the 
night. Insist on her going. If you hear nothing from me still, make the 
first town and report.” 

He mouted by a cross pinning to the insecure surface above; and, 
picking his way to solid earth, waited. He struck a match and, covering 
the light with his palm, saw that it was ten minutes before eight. Millie, 
he had thought, would reach the wharf before the hour he had indi- 
cated. She would not at any cost be late. 

The night was impenetrable. Halvard was as absolutely lost as if he 
had dropped, with all the world save the bare, wet spot where Wool- 
folk stood, into a nether region from which floated up great, shuddering 
gasps of agony. He followed this idea more minutely, picturing the 
details of such a terrestrial calamity; then he put it from him with an 
oath. Black thoughts crept insidiously into his mind like rats in a cellar. 
He had ordinarily a rigidly disciplined brain, an incisive logic, and he 
was disturbed by the distorted visions that came to him unbidden. He 
wished, in a momentary panic, instantly suppressed, that he were safely 
away with Millie in the ketch. 

He was becoming hysterical, he told himself with compressed lips — 
no better than Lichfield Stope. The latter rose grayly in his memory, 
and fled across the sea, a phantom body pulsing with a veined fire like 
that stirred from the nocturnal bay. He again consulted his watch, and 
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said aloud, incredulously: “Five minutes past eight.” The inchoate 
crawling of his thoughts changed to an acute, tangible doubt, a mount- 
ing dread. 

He rehearsed the details of his plan, tried it at every turning. It had 
seemed to him at the moment of its birth the best— no, the only— 
thing to do, and it was still without obvious fault. Some trivial happen- 
ing, an unforeseen need of her father’s, had delayed Millie for a minute 
or two. But the minutes increased and she did not appear. All his con- 
flicting emotions merged into a cold passion of anger. He would kill 
Nicholas without a word’s preliminary. The time drew out, Millie did 
not materialize, and his anger sank to the realization of appalling pos- 
sibilities. 

He decided that he would wait no longer. In the act of moving for- 
ward he thought he heard, rising thinly against the fluctuating wind, a 
sudden cry. He stopped automatically, listening with every nerve, but 
there was no repetition of the uncertain sound. As Woolf oik swiftly 
considered it he was possessed by the feeling that he had not heard the 
cry with his actual car but with a deeper, more unaccountable sense. 
He went forward in a blind rush, feeling with extended hands for the 
opening in the tangle, groping a stumbling way through the close dark 
of the matted trees. He fell over an exposed root, blundered into a 
chill, wet trunk, and finally emerged at the side of the desolate mansion. 
Here his way led through saw grass, waist high, and the blades cut at 
him like lithe, vindictive knives. No light showed from the face of the 
house toward him, and he came abrupdy against the bay window of 
the dismantled billiard room. 

A sudden caution arrested him — the sound of his approach might 
precipitate a catastrophe, and he soundlessly felt his passage about the 
house to the portico. The steps creaked beneath his careful tread, but 
the noise was lost in the wind. At first he could see no light; the hall 
door, he discovered, was closed; then he was aware of a faint glimmer 
seeping through a drawn window shade on the right. From without 
he.coold distinguish nothing. He listened, but not a sound rose. The 
stillness was more ominous than cries. 

John Woolfolk took the pistol from his pocket and, automatically re- 
leasing the safety, moved to the door, opening it with his left hand. The 
hall was unlighted; he could feel die pressure of the darkness above. 
"The dank silence flowed over him like chill water rising above his 
heart. He turned, and a dim thread of light, showing through the chink 
of a partly dosed doorway, led him swiftly forward. He paused a 
moment before entering, shrinking from what might be revealed be* 
yOjod, and then flung the door sharply open. 

llis pistol was directed at a low-trimnaed lamp in a chamber empty 
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of all life. He saw a row of large black portfolios on bw supports^ a 
sewing bag spilled of its contents from a chair, a tabic bore a tin tobacco 
jar and the empty skin of a plantain. Then his gaze rested upon the 
floor, on a thin, inanimate body in crumpled alpaca trousers and dark 
jacket, with a peaked, congested face upturned toward the pale light. 
It was Lichfield Stope — dead. 

Woolfolk bent over him, searching for a mark of violence, for the 
cause of the other’s death. At first he found nothing; then, as he moved 
the body — ^its lightness came to him as a shock — he saw that one fragile 
arm had been twisted and broken; the hand hung like a withered 
autumn leaf from its circular cuff fastened with the mosaic button. 
That was all. 

He straightened up sharply, with his pistol leveled at the door. But 
there had been no noise other than that of the wind plucking at the 
old tin roof, rattling the shrunken frames of the windows. Lichfield 
Stope had fallen back with his countenance lying on a doubled arm, as 
if he were attempting to hide from his extinguished gaze the horror of 
his end. The lamp was of the common glass variety, without shade; 
and, in a sudden eddy of air, it flickered, threatened to go out, and a 
thin ribbon of smoke swept up against the chimney and vanished. 

On the wall was a wide stipple print of the early nineteenth century— 
the smooth sward of a village glebe surrounded by the low stone walls 
of ancient dwellings, with a timbered inn behind broad oaks and a 
swinging sign. It was — in the print — serenely evening, and long shad- 
ows slipped out through an ambient glow, ^^^oolfolk, with pistol ele- 
vated, became suddenly conscious of the withdrawn scene, and for a 
moment its utter peace held him spellbound. It was another world, for 
the security, the unattainable repose of which, he longed with a pas- 
sionate bitterness. 

The wind shifted its direction and beat upon the front of the house; 
a different set of windows rattled, and the blast swept compact and 
cold up through the blank hall. John Woolfolk cursed his inertia of 
mind, and once more addressed the profound, tragic mystery that sur- 
lounded him. 

He thought: Nicholas has gone — with Millie. Or perhaps he has left 
her — in some dark, upper space. A maddening sense of impotence set- 
tled upon him. If the man had taken Millie out into the night he had 
no chance of following, finding them. Impenetrable screens of bushes 
lay on every hand, with, behind them, mile after mile of shrouded pine 
woods. 

His plan had gone terribly amiss, with possibilities which he could 
not bring himself to face. All that had happened before in his life, and 
bad seamed so thsuppc^’table at the time, faded to insignificance 
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Shuddering waves of horror swept over him. He raised his hand un- 
steadily, drew it across his brow, and it came away dripping wet. He 
was oppressed by the feeling familiar in evil dreams— of gazing with 
leaden limbs at deliberate, unspeakable acts. 

He shook off the numbness of dread. He must act — ^at once! How? 
A thousand men could not find Iscah Nicholas in the confused dark- 
ness without. To raise the scattered and meager neighborhood would 
consume an entire day. 

The wind agitated a rocking chair in the hall, an erratic creaking 
responded, and Woolfolk started forward, and stopped as he heard 
and then identified the noise. This, he told himself, would not do; the 
hysteria was creeping over him again. He shook his shoulders, wiped 
his palm and took a fresh grip on the pistol. 

Then from above came the heavy, unmistakable fall of a foot. Ii 
was not repeated; the silence spread once more, broken only from 
without. But there was no possibility of mistake, there had been no 
subtlety in the sound — a slow foot had moved, a heavy body had 
shifted. 

At this actuality a new determination seized him; he was conscious 
of a feeling that almost resembled joy, an immeasurable relief at the 
prospect of action and retaliation. He took up the lamp, held it elevated 
while he advanced to the door with a ready pistol. There, however, he 
stopped, realizing the mark he would present moving, conveniently il- 
luminated, up the stair. The floor above was totally unknown to him; 
at any turning he might be surprised, overcome, rendered useless. He 
had a supreme purpose to perform. He had already, perhaps fatally, 
erred, and there must be no further misstep. 

John Woolfolk realized that he must go upstairs in the dark, or with, 
at most, in extreme necessity, a fleeting and guarded matchlight. This, 
too, since he would be entirely without knowledge of his surroundings, 
would be inconvenient, perhaps impossible. He must try. He put the 
lamp back upon the table, moving it farther out of the eddy from the 
dopr^here it would stay lighted against a possible pressing need. Then 
he moved from the wan radiance into the night of the hall. 

XII 

He formed in his mind the general aspect of the house: its width faced 
the orange grove, the stair mounted on the hall’s right, in back of 
which a door gave to the billiard room; on the left was the chamber of 
the lamp, and that, he had seen, opened into a room behind, while 
the kitchen wing, carried to a chamber above, had been obviously added* 
It w^ probable that he would find the same general arrangement oa 



WILD ORANGES 8oi 

the second floor. The hall would be smaller; a space inclosed for a 
bath; and a means of ascent to the roof. 

John Woolfolk mounted the stair quickly and as silendy as possible, 
placing his feet squarely on the body of the steps. At the top the hand- 
rail disappeared; and, with his back to a plaster wall, he moved until 
he encountered a closed door. That interior was above the billiard 
room; it was on the opposite floor he had heard the footfall, and he 
was certain that no one had crossed the hall or closed a door. He con- 
tinued, following the dank wall. At places the plaster had fallen, and 
his fingers encountered the bare skeleton of the house. Farther on h^ 
narrowly escaped knocking down a heavily framed picture — anothc/, 
he thought, of Lichfield Stope’s mezzotints— but he caught it, left h 
hanging crazily awry. 

He passed an open door, recognized the bathroom from the flat tjcior 
of chlorides, reached an angle of the wall and proceeded with ren/wed 
caution. Next he encountered the cold panes of a window and then 
found the entrance to the room above the kitchen. 

He stopped — it was barely possible that the sound he heai d had 
echoed from here. He revolved the wisdom of a match, but — 1 e had 
progressed very well so far — decided negatively. One aspect of the 
situation troubled him greatly — the absence of any sound or warning 
from Millie. It was highly improbable that his entrance to the house 
had been unnoticed. The contrary was probable — that his suddm ap- 
pearance had driven Nicholas above. 

Woolfolk started forward more hurried!/, urged by his inen^asing 
apprehension, when his foot went into the opening of a depressed step 
and flung him sharply forward. In his instinctive effort to avoid falling 
the pistol dropped clattering into the darkness. A sudden choked cry 
sounded beside him, and a heavy, enveloping body fell on his back. 
This sent him reeling against the wall, where he felt the muscles of an 
unwieldy arm tighten about his neck. 

John Woolfolk threw himself back, when a wrist heavily struck his 
shoulder and a jarring blow fell upon the wall. The hand, he knew, 
had held a knife, for he could feel it groping desperately over the plas- 
ter, and he put all his strength into an effort to drag his assailant into 
the middle of the floor. 

It was impossible now to recover his pistol, but he would make it 
difficult for Nicholas to get the knife. The struggle in that way was 
equalized. He turned in the gripping arms about him and the men 
were chest to chest. Neither spoke; each fought solely to get the other 
prostrate, while Nicholas developed a secondary pressure toward the 
blade buried in the wall. This Woolfolk successfully blocked. In the 
supreme effort to bring the struggle to a decisive end neither dealt the 
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other minor injuries. There were no blows— nothing but the straining 
pull of arms, the sudden weight of bodies, the cunning twisting of 
legs. They fought swiftly, whirling and staggering from place to place. 

The hot breath of an invisible gaping mouth beat upon Woolfolk’s 
check. He was an exceptionally powerful man. His spare body had been 
hardened by its years of exposure to the elements, in the constant labor 
he had expended on the ketch, the long contests with adverse winds and 
seas, and he had little doubt of his issuing successful from the present 
crisis. Iscah Nicholas, though his strength was beyond question, was 
heavy and slow. Yet he was struggling with surprising agility. He was 
animated by a convulsive energy, a volcanic outburst characteristic of 
the obsession of monomania. 

The strife continued for an astonishing, an absurd, length of time. 
Woolfolk became infuriated at his inability to bring it to an end, and 
he expended an even greater effort. Nicholas* arms were about his chest; 
he was endeavoring by sheer pressure to crush Woolfolk’s opposition, 
when the latter injected a mounting wrath into the conflict. They spun 
in the open like a grotesque human top, and fell. Woolfolk was momen- 
tarily underneath, but he twisted lithely uppermost. He felt a heavy, 
blunt hand leave his arm and feel, in the dark, for his face. Its purpose 
was to spoil, and he caught it and savagely bent it down and back; but 
a cruel forcing of his leg defeated his purpose. 

This, he realized, could not go on indefinitely; one or the other would 
soon weaken. An insidious doubt of his ultimate victory lodged like a 
burr in his brain. Nicholas’ strength was inhuman; it increased rather 
than waned. He was growing vindictive in a petty way — he tore at 
Woolfolk’s throat, dug the flesh from his lower arm. Thereafter warm 
and gummy blood made John Woolfolk’s grip insecure. 

The doubt of his success grew; he fought more desperately. His 
thoughts, which till now had been clear, logically aloof, were blurred 
in blind spurts of passion. His mentality gradually deserted him; he 
reverted to lower and lower types of the human animal; during the 
accumulating seconds of the strife he swung back through countless 
ccntttfics to the primitive, snarling brute. His shirt was torn from a 
shoulder, and he felt the sweating, bare skin of his opponent pressed 
against him. 

The conflict continued without diminishing. He struggled once 
more to his feet, with Nicholas, and they exchanged battering blows, 
dealt necessarily at random. Sometimes his arm swept violently through 
mere space, at others his fist landed with a satisfying shock on the 
body or his antagonist. The dark was occasionally crossed by flashes*, 
before Woolfolk's smitten eyes, but no actual light pierced the profound 
aight of the upper hall. At times their struggle grew audible* smackine 
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blows fell sharply; but there was no other sound except that of the 
wind tearing at the sashes thundering dully in the loose tin roof, rock- 
ing the dwelling. 

They fell again, and equally their efforts slackened, their grips be- 
came more feeble. Finally, as if by common consent, they rolled apart. 
A leaden tide of apathy crept over Woolfolk’s battered body, folded 
his aching brain. He listened in a sort of indifferent attention to the 
tempestuous breathing of Iscah Nicholas. John Woolfolk wondered 
dully where Millie was. There had been no sign of her since he had 
fallen down the step and she had cried out. Perhaps she was dead 
from fright. He considered this possibility in a hazy, detached manner. 
She would be better dead — if he failed. 

He heard, with litde interest, a stirring on the floor beside him, and 
thought with an overwhelming weariness and distaste that the strife 
was to commence once more. But, curiously, Nicholas moved away 
from him. Woolfolk was glad; and then he was puzzled for a moment 
by the sliding of hands over an invisible wall. He slowly realized that the 
other was groping for the knife he had buried in the plaster. John 
Woolfolk considered a similar search for the pistol he had dropped; he 
might even light a match. It was a rather wonderful weapon and would 
spray lead like a hose of water. He would like exceedingly well to have 
it in his hand with Nicholas before him. 

Then in a sudden mental illumination he realized the extreme peril 
of the moment; and, lurching to his feet, he again threw himself on the 
other. 

The struggle went on, apparently to infinity; it was less vigorous now; 
the blows, for the most part, were impotent. Iscah Nicholas never said 
a word; and fantastic thoughts wheeled through Woolfolk’s brain. He 
lost all sense of the identity of his opponent and became convinced that 
he was combating an impersonal hulk — the thing that gasped and 
smeared his face, that strove to end him, was the embodied and evil 
spirit of the place, a place that even Halvard had seen was damnably 
wrong. He questioned if such a force could be killed, if a being ma- 
terialized from the outer dark could be stopped by a pistol of even the 
latest, most ingenious mechanism. 

They fell and rose, and fell. Woolfolk's fingers were twisted in a 
damp lock of hair; they came away — with the hair. He moved to his 
knees, and the other followed. For a moment they rested face to face, 
with arms limply clasped about the opposite shoulders. Then they 
turned over on the floor; they turned once more, and suddenly the 
darkness was empty beneath John Woolfolk. He fell down and down, 
beating his head on a series of sharp edges; while a second, heavy body 
fell with him by turns under and above. 
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R04 

XIII 

He rose with the ludicrous alacrity of a man who had taken a public 
and awkward misstep. The wan lamplight, diffused from within, made 
just visible the bulk that had descended with him. It lay without mo- 
tion, sprawling upon a lower step and the floor. John Woolfolk moved 
backward from it, his hand behind him, feeling for the entrance to 
the lighted room. He shifted his feet carefully, for the darkness was 
wheeling about him in visible black rings streaked with pale orange 
as he passed into the room. 

Here objects, dimensions, became normally placed, recognizable. He 
saw the mezzotint with its sere and sunny peace, the portfolios on 
their stands, like grotesque and flattened quadrupeds, and Lichfield 
Stope on the floor, still hiding his dead face in the crook of his arm. 

He saw these things, remembered them, and yet now they had new 
significance — they oozed a sort of vital horror, they seemed to crawl 
with a malignant and repulsive life. The entire room was charged with 
this palpable, sentient evil. John Woolfolk defiantly faced the still, cold 
inclosure; he was conscious of an unseen scrutiny, of a menace that 
lived in pictures, moved the fingers of the dead, and that could take 
actual bulk and pound his heart sore. 

He was not afraid of the wrongness that inhabited this muck of 
house and grove and matted bush. He said this loudly to the prostrate 
form; then, waiting a little, repeated it. He would smash the print 
with its fallacious expanse of peace. The broken glass of the smitten 
picture jingled thinly on the floor. Woolfolk turned suddenly and de- 
feated the purpose of whatever had been stealthily behind him; any- 
way it had disappeared. He stood in a strained attitude, listening to the 
aberrations of the wind without, when an actual presence slipped by 
him, stopping in the middle of the floor. 

It was Millie Stope. Her eyes were opened to their widest extent, but 
they had the peculiar blank fixity of the eyes of the blind. Above them 
her hair slipped and slid in a loosened knot. 

“I bad to walk round him,” she protested in a low, fluctuating voice, 
“there was no other way. . • . Right by his head. My skirt — ” She broke 
off and, shuddering, came close to John Woolfolk. “I think we’d better 
go away,” she told him, nodding. “It’s quite impossible here, with him 
in the hall, where you have to pass so close.” 

Woolfolk drew back from her. She too was a part of the house; she 
had led him there — a white flame that he had followed into the swamp. 
And this was no ordinary marsh. It was, he added aloud, “A swamp of 
souls.” 

“Then,” she renlied, “we must leave at onc&” 
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A dragging sound rose from the hall. Millie Stope cowered in a 
voiceless accession of terror; but John Woolf oik, lamp in hand, moved 
to the door. He was curious to see exactly what was happening. The 
bulk had risen; a broad back swayed like a pendulum, and a swollen 
hand gripped the stair rail. The form heaved itself up a step, paused, 
tottering, and then mounted again. Woolfolk saw at once that the 
other was going for the knife buried in the wall above. He watched 
with an impersonal interest the dragging ascent. At the seventh step 
it ceased; the figure crumpled, slid halfway back to the floor. 

“You can’t do it,” Woolfolk observed critically. 

The other sat bowed, with one leg extended stiffly downward, on 
the stair that mounted from the pale radiance of the lamp into impen- 
etrable darkness. Woolfolk moved back into the room and replaced 
the lamp on its table. Millie Stope still stood with open, hanging hands, 
a countenance of expectant dread. Her eyes did not shift from the 
door as he entered and passed her; her gaze hung starkly on what 
might emerge from the hall. 

A deep loathing of his surroundings swept over John Woolfolk, a 
sudden revulsion from the dead man on the floor, from the ponderous 
menace on the stair, the white figure that had brought it all upon him. 
A mounting horror of the place possessed him, and he turned and 
incontinently fled. A complete panic enveloped him at his flight, a blind 
necessity to get away, and he ran heedlessly through the night, with 
head up and arms extended. His feet struck upon a rotten fragment of 
board that broke beneath him, he pushed ♦^hrough a tangle of grass, 
and then his progress was held by soft and dragging sand. A moment 
later he was halted by a chill flood rising abruptly to his knees. He drew 
back sharply and fell on the beach, with his heels in the water of the 
bay. 

An insuperable weariness pinned him down, a complete exhaustion 
of brain and body. A heavy wind struck like a wet cloth on his face. 
The sky had been swept clear of clouds, and stars sparkled in the pure 
depths of the night. They were white, with the exception of one that 
burned with an unsteady yellow ray and seemed close by. This, John 
Woolfolk thought, was strange. He concentrated a frowning gaze upon 
it— perhaps in falling into the soiled atmosphere of the earth it had lost 
its crystal gleam and burned with a turgid light. It was very, very prob- 
able. 

He continued to watch it, facing the tonic wind, until with a clearing 
of his mind, a gasp of joyful recognition, he knew that it was the riding 
light of the Gar, 

Woolfolk sat very still under the pressure of his renewed sanity. Fact 
upon fact, memory on memory, returned, and in proper perspective 
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built up again his mentality, his logic, his scattered powers of beings 
The Gar rode uneasily on her anchor chains; the wind was shifting. 
They must get away!— Halvard, waiting at the wharf— Millie — 

He rose hurriedly to his feet— he had deserted Millie; left her, in all 
her anguish, with her dead parent and Iscah Nicholas. His love for 
her swept back, infinitely heightened by the knowledge of her suffer- 
ing. At the same time there returned the familiar fear of a permanent 
disarrangement in her of chords that were unresponsive to the clumsy 
expedients of affection and science. She had been subjected to a strain 
that might well unsettle a relatively strong will; and she had been 
fragile in the beginning. 

She must be a part of no more scenes of violence, he told himself, 
moving hurriedly through the orange grove; she must be led quietly 
to the tender — that is, if it were not already too late. His entire effort to 
preserve her had been a series of blunders, each one of which might 
well have proved fatal, and now, together, perhaps had. 

He mounted to the porch and entered the hall. The light flowed un 
disturbed from the room on the right; and, in its thin wash, he saw 
that Iscidi Nicholas had disappeared from the lower steps. Immediately, 
however, and from higher up, he heard a shuffling, and could just make 
out a form heaving obscurely in the gloom. Nicholas patently was 
making progress toward the consummation of his one fixed idea; but 
Woolfolk decided that at present he could best afford to ignore him. 

He entered the lighted room, and found Millie seated and gazing in 
dull wonderment at the figure on the floor. 

“I musi tell you about my father,” she said conversationally. “You 
know, in Virginia, the women tied an apron to his door because he 
would not go to war, and for years that preyed on his mind, until he 
was afraid of the slightest thing. He was without a particle of strength- 
just to watch the sun cross the sky wearied him, and the smallest dis- 
agreement upset him for a week.” 

She stopped, lost in amazement at what she contemplated, what was 
CO folbw. 

^‘Tlicn Nicholas — But that isn’t important. I was to meet a man— 
we were going away together, to some place where it would be peace- 
ful. We were to sail there. He said at eight o’clock. Well, at seven 
Nicholas was in the kitchen. I got father into his very heaviest coat, 
and laid out a muffler and his gloves, then sat and waited. I didn’t need 
anything extra, my heart was quite warm. Then father asked why I 
had changed his coat— if I’d told him, he would have died of fright— he 
said he was too hot, and he fretted and worried. Nicholas heard him, 
and he wanted to know why I had put on father’s winter coat. He found 
die muffler and gloves ready and got suspicious. 
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“He stayed in the hall, crying a little— Nicholas cried right often — 
while I sat with father and tried to think of some excuse to get away. 
At last I had to go — for an orange, I said— but Nicholas wouldn’t be- 
lieve it. He pushed me back and told me I was going out to the other. 

“‘Nicholas,’ I said, ‘don’t be silly; nobody would come away from a 
boat on a night like this. Besides, he’s gone away.’ We had that last 
made up. But he pushed me back again. Then I heard father move 
behind us, and I thought — he’s going to die of fright right now. But 
father’s footsteps came on across the floor and up to my side. 

‘“Don’t do that, Nicholas,’ he told him; ‘take your hand from my 
daughter.’ He swayed a little, his lips shook, but he stood facing him. 
Ir was father!” Her voice died away, and she was silent for a moment, 
gazing at the vision of that unsuspected and surprising courage. “Of 
course Nicholas killed him,” she added. “He twisted him away and 
father died. That didn’t matter,” she told Woolfolk; “but the other 
was terribly important, anyone can sec that.” 

John Woolfolk listened intently, but there was no sound from with- 
out. Then, with every appearance of leisure, he rolled and lighted a ciga- 
rette. 

“Splendid!” he said of her recital; “and I don’t doubt you’re right 
about the important thing.” He moved toward her, holding out his 
hand. ‘Splendid! But we must go on — the man is waiting for you.” 

“It’s too late,” she responded indifferently. She redirected her 
thoughts to her parent’s enthralling end. “Do you think a man as 
brave as that should lie on the floor?” she demanded. “A flag,” sh^ 
added obscurely, considering an appropriate covering for the still form. 

“No, not on the floor,” Woolfolk instantly responded. He bent and, 
lifting the body of Lichfield Stope, carried it into the hall, where, relieved 
at the opportunity to dispose of his burden, he left it in an obscure 
corner. 

Iscah Nicholas was stirring again. John Woolfolk waited, gazing up 
the stair, but the other progressed no more than a step. Then he re- 
turned to Millie. 

“Come,” he said. “No time to lose.” He took her arm and exerted 
a gentle pressure toward the door. 

“I explained that it was too late,” she reiterated, evading him. 
“Father really lived, but I died. ‘Swamp of souls,’ ” she added in a 
lower voice. “Someone said that, and it’s true; it happened to me.” 

“The man waiting for you will be worried,” he suggested. “He de^ 
pends absolutely on your coming.” 

'Nice man. Something had happened to him too. He caught a rock- 
fish and Nicholas boiled it in milk for our breakfast.” At the mention 
of Iscah Nicholas a slight shiver passed over her. This was what Wool- 



8o8 JOSEPH HERGESHEIMER 

folk hoped for — a return of her normal revulsion from her surround* 
ings, from the past. 

“Nicholas,” he said sharply, contradicted by a faint dragging from 
the stair, “is dead.” 

“If you could only assure me of that,” she replied wistfully. “If I 
could be certain that he wasn’t in the next shadow I’d go gladly. Any 
other way it would be useless.” She laid her hand over her heart. “I 
must get him out of here — My father did. His lips trembled a little, 
but he said quite clearly: ‘Don’t do that. Don’t touch my daughter.’” 

“Your father was a singularly brave man,” he assured her, rebelling 
against the leaden monotony of speech that had fallen upon them. 
“Your mother too was brave,” he temporized. He could, he decided, 
wait no longer. She must, if necessary, be carried away forcibly. It was 
a desperate chance — the least pressure might result in a permanent, 
jangling discord. Her waist, torn, he saw, upon her pallid shoulder, 
was an insufficient covering against the wind and night. Looking about 
he discovered the muffler, laid out for her father, crumpled on the 
floor; and, with an arm about her, fplded it over her throat and breast. 

“Now we’re away,” he declared in a forced lightness. 

She resisted him for a moment, and then collapsed into his support. 

John Woolfolk half led, half carried her into the hall. His gaze 
searched the obscurity of the stair; it was empty; but from above came 
the sound of a heavy, dragging step. 

XIV 

Outside she cowered pitifully from the violent blast of the wind, the 
boundless, stirred space. They made their way about the corner of the 
house, leaving behind the pale, glimmering rectangle of the lighted 
window. In the thicket Woolfolk was forced to proceed more slowly. 
Millie stumbled weakly over the rough way, apparently at the point of 
slipping to the ground. He felt a supreme relief when the cool sweep 
of the sea opened before him and Halvard emerged from the gloom. 

He halted for a moment, with his arm about Millie’s shoulders, fac- 
ing Ms man. Even in the dark he was conscious of Poul Halvard’s 
stalwart being, of his rocklike integrity. 

“I was delayed,” he said finally, amazed at the inadequacy of his 
words to express the pressure of the past hours. Had they been two or 
four.? He had been totally unconscious of the passage of actual time. In 
the dark house behind the orange grove he had lived through tor- 
mented ages, descended into depths beyond the measured standard of 
Greenwich. Halvard said: 

“Yes, sir.” 

The sound of a blundering progress rose from the path behind them, 
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the breaking of branches and the slipping of a heavy tread on the water- 
soaked ground. John Woolfolk, with an oath, realized that it was 
Nicholas, still animated by his fixed, murderous idea. Millie Stope rec- 
ognized the sound, too, for she trembled violently on his arm. He 
knew that she could support no more violence, and he turned to the 
dim. square-set figure before him. 

“Halvard, it’s that fellow Nicholas. He’s insane — has a knife. Will 
you stop him while I get Miss Stope into the tender ? She’s pretty well 
througL” He laid his hand on the other’s shoulder as he started im- 
mediately forward. “I shall have to go on, Halvard, if anything un- 
fortunate occurs,” he said in a different voice. 

The sailor made no reply; but as Woolfolk urged Millie out over 
the wharf he saw Halvard throw himself upon a dark bulk that broke 
from the wood. 

The tender was made fast fore and aft; and, getting down into the 
uneasy boat, Woolfolk reached up and lifted Millie bodily to his side. 
She dropped in a still, white heap on the bottom. He unfastened the 
painter and stood holding the tender close to the wharf, with his head 
above its platform, straining his gaze in the direction of the obscure 
struggle on land. 

He could see nothing, and heard only an occasional trampling of the 
underbrush. It was difficult to remain detached, give no assistance, 
while Halvard encountered Iscah Nicholas. Yet with Millie in a semi- 
collapse. and the bare possibility of Nicholas’ knifing them both, he felt 
that this was his only course. Halvard was ar_ unusually powerful, ac- 
tive man, and the other must have suffered from the stress of his long 
conflict in the hall. 

The thing terminated speedily. There was the sound of a heavy fall, 
a diminishing thrashing in the saw grass, and silence. An indistinguish- 
able form advanced over the wharf, and Woolfolk prepared to shove 
the tender free. But it was Poul Halvard. He got down, Woolfolk 
thought, clumsily, and mechanically assumed his place at the oars. 
Woolfolk sat aft, with an arm about Millie Stope. The sailor said 
fretfully: 

“I stopped him. He was all pumped out. Missed his hand at first— 
the dark— a scratch.” 

He rested on the oars, fingering his shoulder. The tender swung 
dangerously near the corrugated rock of the shore, and Woolfolk 
sharply directed : “Keep way on her.” 

“Yes, sir,” Halvard replied, once more swinging into his short, effi- 
cient stroke. It was, however, less sure than usual; an oar missed its 
hold and skittered impotcntly over the water drenching Woolfolk with 
a brief, cold spray. Again the bow of the tender dipped into the point 
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of land they were rounding, and John Woolfolk spoke more abruptly 
than before. 

He was seriously alarmed about Millie. Her face was apathetic, al- 
most blank, and her arms hung across his knees with no more response 
than a doll’s. He wondered desperately if, as she had said, her spirit 
had died; if the Millie Stope that had moved him so swiftly and tragi- 
cally from his long indifference, his aversion to life, had gone, leaving 
him more hopelessly alone than before. The sudden extinction of 
Ellen’s life had been more supportable than Millie’s crouching dumoly 
at his feet. His arm unconsciously tightened about her, and she gazed 
up with a momentary, questioning flicker of her wide-opened eyes. He 
repeated her name in a deep whisper, but her head fell forward loosely, 
and left him in racking doubt. 

Now he could see the shortly swaying riding light of the Gar. Hal- 
vard was propelling them vigorously but erratically forward. At times 
he remuttered his declarations about the encounter with Nicholas. The 
stray words reached Woolfolk: 

‘‘Stopped him — the cursed dark — ^a scratch.” 

He brought the tender awkwardly alongside the ketch, with a grind- 
ing shock, and held the boats together while John Woolfolk shifted 
Millie to the deck. Woolfolk took her immediately into the cabin; where, 
lighting a swinging lamp, he placed her on one of the prepared berths 
and endeavored to wrap her in a blanket. But, in a shuddering access 
of fear, she rose with outheld palms. 

“Nicholas I” she cried shrilly. “There — at the door!” 

He sat beside her, restraining her convulsive effort to cower in a far, 
dark angle of the cabin. 

“Nonsense” he told her brusquely. “You are on the Gar. You are safe. 
In an hour you will be in a new world.” 

“With John Woolfolk?” 

“I am John Woolfolk.” 

“But he— you — left me.” 

“Lam here,” he insisted with a tightening of his heart. He rose, ani- 
mated by an overwhelming necessity to get the ketch under way, to 
leave at once, forever, the invisible shore of the bay. He gently folded 
her again in the blanket, but she resisted him. “I’d rather stay up,” she 
said with a sudden lucidity. “It’s nice here; I wanted to come before, 
but he wouldn’t let me.” 

A glimmer of hope swept over him as he mounted swifdy to the 
deck. “Get up the anchors,” he called; “reef down the jigger and put 
on a handful of jib.” 

There was no immediate response, and he peered over the obscured 
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deck in search of Halvard. The man rose slowly from a sitting posture 
by the main boom. “Very good, sir,” he replied in a forced tone. 

He disappeared forward, while Woolfolk, shutting the cabin door 
on the confusing illumination within, lighted the binnacle lamp, bent 
over the engine, swiftly making connections and adjustments, and 
cranked the wheel with a sharp, expert turn. The explosions settled 
into a dull, regular succession, and he coupled the propeller and slowly 
maneuvered the ketch up over the anchors, reducing the strain on the 
hawsers and allowing Halvard to get in the slack. He waited impa- 
tiently for the sailor’s cry of all clear, and demanded the cause of the 
delay. 

“The bight slipped,” the other called in a muffled, angry voice. "‘One’s 
clear now,” he added. “Bring her up again.” The ketch forged ahead, 
but the wait was longer than before. “Caught,” Halvard’s voice drifted 
thinly aft; “coral ledge.” Woolfolk held the Gar stationary until the 
sailor cried weakly: “Anchor’s apeak.” 

They moved imperceptibly through the dark, into the greater force 
of the wind beyond the point. The dull roar of the breaking surf ahead 
grew louder. Halvard should have had the jib up and been aft at the 
Jigger, but he failed to appear. John Woolfolk wondered, in a mount- 
ing impatience, what was the matter with the man. Finally an obscure 
form passed him and hung over the housed sail, stripping its cover and 
removing the stops. The sudden thought of a disconcerting possibility 
banished Woolfolk’s annoyance. “Halvard,” he demaded, “did Nicholas 
knife you?” 

“A scratch,” the other stubbornly reiterated. “I’ll tie it up later. No 
time now — I stopped him permanent.” 

The jigger, reefed to a mere irregular patch, rose with a jerk, and the 
ketch rapidly left the protection of the shore. She dipped sharply and, 
flattened over by a violent ball of wind, buried her rail in the black, 
swinging water, and there was a small crash of breaking china from 
within. The wind appeared to sweep high up in empty space and occa- 
sionally descend to deal the yacht a staggering blow. The bar, directly 
ahead — as Halvard had earlier pointed out — was now covered with the 
smother of a lowering tide. The pass, the other had discovered, too, had 
filled. It was charted at four feet, the Gar drew a full three, and Wool- 
folk knew that there must be no error, no uncertainty, in running out. 

Halvard was so long in stowing away the jigger shears that Wool- 
folk turned to make sure that the sailor had not been swept from the 
deck. The “scratch,” he was certain, was deeper than the other ad- 
^tted. When they were safely at sea he would insist upon an examina- 
tion. 

The subject of this consideration fell rather than stepped into the 
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cockpit, and stood rocked by the motion of the swells, clinging to the 
cabin’s edge. Woolfolk shifted the engine to its highest speed, and 
they were driving through the tempestuous dark on to the bar. He was 
now confronted by the necessity for an immediate decision. Halvard or 
himself would have to stand forward, clinging precariously to a stay, 
and rep)catcdly sound the depth of the shallowing water as they felt 
their way out to sea. He gazed anxiously at the dark bulk before him, 
and saw that the sailor had lost his staunchness of outline, his aspect of 
invincible determination. 

“Halvard;” he demanded again sharply, “this is no time for pretense. 
How are you?” 

"‘All right,” the other repeated desperately, through clenched teeth. 
I've — Fve taken knives from men before — on the docks at Stockholm. 
1 missed his hand at first — it was the right.” 

The cabin door swung open, and a sudden lurch flung Millie Stope 
against the wheel. Woolfolk caught and held her until the wave rolled 
by. She was stark with terror, and held abjectly to the rail while the next 
swell lifted them upward. He attempted to urge her back to the protec- 
tion of the cabin, but she resisted with such a convulsive determination 
that he relinquished the effort and enveloped her in his glistening 
oilskin. 

This had consumed a perilous amount of time; and, swiftly decisive, 
he commanded Halvard to take the wheel. He swung himself to the 
deck and secured the long sounding pole. He could see ahead on either 
side the dim white bars forming and dissolving, and called to the man 
at the wheel: 

“Mark the breakers! Fetch her between.” 

On the bow, leaning out over the surging tide, he drove the sounding 
pole forward and down, but it floated back free. They were not yet on 
the bar. The ketch heeled until the black plain of water rose above his 
knees, driving at him with a deceitful force, sinking back slowly as the 
yacht straightened buoyantly. He again sounded; the pole struck bot- 
tonvand he cried: 

“Five.” 

The infuriated beating of the waves on the obstruction drawn across 
their path drowned his voice, and he shouted the mark once more. 
Then after another sounding: 

“Four and three.” 

The yacht fell away dangerously before a heavy diagonal blow; she 
hung for a moment, rolling like a log, and then slowly regained her 
way. Woolfolk's apprehension increased. It would, perhaps, have been 
better if they had delayed, to examine Halvard’s injury. The man had 
insisted that it was of no moment, and John Woolfolk had been driven 
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by a consuming desire to leave the miasmatic shore. He swung the poU 
forward and cried: 

“Four and a half.” 

The water was shoaling rapidly. The breaking waves on the port and 
starboard swept by with lightning rapidity. The ketch veered again, 
shipped a crushing weight of water, and responded more slowly than 
before to a tardy pressure of the rudder. The greatest peril, John Wool- 
folk knew, lay directly before them. He realized from the action of the 
ketch that Halvard was steering uncertainly, and that at any moment 
the Gar might strike and fall off too far for recovery, when she could 
not live in the pounding surf. 

“Four and one,” he cried hoarsely. And then immediately after: 
“Four.” 

Chance had been against him from the first, he thought, and there 
flashed through his mind the dark panorama, the accumulating disas- 
ters of the night. A negation lay upon his existence that would not be 
lifted. It had followed him like a sinister shadow for years to this ob- 
scure, black smother of water, to the Gar reeling crazily forward under 
an impotent hand. The yacht was behaving heroically; no other ketch 
could have lived so long, responded so gallantly to a wavering wheel. 

“Three and three,” he shouted above the combined stridor of wind 
and sea. 

The next minute would see their safe passage or a helpless hulk beat- 
ing to pieces on the bar, with three human fragments whirling under 
the crushing masses of water, floating, perhaps, with the dawn into 
the tranquillity of the bay. 

“Three and a half,” he cried monotonously. 

The Gar trembled like a wounded and dull animal. The solid seas 
Were reaching hungrily over Woolfolk’s legs. A sudden stolidity pos- 
sessed him. He thrust the pole out deliberately, skillfully: 

“Three and a quarter.” 

A lower sounding would mean the end. He paused for a moment, his 
dripping face turned to the far stars; his lips moved in silent, unformu- 
lated aspirations — Halvard and himself, in the sea that had been their 
home; but Millie was so fragile! He made the sounding precisely, be- 
tween the heaving swells, and marked the pole instantly driven back- 
ward by their swinging flight. 

“Three and a half.” His voice held a new, uncontrollable quiver. Hr 
sounded again immediately: “And three-quarters.” 

They had passed the bar. 
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XV 

A gladness like the white flare of burning powder swept over him, and 
then he became conscious of other, minor, sensations — his head ached 
intolerably from the fall down the stair, and a grinding pain shot 
through his shoulder, lodging in his torn lower arm at the slightest 
movement. He slipped the sounding pole into its loops on the cabin 
and hastily made his way aft to the relief of Poul Halvard. 

The sailor was nowhere visible; but, in an intermittent, reddish light 
that faded and swelled as the cabin door swung open and shut. Wool- 
folk saw a white figure clinging to the wheel — Millie. 

Instantly his hands replaced hers on the spokes and, as if with a 
palpable sigh of relief, the Gar steadied to her course. Millie Stope 
clung to the deck rail, sobbing with exhaustion. 

“He’s — he’s dead!” she exclaimed, between her racking inspirations. 
She pointed to the floor of the cockpit, and there, sliding grotesquely 
with the motion of the seaway, was Poul Halvard. An arm was flung 
•out, as if in ward against the ketch’s side, but it crumpled, the body hit 
heavily, a hand seemed to clutch at the boards it had so often and 
thoroughly swabbed; but without avail. The face momentarily turned 
upward; it was haggard beyond expression, and bore stamped upon it, 
in lines that resembled those of old age, the agonized struggle against 
the inevitable last treachery of life. 

“When — ” John Woolfolk stopped in sheer, leaden amazement. 

“Just when you called ‘Three and a quarter.’ Before that he had 
fallen on his knees. He begged me to help him hold the wheel. He 
said you’d be lost if I didn’t. He talked all the time about keeping her 
head up and up. I helped him. Your voice came back years apart. At 
the last he was on the floor, holding the bottom of the wheel. He told 
me to keep it steady, dead ahead. His voice grew so weak that I 
couldn’t hear; and then all at once he slipped away. I — I held on- 
called to you. But against the wind — 

Hy braced his knee against the wheel and, leaning out, found the 
jigger sheet and flattened the reefed sail; he turned to where the jib 
sheet led after, and then swung the ketch about. The yacht rode 
smoothly, slipping forward over the long, even ground swell, and he 
turned with immeasurable emotion to the woman beside him. 

The light from the cabin flooded out over her face, and he saw 
that, miraculously, the fear had gone. Her countenance was drawn 
with weariness and the hideous strain of the past minutes, but her 
gaze squarely met the night and sea. Her chin was lifted, its graceful 
line firm, and her mouth was in repose. She had, as he had recog^ 
Skized she alone must, conquered the legacy of Lichfield Stope; while 
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he, John Woolfolk, and Halvard, had put Nicholas out of her life. 
She was free. 

“If you could go below—” he suggested. “In the morning, with this 
wind, we’ll be at anchor under a fringe of palms, in water like a blue 
silk counterpane.” 

“I think I could now, with you,” she replied. She pressed her lips, 
salt and enthralling, against his face, and made her way into the cabin. 
He locked the wheel momentarily and, following, wrapped her in the 
blankets, on the new sheets prepared for her coming. Then, putting out 
the light, he shut the cabin door and returned to the wheel. 

The body of Poul Halvard struck his feet and rested there. A good 
man, born by the sea, who had known its every expression; with a 
faithful and simple heart, as such men occasionally had. 

The diminished wind swept in a clear diapason through the pellucid 
sky; the resplendent sea reached vast and magnetic to its invisible 
horizon. A sudden distaste seized John Woolfolk for the dragging 
death ceremonials of land. Halvard had known the shore mostly as a 
turbulent and unclean strip that had finally brought about his end. 

He leaned forward and found beyond any last dou’ot that the other 
was dead; a black, clotted surface adhered to the wound which his 
pride, his invincible determination, had driven him to deny. 

In the space beneath the afterdeck Woolfolk found a spare folded 
anchor for the tender, a length of rope; and he slowly completed the 
preparations for his purpose. He lifted the body to the narrow deck 
outside the rail, and, in a long dip, the waves carried it smoothly and 
soundlessly away. John Woolfolk said: 

“ ‘ . . . Commit his body to the deep, looking for the general resur- 
rection . . . through . . . Christ.’” 

Then, upright and motionless at the wheel, wifh the wan radiance 
of the binnacle lamp floating up over his hollow cheeks and set gaze, 
be held the ketch southward through the night. 
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A Jury of Her Peers 

BY SUSAN GLASPELL 


W.H Martha Hale opened the 
storm-door and got a cut of the north wind, she ran back for her big 
woolen scarf. As she hurriedly wound that round her head her eye 
made a scandalized sweep of her kitchen. It was no ordinary thing that 
called her away — it was probably further from ordinary than anything 
that had ever happened in Dickson County. But what her eye took in 
was that her kitchen was in no shape fur leaving: her bread all ready 
for mixing, half the flour sifted and half unsifted. 

She hated to see things half done; but she had been at that when the 
team from town stopped to get Mr. Hale, and then the sheriff came 
running in to say his wife wished Mrs. Hale would come too — adding, 
with a grin, that he guessed she was getting scary and wanted another 
woman along. So she had dropped everything right where it was. 

“Martha!” now came her husband’s impatient voice. “Don’t keep folks 
waiting out here in the cold.” 

She again opened the storm-door, and this time joined the three men 
and Ae one woman waiting for her in the big two-seated buggy. 

After she had the robes tucked around her she took another look at 
the woman who sat beside her on the back seat. She had met Mrs. Peters 
the year before at the county fair, and the thing she remembered about 
her was that she didn’t seem like a sheriff’s wife. She was small and 
thin and didn’t have a stiong voice. Mrs. Gorman, sheriff’s wife before 
Gorman went out and Peters came in, had a voice that somehow seemed 
to be backing up the law with every w ord. But if Mrs. Peters didn’t look 
like a sheriff’s wife, Peters made it up in looking like a sheriff. He was 
to a dot the kind of man who could get himself elected sheriff— a heavy 
man with a big voice, who was particularly genial with the law-abidingf 
as if to make it plain that he knew the difference between criminals and 
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non-criminals. And right there it came into Mrs. Hale’s mind, with a 
stab, that this man who was so pleasant and lively with all of them was 
going to the Wrights’ now as a sheriff, 

“The country’s not very pleasant this time of year,” Mrs. Peters at last 
ventured, as if she felt they ought to be talking as well as the men. 

Mrs. Hale scarcely finished her reply, for they had gone up a little 
hill and could see the Wright place now, and seeing it did not make her 
feel like talking. It looked very lonesome this cold March morning. It 
had always been a lonesome-looking place. It was down in a hollow, 
and the poplar trees around it were lonesome-looking trees. The men 
were looking at it and talking about what had happened. The county 
attorney was bending to one side of the buggy, and kept looking steadily 
at the place as they drew up to it. 

“I’m glad you came with me,” Mrs. Peters said nervously, as the two 
women were about to follow the men in through the kitchen door. 

Even after she had her foot on the door-step, her hand on the knob, 
Martha Hale had a moment of feeling she could not cross thar threshold. 
And the reason it seemed she couldn’t cross it now was simply because 
she hadn’t crossed it before. Time and time again it had been in her 
mind, “I ought to go over and see Minnie Foster” — she still thought of 
her as Minnie Foster, though for twenty years she had been Mrs. 
Wright. And then there was always something to do and Minnie Foster 
would go from her mind. But now she could come. 

The men went over to the stove. The women stood close together by 
the door. Young Henderson, the county attorney, turned around and 
said, “Come up to the fire, ladies.” 

Mrs. Peters took a step forward, then stopped. “I’m not — cold,” she 
said. 

\nd so the two women stood by the door, at first not even so much 
as looking around the kitchen. 

The men talked for a minute about what a good thing it was the 
sheriff had sent his deputy out that morning to make a fire for them, 
and then Sheriff Peters stepped back from the stove, unbuttoned his 
outer coat, and leaned his hands on the kitchen table in a way that 
seemed to mark the beginning of official business. “Now, Mr. Hale,” 
he said in a sort of semi-official voice, “before we move things about, you 
tell Mr. Henderson just what it was you saw when you came here 
yesterday morning.” 

The county attorney was looking around the kitchen. 

“By the way,” he said, “has anything been moved?” He turned to 
the sheriff. “Are things just as you left them yesterday?” 
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Peters looked from cupboard to sink; from that to a small worn 
rocker a Iktle to one side of the kitchen table. 

“It’s just the same.” 

“Somebody should have been left here yesterday,” said the county 
attorney. 

“Oh — yesterday,” returned the sheriil, with a little gesture as of 
yesterday having been more than he could bear to think of. “When I had 
to send Frank to Morris Center for that man who went crazy — let me 
tell you, I had my hands full yesterday. I knew you could get back from 
Omaha by today, George, and as long as I went over everything here 
myself—” 

“Well, Mr. Hale,” said the county attorney, in a way of letting what 
was past and gone go, “tell just what happened when you came here 
yesterday morning.” 

Mrs. Hale, still leaning against the door, had that sinking feeling of 
the mother whose child is about to speak a piece. Lewis often wandered 
along and got things mixed up in a story. She hoped he would tell this 
straight and plain, and not say unnecessary things that would just make 
things harder for Minnie Foster. He didn’t begin at once, and she 
noticed that he looked queer — as if standing in that kitchen and having 
to tell what he had seen there yesterday morning made him almost sick. 

“Yes, Mr. Hale.?” the county attorney reminded. 

“Harry and I had started to town with a load of potatoes,” Mrs. Hale’s 
husband began. 

Harry was Mrs. Hale’s oldest boy. He wasn’t with them now, for the 
very good reason that those potatoes never got to town yesterday and 
he was taking them this morning, so he hadn’t been home when thf 
sheriff stopped to say he wanted Mr. Hale to come over to the Wright 
place and tell the county attorney his story there, where he could point it 
all out. With all Mrs. Hale’s other emotions came the fear now that 
maybe Harry wasn’t dressed warm enough — they hadn’t any of them 
realized how that north wind did bite. 

“Wr come along this road,” Hale was going on, with a motion of his 
haiid^to the road over which they had just come, “and as we got in 
sight of the house I says to Harry, ‘I’m goin’ to see if I can’t get John 
Wright to take a telephone.’ You see,” he explained to Henderson, “un- 
less I can get somebody to go in with me they won’t come out this 
branch road except for a price / can’t pay. I’d spoke to Wright about it 
once before; but he put me off, saying folks talked too much anyway, 
and all he asked was peace and quiet— guess you know about how much 
he talked himself* But I thought maybe if I went to the house and talked 
about it before his wife, and said all the women-folks liked the tcle^ 
phones, and that in this li^nesome stretch of road it would be a good 
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thing— wdl^ I said to Harry that that was what I was going to say— 
though I said at the same time that I didn’t know as what his wife 
wanted made much difference to John — ” 

Now there he was! — ^saying things he didn’t need to say. Mrs. Hale 
tried to catch her husband’s eye, but fortunately the county attorney 
interrupted with: 

“Let’s talk about that a little later, Mr. Hale. I do want to talk about 
that, but I’m anxious now to get along to just what happened when you 
got here.” 

When he began this time, it was very deliberately and carefully : 

“I didn’t see or hear anything. I knocked at the door. And still it was 
all quiet inside. I knew they must be up— it was past eight o’clock. So I 
knocked again, louder, and I thought I heard somebody say, ‘Come in/ 
I wasn’t sure— I’m not sure yet. But I opened the door— this door,” jerk- 
ing a hand toward the door by which the two women stood, “and there, 
in that rocker” — pointing to it — ^“sat Mrs. Wright.” 

Everyone in the kitchen looked at the rocker. It came into Mrs. Hale's 
mind that that rocker didn’t look in the least like Minnie Foster — the 
Minnie Foster of twenty years before. It was a dingy red, with wooden 
rungs up the back, and the middle rung was gone, and the chair sagged 
to one side. 

“How did she — look?” the county attorney was inquiring. 

“Well,” said Hale, “she looked-queer ” 

‘ How do you mean— queer?” 

\s he asked it he took out a note-book a.:d pencil. Mrs. Hale did not 
like the sight of that pencil. She kept her eye fixed on her husband, as 
if to keep him from saying unnecessary things that would go into that 
note-book and make trouble. 

Hale did speak guardedly, as if the pencil had affected him too. 

“Well, as if she didn’t know what she was going to do next. And kind 
of— done up.” 

“How did she seem to feel about your coming?” 

“Why, I don’t think she minded — one way or other. She didn’t pay 
much attention. I said, ‘Ho’ do, Mrs. Wright? It’s cold, ain’t it?’ And 
she said, ‘Is it?’— and went on pleatin’ at her apron. 

“Well, I was surprised. She didn’t ask me to come up to the stove, 
or to sit down, but just set there, not even lookin’ at me. And so I said: 
‘I want to see John.' 

“And then she— laughed. I guess you would call it a laugh. 

“I thought of Harry and the team outside, so I said, a little sharp, 
‘Can I see John?’ ‘No,’ says she— kind of dull like. ‘Ain’t he home?’ says 
I. Then she looked at me. ‘Yes,’ says she, ‘he’s home.’ ‘Then why can’t 
I see him?’ I asked her, out of patience with her now. ‘ ’Cause he’s dead,’ 
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says she, just as quiet and dull — and fell to pleatin’ her apron. ‘Dead?* 
says I, like you do when you can’t take in what you’ve heard. 

“She just nodded her head, not getting a bit excited, but rockin’ back 
and forth. 

“ ‘Why — where is he?’ says I, not knowing what to say. 

“She just pointed upstairs — like this” — pointing to the room above. 

“I got up, with the idea of going up there myself. By this time I— 
didn’t know what to do. I walked from there to here; then I says: ‘Why, 
what did he die of?* 

“ ‘He died of a rope round his neck,’ says she; and just went on pleatin 
at her apron.” 

Hale stopped speaking, and stood staring at the rocker, as if he were 
still seeing the woman who had sat there the morning before. Nobod} 
spoke; it was as if every one were seeing the woman who had sat there 
the morning before. 

“And what did you do then?” the county attorney at last broke the 
silence. 

“I went out and called Harry. I thought I might — need help. I got 
Harry in, and we went upstairs.” His voice fell almost to a whisper. 
“There he was — lying over the — ” 

“I think I’d rather have you go into that upstairs.” the county at- 
torney interrupted, “where you can point it all out. Just go on now with 
the rest of the story.” 

“Well, my first thought was to get that rope off. It looked — ” 

He stopped, his face twitching. 

“But Harry, he went up to him, and he said, ‘No, he’s dead all right, 
and we’d better not touch anything.’ So we went downstairs. 

“She was still sitting that same way. ‘Has anybody been notified?’ I 
asked. ‘No,’ says she, unconcerned. 

“‘Who did this, Mrs. Wright?’ said Harry. He said it businesslike, 
and she stopped pleatin’ at her apron. ‘I don’t know,’ she says. ‘You 
don’jt ifnow?^ says Harry. ‘Weren’t you sleepin’ in the bed with him?’ 
‘Yes,’ says she, ‘but I was on the inside.’ ‘Somebody slipped a rope round 
his neck and strangled him, and, you didn’t wake up?’ says Harry. ‘I 
didn’t wake up,’ she said after him. 

“We may have looked as if we didn’t see how that could be, for after 
a minute she said, ‘I sleep sound.’ 

“Harry was going to ask her more questions, but I said maybe that 
weren’t our business; maybe we ought to let her tell her story first to 
the coroner or the sheriff. So Harry went fast as he could over to High 
Road — the Rivers’ place, where there’s a telephone.” 
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“And what did she do when she knew you had gone for the coroner?” 
The attorney got his pencil in his hand all ready for writing. 

“She moved from that chair to this one over here’ —Hale pointed to 
a small chair in the corner — ^“and just sat there with her hands held 
together and looking down. I got a feeling that I ought to make some 
conversation, so I said I had come in to see if John wanted to put in a 
telephone; and at that she started to laugh, and then she stopped and 
looked at me — scared.” 

At sound of a moving pencil the man who was telling the story looked 
up. 

“I dunno— maybe it wasn’t scared,” he hastened; “I wouldn’t like to 
say it was. Soon Harry got back, and then Dr. Lloyd came, and you, 
Mr, Peters, and so I guess that’s all I know that you don’t.” 

He said that last with relief, and moved a little, as if relaxing. Every 
one moved a little. The county attorney walked toward the stair door. 

“I guess we’ll go upstairs first — then out to the barn and around 
there.” 

He paused and looked around the kitchen. 

“You’re convinced there was nothing important here?’' he asked the 
sheriff. “Nothing that would — point to any motive?” 

The sheriff too looked all around, as if to re-convincc himself. 

‘Nothing here but kitchen things,” he said, with a little laugh for 
the insignificance of kitchen things. 

The county attorney was looking at tlic cupboard — a peculiar, un- 
gainly structure, half closet and half cupboard, the upper part of it being 
built in the wall, and the lower part just the old-fashioned kitchen cup- 
board. As if its queerness attracted him, he got a chair and opened the 
upper part and looked in. After a moment he drew his hand away sticky. 

“Here’s a nice mess,” he said resentfully. 

The two women had drawn nearer, and now the sheriff’s wife spoke. 

“Oh — her fruit,” she said, looking to Mrs. Hale for sympathetic un- 
derstanding. She turned back to the county attorney and explained: “She 
worried about that when it turned so cold last night. She said the fire 
would go out and her jars might burst.” 

Mrs. Peters’ husband broke into a laugh. 

“Well, can you beat the women! Held for murder, and worrying 
about her preserves!” 

The young attorney set his lips. 

“I guess before we’re through with her she may have something more 
serious than preserves to worry about.” 

“Oh, well,” said Mrs. Hale’s husband, with good-natured superiority, 
*‘womcn arc used to worrying over trifles.” 
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The two women moved a little closer together. Neither of them spoke. 
The county attorney seemed suddenly to remember his manners — and 
think of his future. 

“And yet,” said he, with the gallantry of a young politician, “for all 
their worries, what would we do without the ladies?” 

The women did not speak, did not unbend. He went to the sink and 
began washing his hands. He turned to wipe them on the roller towel 
— whirled it for a cleaner place. 

“Dirty towels! Not much of a housekeeper, would you say, ladies?” 

He kicked his foot against some dirty pans under the sink. 

“There’s a great deal of work to be done on a farm,” said Mrs. Hale 
stifBy. 

“To be sure. And yet” — with a little bow to her — know there are 
some Dickson County farm-houses that do not have such roller towels.” 
He gave it a pull to expose its full length again. 

“Those towels get dirty awful quick. Men’s hands aren’t always as 
clean as they might be.” 

“Ah, loyal to your sex, I see,” he laughed. He stopped and gave her a 
keen look. “But you and Mrs. Wright were neighbors. I suppose you 
were friends, too.” 

Martha Hale shook her head. 

“I’ve seen litdc enough of her of late years. I’ve not been in this house 
-*-it’s more than a year.” 

“And why was that? You didn’t like her?” 

“I liked her well enough,” she replied with spirit. “Farmers’ wives 
have their hands full, Mr. Henderson. And then — ” She looked around 
the kitchen. 

“Yes?” he encouraged. 

“It never seemed a very cheerful place,” said she, more to herself than 
to him. 

“No,” he agreed; “I don’t think anyone would call it cheerful. I 
shouldn’t say she had the home-making instinct.” 

“'\\^11, 1 don’t know as Wright had, either,” she muttered. 

“You mean they didn’t get on very well?” he was quick to ask. 

“No; I don’t mean anything,” she answered, with decision. As she 
turned a little away from him, she added: “But I don’t think a place 
would be any the cheerfuler for John Wright’s bein’ in it.” 

“I’d like to talk to you about that a little later, Mrs. Hale,” he said. 
“I’m anxious to get the lay of things upstairs now.” 

He moved toward the stair door, followed by the two men. 

“I suppose anything Mrs. Peters docs’ll be ^1 right?” the sheriff in^ 
quired. “She was to take in some clothes for her, you know--^nd a few 
htde things. We left in such a hurry yesterday” 
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The county attorney looked at the two women whom they were leav- 
ing alone there among the kitchen things. 

“Yes — Mrs. Peters,” he said, his glance resting on the woman who 
was not Mrs. Peters, the big farmer woman who stood behind the 
sheriff’s wife. “Of course Mrs. Peters is one of us,” he said, in a manner 
of entrusting responsibility. “And keep your eye out, Mrs. Peters, for 
anything that might be of use. No telling; you women might come upon 
a clue to the motive — and that’s the thing we need.” 

Mr. Hale rubbed his face after the fashion of a showman getting 
ready for a pleasantry. 

“But would the women know a clue if they did come upon it?” he 
said; and, having delivered himself of this, he followed the others 
through the stair door. 

The women stood motionless and silent, listening to the footsteps, 
'irsi upon the stairs, then in the room above them. 

Then, as if releasing herself from something strange, Mrs. Hale began 
to arrange the dirty pans under the sink, which the county attorney’s 
disdainful push of the foot had deranged. 

“I’d hate to have men cornin’ into my kitchen,” she said testily— 
“snoopin’ round and criticizin’.” 

“Of course it’s no mote than their duty,” said the sheriff’s wife, in 
her manner of timid acquiescence. 

“Duty’s all right,” replied Mrs. Hale blufHy; “but I guess that deputy 
sheriff that come out to make the fire might nave got a little of this on.” 
She gave the roller towel a pull. “Wish I’d thought of that soonerl 
Seems mean to talk about her for not having things slicked up, when 
she had to come away in such a hurry.” 

She looked around the kitchen. Certainly it was not “slicked up.” 
Her eye was held by a bucket of sugar on a low shelf. The cover was 
off the wooden bucket, and beside it was a paper bag— half full. 

Mrs. Hale moved toward it. 

“She was putting this in there,” she said to herself — slowly. 

She thought of the flour in her kitchen at home— half sifted, half not 
sifted. She had been interrupted, and had left things half done. What 
had interrupted Minnie Foster? Why had that work been left half 
done? She made a move as if to finish it, — unfinished things always 
bothered her, — and then she glanced around and saw that Mrs. Peters 
was watching her— and she didn’t want Mrs. Peters to get that feeling 
she had got of work begun and then— for some reason— not finished. 

‘*It*s a shame about her fruit,” she said, and walked toward the cup- 
board that the county attorney had opened, and got on the chair, mxlr- 
muring: “I wonder if it’s all gone.” 
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It was a sorry enough looking sight, but “Here’s one that’s all right,” 
she said at last. She held it toward the light. “This is cherries, too.” She 
looked again. “I declare I believe that’s the only one.” 

With a sigh, she got down from the chair, went to the sink, and 
wiped off the bottle. 

“She’ll feel awful bad, after all her hard work in the hot weather. I 
remember the afternoon I put up my cherries last summer.” 

She set the bottle on the table, and, with another sigh, started to sit 
down in the rocker. But she did not sit down. Something kept her 
from sitting down in that chair. She straightened — stepped back, and, 
half turned away, stood looking at it, seeing the woman who had sat 
there “pleatin’ at her apron.” 

The thin voice of the sheriff’s wife broke in upon her: “I must be 
getting those things from the front-room closet.” She opened the door 
into the other room, started in, stepped back. “You coming with me, 
Mrs. Hale?” she asked nervously. “You — you could help me get them.” 

They were soon back — the stark coldness of that shut-up room was not 
a thing to linger in. 

“My!” said Mrs. Peters, dropping the things on the table and hurrying 
to the stove. 

Mrs. Hale stood examining the clothes the woman who was being 
detained in town had said she wanted. 

“Wright was close!” she exclaimed, holding up a shabby black skirt 
that bore the marks of much making over. “I think maybe that’s wh) 
she kept so much to herself. I s’pose she felt she couldn’t do her part; 
and then, you don’t enjoy things when you feel shabby. She used to 
wear pretty clothes and be lively — ^when she was Minnie Foster, one of 
the town girls, singing in the choir. But that — oh, that was twenty years 
ago.” 

With a carefulness in which there was something tender, she folded 
the shabby clothes and piled them at one corner of the table. She looked 
up at Mrs. Peters, and there was something in the other woman’s look 
that hritated her. 

“She don’t care,” she said to herself. “Much difference it makes to her 
whether Minnie Foster had pretty clothes when she was a girl.” 

Then she looked again, and she wasn’t so sure; in fact, she hadn’t at 
any time been perfectly sure about Mrs. Peters. She had that shrinking 
manner, and yet her eyes looked as if they could see a long way into 
things. 

“This all you was to take in?” asked Mrs. Hale. 

“No,” said the sheriff’s wife; “she said she wanted an apron. Funny 
thing to want,” she ventured in her nervous little way, for there’s not 
mu(^ to get you dirty in jail, goodness knows. But I suppose just to 
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make her feel more natural. If you’re used to wearing an apron—. She 
said they were in the bottom drawer of this cupboard. Yes — ^herc they 
are. And then her little shawl that always hung on the stair door.” 

She took the small gray shawl from behind the door leading upstairs^ 
and stood a minute looking at it. 

Suddenly Mrs. Hale took a quick step toward the other woman. 

“Mrs. Peters!” 

“Yes, Mrs. Hale?” 

“Do you think she — did it?” 

A frightened look blurred the other thing in Mrs. Peters’ eyes. 

“Oh, I don’t know,” she said, in a voice that seemed to shrink away 
from the subject. 

“Well, I don’t think she did,” affirmed Mrs. Hale stoutly. “Asking 
for an apron, and her little shawl. Worryin’ about her fruit.” 

“Mr. Peters says — .” Footsteps were heard in the room above; sht 
stopped, looked up, then went on in a lowered voice : “Mr. Peters says— 
it looks bad for her. Mr. Henderson is awful sarcastic in a speech, and 
he’s going to make fun of her saying she didn’t — wake up.” 

For a moment Mrs. Hale had no answer. Then, “Well, I guess John 
Wright didn’t wake up— when they was slippin’ that rope under hit 
neck,” she muttered. 

“No, it’s strange,'' breathed Mrs. Peters. “They think it was such a — 
funny way to kill a man.” 

She began to laugh; at sound of the laugh, abruptly stopped. 

“That’s just what Mr. Hale said,” said Mrs. Hale, in a resolutely 
natural voice. “There was a gun in the house. He says that’s what he 
can’t understand.” 

“Mr. Henderson said, coming out, that what was needed for the case 
was a motive. Something to show anger — or sudden feeling.” 

“Well, I don’t see any signs of anger around here,” said Mrs. Hale. 
“I don’t—” 

She stopped. It was as if her mind tripped on something. Her eye wai 
caught by a dish-towel in the middle of the kitchen table. Slowly she 
moved toward the table. One half of it was wiped clean, the other half 
messy. Her eyes made a slow, almost unwilling turn to the bucket of 
sugar and the half empty bag beside it. Things begun — and not finished. 

After a moment she stepped back, and said, in that manner of re- 
leasing herself: 

“Wonder how they’re finding things upstairs? I hope she had it a 
little more red up up there. You know,” — she paused, and feeling gath- 
ered,— “it seems kind of sneaking: locking her up in town and coming 
out here to get her own house to turn against her'” 

“But, Mrs. Hale,” said the sheriff’s wife, “the law is the law.” 
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“I s*pose answered Mrs. Hale shortly. 

She turned to the stove, saying something about that fire not being 
much to brag of. She worked with it a minute, and when she straight* 
cned up she said aggressively; 

“The law is the law — and a bad stove is a bad stove. How’d you like to 
cook on this?” — ^pointing with the poker to the broken lining. She 
opened the oven door and started to express her opinion of the oven; 
but she was swept into her own thoughts, thinking of what it would 
mean, year after year, to have that stove to wrestle with. The thought of 
Minnie Foster trying to bake in that oven— and the thought of her never 
going over to see Minnie Foster— 

She was startled by hearing Mrs. Peters say: “A person gets dis- 
couraged — and loses heart.” 

The sheriff’s wife had looked from the stove to the sink — to the pail 
of water which had been carried in from outside. The two women 
stood there silent, above them the footsteps of the men who were looking 
for evidence against the woman who had worked in that kitchen. That 
look of seeing into things, of seeing through a thing to something else, 
was in the eyes of the sheriff’s wife now. When Mrs. Hale next spoke 
to her, it was gently: 

“Better loosen up your things, Mrs. Peters. We’ll not feel them when 
we go out.” 

Mrs. Peters went to the back of the rpom to hang up the fur tippet 
she was wearing. A moment later she exclaimed, “Why, she was piec- 
ing a quilt,” and held up a large sewing basket piled high with quilt 
pieces. 

Mrs. Hale spread some of the blocks on the table. 

“It*s log<abin pattern,” she said, putting several of them together 
“Pretty, isn’t it?” 

They were so engaged with the quilt that they did not hear the foot' 
steps on the stairs. Just as the stair door opened Mrs. Hale was saying: 

“Do you suppose she was going to quilt it or just knot it?” 

TJie sheriff threw up his hands. 

'They wonder whether she wa' going to quilt it or just knot iti” 

There was a laugh for the ways of women, a warming of hands over 
the stove, and then the county attorney said briskly: 

“Well, let’s go right out to the barn and get that cleared up.” 

“I don’t see as there’s anything so strange,” Mrs. Hale said resentfully, 
after the outside door had closed on the three men— “our taking up 
our time with little things while we’re waiting for them to get the 
evidence. I don’t sec as it’s anything to laugh about.” 

“Of course they’ve got awful important diings on their minds,” said 
the sheriffs wife apologetically. 
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They returned to an inspection of the block for the quilt. Mrs. Hak 
was looking at the fine, even sewing, and preoccupied with thoughts 
of the woman who had done that sewing, when she heard the sheriff’s 
wife say, in a queer tone: 

‘Why, look at this one.” 

She turned to take the block held out to her. 

“The sewing,” said Mrs. Peters, in a troubled way. “All the rest ci 
them have been so nice and even— but— this one. Why, it looks as if she 
didn’t know what she was about!” 

Their eyes met— something flashed to life, passed between them; 
then, as if with an effort, they seemed to pull away from each other. 
A moment Mrs. Hale sat there, her hands folded over that sewing 
which was so unlike all the rest of the sewing. Then she had pulled a 
knot and drawn the threads. 

“Oh, what are you doing, Mrs. Hale?” asked the sheriff’s wife, startled. 

“Just pulling out a stitch or two that’s not sewed very good,” said 
Mrs. Hale mildly. 

“I don’t think we ought to touch things,” Mr^. Peters said, a litdc 

helplessly. 

“!’ll just finish up this end,” answered Mrs. Hale, still in that mild, 
matter-of-fact fashion. 

She threaded a needle and started to replace bad sewing with good 
For a little while she sewed in silence. Then, in that thin, timid voice, 
she heard: 

“Mrs. Hale!” 

“Yes, Mrs. Peters?” 

“What do you suppose she was so — nervous about?” 

“Oh, 7 don’t know,” said Mrs. Hale, as if dismissing a thing not 
important enough to spend much time on. “I don’t know as she was— 
nervous. I sew awful queer sometimes when I’m just tired.” 

She cut a thread, and out of the corner of her eye looked up at Mrs. 
Peters. The small, lean face of the sheriff’s wife seemed to have tightened 
up. Her eyes had that look of peering into something. But next moment 
she moved, and said in her thin, indecisive way: 

“Well, I must get those clothes wrapped. They may be through sooner 
than we think. I wonder where I could find a piece of paper — and 
string.” 

“In that cupboard, maybe,” suggested Mrs. Hale, after a glance around. 

One piece of the crazy sewing remained unripped. Mrs. Peters* back 
turned, Martha Hale now scrutinized that piece, compared it with the 
dainty, accurate sewing of the other blocks. The difference was startling. 
Holding this block made her feel queer, as if the distracted thoughts ^ 
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the v^oman who had perhaps turned to it to try and quiet herself were 
communicating themselves to her. 

Mrs. Peters* voice roused her, 

‘'Here’s a bird-cage,” she said. “Did she have a bird, Mrs. Hale?” 

“Why, I don’t know whether she did or not.” She turned to look af 
the cage Mrs. Peters was holding up. “I’ve not been here in so long.” She 
sighed. “There was a man round last year selling canaries cheap — ^but I 
don’t know as she took one. Maybe she did. She used to sing real pretty 
herself.” 

Mrs. Peters looked around the kitchen. 

“Seems kind of funny to think of a bird here.” She half laughed— an 
attempt to put up a barrier. “But she must have had one — or why would 
she have a cage? I wonder what happened to it.” 

“I suppose maybe the cat got it,” suggested Mrs. Hale, resuming her 
sewing. 

“No; she didn’t have a cat. She’s got that feeling some people have 
about cats — being afraid of them. When they brought her to our house 
yesterday, my cat got in the room, and she was real upset and asked me 
to take it out.” 

“My sister Bessie was like that,” laughed Mrs. Hale. 

The sheriff’s wife did not reply. The silence made Mrs. Hale turn 
round. Mrs. Peters was examining the bird-cage. 

“Look at this door,” she said slowly. “It’s broke. One hinge has been 
pulled apart.” 

Mrs. Hale came nearer. 

“Looks as if someone must have been — rough with it.” 

Again their eyes met — startled, questioning, apprehensive. For a mo- 
ment neither spoke nor stirred. Then Mrs. Hale, turning away, said 
brusquely/ 

“If they’re going to find any evidence, I wish they’d be about it. I don’t 
like this place.” 

“But I’m awful glad you came with me, Mrs. Hale.” Mrs. Peters put 
the bird-cage on the table and sat down. “It would be lonesome for me 
— sitting here alone.” 

“Yes, it would, wouldn’t it?” agreed Mrs. Hale, a certain determined 
naturalness in her voice. She had picked up the sewing, but now it 
dropped in her lap, and she murmured in a different voice: “But I tell 
you what I do wish, Mrs. Peters. I wish I had come over sometimes when 
she was here. I wish — I had.” 

“But of course you were awful busy, Mrs. Hale. Your house— and 
your children.” 

“I could’ve come,” retorted Mrs. Hale shortly. “I stayed away because 
it weren’t cheerful- and that’s why I ought to have come. I”— she looked 
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around — *Tvt never liked this place. Maybe because it’s down in a 
hollow and you don’t see the road. I don’t know what it is, but it’s a lone- 
some place, and always was. I wish I had come over to see Minnie 
Foster sometimes. I can see now — She did not put it into words. 

“Well, ycu mustn’t reproach yourself,” counseled Mrs. Peters. “Some- 
how, we just don’t sec how it is with other folks till — ^something cornea 
up.” 

“Not having children makes less work,” mused Mrs. Hale, after a 
silence, “but it makes a quiet house— and Wright out to work all day— 
and no company when he did come in. Did you know John Wright, 
Mrs. Peters?” 

“Not to know him. I’ve seen him in town. They say he was a good 
man.” 

“Yes — ^good,” conceded John Wright’s neighbor grimly. “He didn’t 
drink, and kept his word as well as most, I guess, and paid his debts. But 
he was a hard man, Mrs. Peters. Just to pass the time of day with 
him—.” She stopped, shivered a little. “Like a raw wind that gets to the , 
bone.” Her eye fell upon the cage on the table before her, and she added, 
almost bitterly: “I should think she would’ve wanted a bird!” 

Suddenly she leaned forward, looking intently at the cage. “But wha? 
do you s’posc went wrong with it?” 

“I don’t know,” returned Mrs. Peters; “unless it got sick and died.' 

But after she said it she reached over and swung the broken docn. 
Both women watched it as if somehow held by it. 

“You didn’t know — her?” Mrs. Hale asked, a gentler note in her voice. 

“Not till they brought her yesterday,” said the sheriff’s wife. 

“She — come to think of it, she was kind of like a bird herself. Real ^ 
sweet and pretty, but kind of timid and — fluttery. How — she — did — 
change.” 

That held her for a long time. Finally, as if struck with a happy 
thought and relieved to get back to everyday things, she exclaimed: 

“Tell you what, Mrs. Peters, why don’t you take the quilt in with 
you? It might take up her mind.” 

“Why, I think that’s a real nice idea, Mrs. Hale,” agreed the sheriff’s 
wife, as if she too were glad to come into the atmosphere of a simple 
kindness. “There couldn’t possibly be any objection to that, could there? 
Now, just what will I take? I wonder if her patches are in here— and 
her things.” 

They turned to the sewing basket. 

“Here’s some red,” said Mrs. Hale, bringing out a roll of cloth. Under- 
neath that was a box. “Here, maybe her scissors are in here— and her 
things.” She held it up. “What a pretty box! I’ll warrant that was some- 
thing she had a long time ago— when she was a girl.” 
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She held it in her hand a moment; then, with a little sigh, opened it. 

Instantly her hand went to her nose. 

“Why— I” 

Mrs. Peters drew nearer — then turned away. 

“Therc^s something wrapped up in this piece of silk,” faltered Mrs. 
Hale. 

“This isn’t her scissors,” said Mrs. Peters, in a shrinking voice. 

Her hand not steady, Mrs. Hale raised the piece of silk. “Oh, Mrs. 
Peters!” she cried. “It’s-” 

Mrs. Peters bent closer. 

“It’s the bird,” she whispered. 

“But, Mrs. Peters!” cried Mrs. Hale. “Loo^ at it! Its neck ^ — look at its 
neck! It’s all — other side /o.” 

She held the box away from her. 

The sheriff’s wife again bent closer. 

“Somd)ody wrung its neck,” said she, in a voice that was slow and 
deep. 

And then again the eyes of the two women met — this time clung 
together in a look of dawning comprehension, of growing horror. Mrs 
Peters looked from the dead bird to the broken door of the cage. Again 
their eyes met. And just then there was a sound at the outside door. 

Mrs. Hale slipped the box under the quilt pieces in the basket, and 
sank into the chair before it. Mrs. Peters stood holding to the table. The 
county attorney and the sheriff came in from outside. 

“Well, ladies,” said the county attorney, as one turning from serious 
things to little pleasantries, “have you decided whether she was going 
to quilt it or knot it?” 

“We think,” began the sheriff’s wife in a flurried voice, “that she was 
going to— knot it.” 

He was too preoccupied to notice the change that came in her voire on 
that last. 

“Well, that’s very interesting, I’m sure,” he said tolerantly. “He caught 
sighf*of the bird-cage. “Has the bird flown?” 

“We think the cat got it,” said Mrs. Hale in a voice curiously even. 

He was walking up and down, as if thinking something out. 

“Is there a cat?” he asked absently. 

Mrs. Hale shot a look up at the sheriff’s wife. 

“Well, not now^ said Mrs. Peters. “They’re superstitious, you know; 
they leave.’' 

She sank into her chair. 

The county attorney did not heed her. “No sign at all of anyone hav- 
ing come in from the outside,” he said to Peters, in the manner of con- 
tinuing an interruptdl conversation. *Their own rope. Now let’s go 
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upstairs again and go over it, piece by piece. It would have to have been 
someone who knew just the—” 

The stair door closed behind them and their voices were lost. 

The two women sat motionless, not looking at each other, but as if 
peering into something and at the same time holding back. When they 
spoke now it was as if they were afraid of what they were saying, but as 
if they could not help saying it. 

“She liked the bird,” said Martha Hale, low and slowly. “She was 
going to bury it in that pretty box.” 

“When I was a girl,” said Mrs. Peters, under her breath, “my kitten— 
there was a boy took a hatchet, and before my eyes — ^before I could get 
there—” She covered her face an instant. “If they hadn’t held me back 
I would have” — she caught herself, looked upstairs where footsteps were 
heard, and finished weakly— “hurt him.” 

Then they sat without speaking or moving. 

“I wonder how it would seem,” Mrs. Hale at last began, as if feeling 
her way over strange ground— “never to have had any cSldren around ? ’* 
Her eyes made a slow sweep of the kitchen, as if seeing what that 
kitchen had meant through all the years. “No, Wright wouldn’t like 
the bird,” she said after that — “a thing that sang. She used to sing. He 
killed that cOO.” Her voice tightened. 

Mrs. Peters moved uneasily. 

“Of course we don’t know who killed the bird.^ 

“I knew John Wright,” was Mrs. Hale’s answer. 

“It was an awful thing was done in this house that night, Mrs. Hale,*' 
said the sheriff’s wife. “Killing a man while he slept— slipping a thing 
round his neck that choked the life out of him.” 

Mrs. Hale’s hand went out to the bird cage. 

“His neck. Choked the life out of him.” 

“We don’t who killed him,” whispered Mrs. Peters wildly. “We 
don’t \nowr 

Mrs. Hale had not moved. “If there had been years and years of— 
nothing, then a bird to sing to you, it would be awful— still— after the 
bird was still.” 

It was as if something within her not herself had spoken, and it found 
in Mrs. Peters something she did not know as herself. 

“1 know what stillness is,” she said, in a queer, monotonous voice. 
“When wc homesteaded in Dakota, and my first baby died— after he 
was two years old — ^and me with no other then — ” 

Mrs. Hale stirred. 

“How soon do you suppose they’ll be through looking for the 
svidcnce?” 

“I know what stillness is,” repeated Mrs. Peters, in just that same way* 
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Then she too pulled back. “The law has got to punish crime, Mrs. Hale,” 
she said in her tight little way. 

“I wish you'd seen Minnie Foster,” was the answer, “when she wore 
a white dress with blue ribbons, and stood up there in the choir and 
sang.” 

The picture of that girl, the fact that she had lived neighbor to that 
girl for twenty years, and had let her die for lack of life, was suddenly 
more than she could bear. 

“Oh, I wish rd come over here once in a while!” she cried. “That was 
a crime! That was a crime! Who's going to punish that?” 

“We mustn't take on,” said Mrs. Peters, with a frightened look toward 
the stairs. 

“I might 'a' \nown she needed help! I tell you, it's queer, Mrs. Peters. 
We live dose together, and we live far apart. We all go through the same 
things — it’s all just a different kind of the same thing! If it weren’t— 
why do you and I understand ? Why do we \now — ^what we know this 
minute?” 

She dashed her hand across her eyes. Then, seeing the jar of fruit on 
the table, she reached for it and choked out : 

“If I was you I wouldn't tell her her fruit was gone! Tell her it ain'u 
Tell her it’s all right— all of it. Here— take this in to prove it to her! She 
— she may never know whether it was broke or not.” 

She turned away. 

Mrs, Peters reached out for the bottle of fruit as if she were glad to 
take it — as if touching a familiar thing, having something to do, could 
keep her from something else. She got up, looked about for something 
to wrap the fruit in, took a petticoat from the pile of clothes she had 
brought from the front room, and nervously started winding that round 
the bottle. 

“My!” she began, in a high, false voice, “it’s a good thing the men 
couldn't hear us! Getting all stirred up over a little thing like a— dead 
canary.” She hurried over that. “As if that could have anything to do 
with-^with — My, wouldn’t they laughV' 

Footsteps were heard on the stairs. 

“Mavbe they would,” muttered Mrs. Hale — “maybe they wouldn’t.” 

“No, Peters,” said the county attorney incisively; “it’s all perfectly 
clear, except the reason for doing it. But you know juries when it comes 
to women. If there was some definite thing — something to show. Some- 
thing to make a story about. A thing that would connect up with this 
clumsy way of doing it.” 

In a covert way Mrs. Hale looked at Mrs. Peters. Mrs. Peters was 
looking at her. Quickly they looked away from each other. The outer 
rioor opened and Mr. Hale came in. 
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“Fvc got the team round now,” he said. “Pretty cold out there.” 

“I’m going to stay here awhile by myself,” the county attorney sud- 
denly announced. “You can send Frank out for me, can’t you?” he 
asked the sheriff. “I want to go over everything. I’m not satisfied we 
can’t do better.*' 

Again, for one brief moment, the two women’s eyes found one 
another. 

The sheriff came up to the table. 

“Did you want to see what Mrs. Peters was going to take in?” 

The county attorney picked up the apron. He laughed. 

“Oh, I guess they’re not very dangerous things the ladies have picked 
out.” 

Mrs. Hale’s hand was on the sewing basket in which the box was con- 
cealed. She felt that she ought to take her hand off the basket. She did 
not seem able to. He picked up one of the quilt blocks which she had 
piled on to cover the box. Her eyes felt like fire. She had a feeling that 
if he took up the basket she would snatch it from him. 

But he did not take it up. With another little laugh, he turned away, 
saying: 

“No; Mrs. Peters doesn’t need supervising. For that matter, a sheriff’s 
wife is married to the law. Ever think of it that way, Mrs. Peters?” 

Mrs. Peters was standing beside the table. Mrs. Hale shot a look up 
at her; but she could not see her face. Mrs. Peters had turned away. When 
she spoke, her voice was muffled. 

“Not — just that way,” she said. 

“Married to the law!” chuckled Mrs. Peters' husband. He moved 
toward the door into the front room, and said to the county attorney: 

“I just want you to come in here a minute, George. We ought to take 
a look at these windows.” 

“Oh — windows,” said the county attorney scoffingly. 

“We’ll be right out, Mr. Hale,” said the sheriff to the farmer, who was 
still waiting by the door. 

Hale went to look after the horses. The sheriff followed the county 
attorney into the other room. Again — for one final moment — the two 
women were alone in that kitchen. 

Martha Hale sprang up, her hands tight together, looking at that 
other woman, with whom it rested. At first she could not sec her eyes, 
for the sheriff’s wife had not turned back since she turned away at that 
suggestion of being married to the law. But now Mrs. Hale made her 
turn back. Her eyes made her turn back. Slowly, unwillingly, Mrs. 
Peters turned her head until her eyes met the eyes of the other woman. 
There was a moment when they held each other in a steady, burning 
^k in which there was no evasion nor flinching. Then Martha Hale’s 
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eyes pointed the way to the basket in which was hidden the thing that 
would make certain the conviction of the other woman— that woman 
who was not there and yet who had been there with them all through 
that hour. 

For a moment Mrs. Peters did not move. And then she did it. With a 
rush forward, she threw back the quilt pieces, got the box, tried to pur 
it in her handbag. It was too big. Desperately she opened it, started to 
take the bifd out. But there she broke— she could not touch the bird. She 
stood there helpless, foolish. 

There was the sound of a knob turning in the inner door. Martha 
Hale snatched the box from the sheriff’s wife, and got it in the pocket of 
her big coat just as the sheriff and the county attorney came back into 
the kitchen. 

“Well, Henry,” said the county attorney facetiously, “at least we found 
out that she was not going to quilt it. She was going to— what is it you 
call it, ladies.^” 

Mrs. Hale’s hand was against the pocket of her coat. 

“We call it— knot it, Mr. Henderson.” 
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The Afternoon of a Faun 

BY EDNA FERBER 


T 

JLh( 


.HOUGH he rarely heeded its 
summons — cagy boy that he was — the telephone rang oftenest for Nick. 
Because of the many native noises of the place, the telephone had a 
special bell that was a combination buzz and ring. It sounded above the 
roar of outgoing cars, the splash of the hose, the sputter and hum of the 
electric battery in the rear. Nick heard it, unheeding. A voice— Smitty*s 
or Mike’s or Elmer’s — answering its call. Then, echoing through the 
gray, vaulted spaces of the big garage: “Nick! Oh, Ni-ick!” 

From the other side of the great cement-floored enclosure, or 
muffled tones from beneath a car: “Whatcli« want?” 

“Dame on the wire.” 

“I ain’t in.” 


in 


The obliging voice again, dutifully repeating the message: “He ain’t 
in. . . . Well, it’s hard to say. He might be in in a couple hours and 
then again he might not be back till late. I guess he’s went to Hammond 

on a job ” (Warming to his task now.) “Say, won’t I do? . . . Who’s 

fresh! Aw, say,/jrfy/” 

You’d think, after repeated rebuffs of this sort, she could not possibly 
be so lacking in decent pride as to leave her name for Smitty or Mike 
or Elmer to bandy about. But she invariably did, baffled by Nick’s 
elusiveness. She was likely to be any one of a number. Miss Bauers 
phoned: Will you tell him, please? (A nasal voice, and haughty, with 
the hauteur that seeks to conceal secret fright.) Tell him it’s important. 
Miss Ahearn phoned: Will you tell him, please? Just say Miss Ahearn. 
A-h-€-a-r-n. Miss Olson: Just Gertie. But oftenest Miss Bauers. 

Cupid’s messenger, wearing grease-grimed overalls and the fatuous 
grin of the dalliant male, would transmit his communication to the 
uneager Nick, 

835 



EDNA FERBER 


836 

“ ’S wonder you wouldn’t answer the phone onct yourself. Says you 
was to call Miss Bauers any time you come in between one and six at 
Hyde Park — wait a min’t’— yeh— Hyde Park 6079, and any time after 
six at ” 

“Wha’d she want?” 

“Well, how the hell should I know! Says call Miss Bauers any time 
between one and six at Hyde Park 6 ” 

“Swell chanst. Swell chanst!” 

Which explains why the calls came oftencst for Nick. He was so in- 
different to them. You pictured the patient and persistent Miss Bauers, 
or the oxlike Miss Olson, or Miss Ahearn, or just Gertie hovering within 
hearing distance of the telephone listening, listening — while one o’clock 
deepened to six — for the call that never came; plucking up fresh courage 
at six until six o’clock dragged on to bedtime. When next they met: “I 
bet you was there all the time. Pity you wouldn’t answer a call when a 
person leaves their name. You could of give me a ring. I bet you was 
there all the time.” 

“Well, maybe I was.” 

Bewildered, she tried to retaliate wnth the boomerang of vituperation. 

How could she know? How could she know that this slim, slick 
young garage mechanic was a woodland creature in disguise — a satyr in 
store clothes — a wild thing who perversely preferred to do his own pur- 
suing? How could Miss Bauers know — ^she who cashiered in the Green 
Front Grocery and Market on Fifty-third Street? Or Miss Olson, at the 
Rialto ticket window? Or the Celtic, emotional Miss Ahearn, the mani- 
cure? Or Gertie the goof? They knew nothing of mythology; of pointed 
ears and pug noses and goat’s feet. Nick’s ears, to their fond gaze, pre- 
sented an honest red surface protruding from either side of his head. 
His feet, in tan laced shoes, were ordinary feet, a little more than ordi- 
narily expert, perhaps, in the convolutions of the dance at Englewood 
Masonic Hall, which is part of Chicago’s vast South Side. No; a faun, 
to Miss Bauers, Miss Olson, Miss Ahearn, and just Gertie, was one of 
thos«»things in the Lincoln Park Zoo. 

Perhaps, sometimes, they realized, vaguely, that Nick was different. 
When, for example, they tried — and failed — to picture him looking 
interestedly at one of those three-piece bedroom sets glistening like 
pulled taffy in the window of the instalment furniture store, while they, 
shy yet proprietary, clung to his arm and eyed the price ticket. Now 
$98.50. You couldn’t sec Nick interested in bedroom sets, in price tickets, 
in any of those settled, fixed, everyday things. He was fluid, evasive, like 
quicksilver, though they did not put it thus. 

Miss Bauers, goaded to revolt, would say pettishly: “You’re like a 



THE AFTERNOON OF A FAUN 837 

mosquito, that’s what. Person never knows from one minute to the 
other where you’re at.” 

“Yeh,” Nick would retort. “When you know where a mosquito’s at, 
what do you do to him ? Plenty. I ain’t looking to be squashed.” 

Miss Ahearn, whose public position (the Hygienic Barber Shop. 
Gent’s manicure, 50c.) offered unlimited social opportunities, would 
assume a gay indifference. “They’s plenty boys begging to take me out 
every hour in the day. Swell lads, too. I ain’t waiting round for any 
greasy mechanic like you. Don’t think it. Say, lookit your nails! They’d 
queer you with me, let alone what else all is wrong with you.” 

In answer Nick would put one hand — one broad, brown, steel-strong 
hand with its broken discolored nails — on Miss Ahearn’s arm, in its 
flimsy georgette sleeve. Miss Ahearn’s eyelids would flutter and close, 
and a little shiver would run with icy-hot feet all over Miss Ahearn. 

Nick was like that. 

Nick’s real name wasn’t Nick at all — or scarcely at all. His last name 
was Nicholas, and his parents, long before they became his parents, 
traced their origin to some obscure Czechoslovakian province — long be- 
fore we became so glib with our Czechoslovakia. His first name was 
Dewey, knowing which you automatically know the date of his birth. 
It was a patriotic but unfortunate choice on the part of his parents. The 
name did not fit him; was too mealy; not debonair enough. Nick. Nicky 
in tenderer moments (Miss Bauers, Miss Olson, Miss Ahearn, just 
Gertie, et al.). 

His method with women was firm and romewhat stern, but never 
brutal. He never waited for them if they were late. Any girl who assumed 
that her value was enhanced in direct proportion to her tardiness in 
keeping an engagement with Nick found herself standing disconsolate 
on the corner of Fifty-third and Lake trying to look as if she were 
merely waiting for the Lake Park car and not peering wistfully up and 
down the street in search of a slim, graceful, hurrying figure that never 
came. 

It is difficult to convey in words the charm that Nick possessed. Seeing 
him, you beheld merely a medium-sized young mechanic in reasonably 
grimed garage clothes when working; and in tight pants, tight coat, silk 
shirt, long-visorcd green cap when at leisure. A rather pallid skin due to 
the nature of his work. Large deft hands, a good deal like the hands of 
a surgeon, square, blunt-fingered, spatulate. Indeed, as you saw him at 
work, a wire-netted electric bulb held in one hand, the other plunged 
deep into the vitals of the car on which he was engaged, you thought of 
a surgeon performing a major operation. He wore one of those round 
skullcaps characteristic of his craft (the brimless crown of an old fek 
hat). He would deftly remove the transmission case and plunjre his 
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hand deep into the car’s guts, feeling experdy about with his cngincv 
wise fingers as a surgeon feels for liver, stomach, gall bladder, intestines, 
appendix. When he brought up his hands, all dripping with grease 
(which is the warm blood of the car), he invariably had put his finger 
on the sore spot 

All this, of course, could not serve to endear him to the girls. On the 
contrary, you would have thought that his hands alone, from which he 
could never quite free the grease and grit, would have caused some 
feeling of repugnance among the lily-fingered. But they, somehow, 
seemed always to be finding an excuse to touch him : his tie, his hair, his 
coat sleeve. They seemed even to derive a vicarious thrill from holding 
his hat or cap when on an outing. They brushed imaginary bits of lini 
from his coat lapel. They tried on his seal ring, crying: “Oo, lookit, how 
big it is for me, even my thumb!” He called this “pawing a guy over”; 
and the lint ladies he designated as “thread pickers.” 

No; it can’t be classified, this powerful draw he had for them. His 
conversation furnished no clue. It was commonplace conversation, lim-^ 
ited, even dull. When astonished, or impressed, or horrified, or amused, 
he said: “Ken yuh feature that!” When emphatic or confirmatory, he 
said: “You tell ’em!” 

It wasn’t his car and the opportunities it furnished for drives, both 
country and city. That motley piece of mechanism represented such an 
assemblage of unrelated parts as could only have been made to coordi- 
nate under Nick’s expert guidance. It was out of commission more than 
half the time, and could never be relied upon to furnish a holiday. Both 
Miss Bauers and Miss Ahearn had twelve-cylinder opf)ortunities that 
should have rendered them forever unfit for travel in Nick’s one-lung 
vehicle of locomotion. 

It wasn’t money. Though he was generous enough with what he had, 
Nick couldn’t be generous with what he hadn’t. And his wage at the 
garage was $40 a week. Miss Ahearn’s silk stockings cost $4.50, 

His unconcern should have infuriated them, but it served to pique. 
He wasn’t actually as unconcerned as he appeared, but he had early 
learffed that effort in their direction was unnecessary. Nick had little 
imagination; a gorgeous selfishness; a tolerantly contemptuous liking 
for the sex. Naturally, however, his attitude toward them had been 
somewhat embittered by being obliged to watch their method of driving 
a car in and out of the Ideal Garage doorway. His own manipulation of 
the wheel was nothing short of wizardry. 

He played the harmonica. 

Each Thursday afternoon was Nick’s half day off. From twelve until 
seven-thirty he was free to range the bosky highways of Chicago. When 
his car-^^he called it “the bus” — was agreeable, he went awheel in search 
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of amusement The bus being indisposed, he went afoot* He rarely 
made plans in advance; usually was accompanied by some successful 
telephonce. He rather liked to have a silken skirt beside him fluttering 
and flirting in the breeze as he broke the speed regulations. 

On this Thursday afternoon in July he had timed his morning job 
to a miraculous nicety so that at the stroke of twelve his workaday gar- 
ments dropped from him magically, as though he were a male (and 
reversed) Cinderella. There was a wash room and a rough sort of sleep- 
ing room containing two cots situated in the second story of the Ideal 
Garage. Here Nick shed the loose garments of labor for the fashionably 
tight habiliments of leisure. Private chauffeurs whose employers housed 
their cars in the Ideal Garage used this nook for a lounge and smoker. 
Smitty, Mike, Elmer, and Nick snatched stolen siestas there in the rare 
absences of the manager. Sometimes Nick spent the night there when 
forced to work overtime. His home life, at best, was a sketchy affair. 
Here chauffeurs, mechanics, washers lolled at ease exchanging soft- 
sjiokcn gossip, motor chat, speculation, comment, and occasional verbal 
obscenity. Each possessed a formidable knowledge of that neighborhood 
section of Chicago known as Hyde Park. This knowledge was not con- 
fined to car costs and such impersonal items, but included meals, scan- 
dals, relationships, finances, love affairs, quarrels, peccadillos. Here Nick 
often played his harmonica, his lips sweeping the metal length of it in 
throbbing rendition of such sure-fire sentimentality as The Long, Long 
Trail, or Mammy, while the others talked, Joked, kept time with tap- 
ping feet or wagging heads. 

Today the hot little room was empty except for Nick, shaving before 
the cracked mirror on the wall, and old Elmer, reading a scrap of yester- 
day’s newspaper as he lounged his noon hour away. Old Elmer was 
thirty-seven, and Nicky regarded him as an octogenarian. Also, old 
Elmer’s conversation bored Nick to the point of almost sullen resent- 
ment. Old Elmer was a family man. His talk was all of his family— the 
wife, the kids, the flat. A garrulous person, lank, pasty, dish-faced, and 
amiable. His half day off was invariably spent tinkering about the stuffy 
little flat— painting, nailing up shelves, mending a broken window 
shade, puttying a window, playing with his pasty little boy, aged sixteen 
months, and his pasty little girl, aged three years. Next day he regaled 
his fellow workers with elaborate recitals of his holiday hours. 

“Believe me, that kid’s a caution. Sixteen months old, and what docs 
he do yesterday? He unfastens the ketch on the back-porch gate. We 
got a gate on the back porch, sec.” (This frequent “see’* which inter- 
larded Elmer’s verbiage was not used in an interrogatory way, but as a 
period, and by way of emphasis. His voice did not take the rising inflec- 
tion as he uttered it.) “What does he do, he opens it. I come home, and 
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the wife says to me: ‘Say, you better get busy and fix a new ketch on that 
gate to the back porch. Little Elmer, first thing I know, he’d got it open 
today and was crawling out almost.* Say, can you beat that for a kid 
sixteen months ” 

Nick had finished shaving, had donned his clean white soft shirt. His 
soft collar fitted to a miracle about his strong throat. Nick’s sartorial 
effects were a triumph — on forty a week. “Say, can’t you talk about 
nothing but that kid of yours? I bet he’s a bum specimen at that. Runt, 
like his pa.” 

Elmer flung down his newspaper in honest indignation as Nick had 
wickedly meant he should. “Is that so! Why, we was wrastling round— 
me and him, see — last night on the floor, and what does he do, he raises 
his mitt and hands me a wallop in the stomick it like to knock the wind 
out of me. That’s all. Sixteen months ” 

“Yeh. I suppose this time next year he’ll be boxing for money.” 

Elmer resumed his paper. “What do you know.” His tone mingled 
pity with contempt. 

Nick took a last critical survey of the cracked mirror’s reflection and 
found it good. “Nothing, only this: you make me sick with your kids 
and your missus and your place. Say, don’t you never have no fun?” 

“Fun! Why, say, last Sunday we was out to the beach, and the kid 
swum out first thing you know ” 

“Oh, shut up!” He was dressed now. He slapped his pockets. Har- 
monica. Cigarettes. Matches. Money. He was off, his long-visored cloth 
cap pulled jauntily over his eyes. 

Elmer, bearing no rancor, flung a last idle query: “Where you going?” 

‘How should I know ? Just bumming around. Bus is outa commission, 
and I’m outa luck.” 

He clattered down the stairs, whistling. 

Next door for a shine at the Greek bootblack’s. Enthroned on the dais, 
a minion at his feet, he was momentarily monarchial. How’s the boy? 
Good? Same here. Down, his brief reign ended. Out into the bright 
noon-day glare of Fifty-third Street. 

‘ fried-egg sandwich. Two blocks down and into the white-tiled 
lunchroom. He took his place in the row perched on stools in front of 
the white slab, his feet on the railing, his elbows on the counter. Four 
white-aproned vestals with blotchy skins performed rites over the steam- 
ing nickel urns, slid dishes defdy along the slick surface of the white 
slab, mopped up moisture with a sly gray rag. No nonsense about them. 
This was the rush hour. Hungry men from the shops and offices and 
garages of the district were bent on food (not badinage). They ate 
silently, making a dull business of it. Coffee? What kinda pie do you 
want? No fooling here. “Hello, Jessie,” 
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As she mopped the slab in front of him you noticed a slight softening 
of her features, intent so grimly on her task. “What’s yours?” 

“Bacon-and-egg sandwich. Glass of milk. Piece of pie. Blueberry.” 

Ordinarily she would not have bothered. But with him: “The blue- 
berry ain’t so good today, I noticed. Try the peach?” 

“All right.” He looked at her. She smiled. Incredibly, the dishes 
ordered seemed to leap out at her from nowhere. She crashed them down 
on the glazed white surface in front of him. The bacon-and-egg sand* 
wich was served open-faced, an elaborate confection. Two slices of white 
bread, side by side. On one reposed a fried egg, hard, golden, delectable, 
indigestible. On the other three crisp curls of bacon. The ordinary order 
held two curls only. A dish so rich in calories as to make it food sufficient 
for a day. Jessie knew nothing of calories, nor did Nick. She placed a 
double order of butter before him — two yellow pats, moisture-beaded. 
As she scooped up his milk from the can you saw that the glass was but 
three-quarters filled. From a deep crock she ladled a smaller scoop and 
filled the glass to the top. The deep crock held cream. Nick glanced up 
at her again. Again Jessie smiled. A plain damsel, Jessie, and capable. 
She went on about her business. What’s yours? Coffee with? White or 
rye? No nonsense about her. And yet: “Pie all right?” 

‘Teh. It’s good.” 

She actually blushed. 

He finished, swung himself off the stool, nodded to Jessie. She stacked 
his dishes with one lean, capable hand, mopped the slab with the other, 
but as she made for the kitchen she flung a glance at him over her 
shoulder. 

“Day off?” 

“Yeh.” 

“Some folks has all the luck.” 

He grinned. His teeth were strong and white and even. He walked 
toward the door with his light quick step, paused for a toothpick as he 
paid his check, was out again into the July sunlight. Her face became 
dull again. 

Well, not one o’clock. Guessed he’d shoot a little pool. He dropped 
into Moriarty’s cigar store. It was called a cigar store because it dealt in 
tnagazines, newspapers, soft drinks, golf balls, cigarettes, pool, billiards, 
chocolates, chewing gum, and cigars. In the rear of the store were four 
green-topped tables, three for pool and one for billiards. He hung about 
aimlessly, watching the game at the one occupied table. The players were 
slim young men like himself, their clothes replicas of his own, their faces 
lean and somewhat hard. Two of them dropped out. Nick took a cue 
from the rack, shed his tight coat. They played under a glaring electric 
light in the heat of the day, yet they seemed cool, aloof, immune from 
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bodily discomfort. It was a strangely silent game and as mirthless as that 
of the elfin bowlers in Rip Van Winkle. The slim-waisted shirted fig- 
ures bent plastically over the table in the graceful postures of the game. 
You heard only the click of the balls, an occasional low-voiced exclama- 
tion. A solemn crew, and unemotional. 

Now and then: “What’s all the shootin’ fur?” 

“In she goes.” 

Nick, winner, tired of it in less than an hour. He bought a bottle of 
some acidulous drink just off the ice and refreshed himself with it, 
drinking from the bottle’s mouth. He was vaguely restless, dissatisfied. 
Out again into the glare of two o’clock Fifty-third Street. He strolled up 
a block toward l.ake Park Avenue. It was hot. He wished the bus wasn’t 
sick. Might go in swimming, though. He considered this idly. Hurried 
steps behind him. A familiar perfume wafted to his senses. A voice nasal 
yet cooing. Miss Bauers. Miss Bauers on pleasure bent, palpably, being 
attired in the briefest of silks, white-strapped slippers, white silk stock- 
ings, scarlet hat. The Green Front Grocery and Market closed for a half 
day each Thursday afternoon during July and August. Nicky had not 
availed himself of the knowledge. 

“Well, if it ain’t Nicky! I just seen you come out of Moriarty’s as I 
was passing.” (She had seen him go in an hour before and had waited 
a patient hour in the drug store across the street.) “What you doing 
around loose this hour the day, anyway?” 

“I’m off ’safternoon.” 

“Are yuh? So’m I.” Nicky said nothing. Miss Bauers shifted from one 
plump silken leg to the other. “What you doing?” 

“Oh, nothing much.” 

“So’m I. Let’s do it together.” Miss Bauers employed the direct 
method. 

“Well,” said Nick, vaguely. He didn’t object particularly. And yet he 
was conscious of some formless program forming mistily in his mind 
— a program that did not include the berouged, bepowdered, plump, 
and silken Miss Bauers. 

“I {AfTned you this morning, Nicky. Twice.” 

“Yeh?” 

“They said you wasn’t in.” 

“Yeh?” 

A hard young woman. Miss Bauers, yet simple: powerfully drawn 
toward this magnetic and careless boy; powerless to forge chains strong 
enough to hold him. “Well, how about Riverview? I ain’t been this 
smnmcr 

“Oh, that’s so darn far. Take all day getting there, pretty near “ 

“Not driving, it wouldn’t.” 
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“I ain’t got the bus. Busted.” 

His apathy was getting on her nerves. “How about a movie, then?* 
Her feet hurt. It was hot. 

His glance went up the street toward the Harper, down the street 
foward the Hyde Park. The sign above the Harper offered Mother 0’ 
Mine. The lettering above the Hyde Park announced Love’s Sacrifice 

“Gawd, no,” he made decisive answer. 

Miss Bauers’s frazzled nrrves snapped. “You make me sick! Standing 
there. Nothing don’t suit you. Say, I ain’t so crazy to go round with you. 
Cheap guy! Prob’ly you’d like to go over to Wooded Island or some- 
thing, in Jackson Park, and set on the grass and feed the squirrels. 
That’d be a treat for me, that would.” She laughed a high, scornful 
tcar-near laugh. 

“Why — say ” Nick stared at her, and yet she felt he did not sec 

her. A sudden peace came into his face — the peace of a longing fulfilled. 
He turned his head. A Lake Park Avenue street car was roaring its way 
toward them. He took a step toward the roadway. “I got to be going,’* 

Fear flashed its flame into Miss Bauers’s pale blue eyes. “Going! How 
do you mean, going? Going where?” 

“I got to be going.” The car had stopped opposite them. His young 
face was stern, implacable. Miss Bauers knew she was beaten^ but she 
clung to hope tenaciously, piteously. “I got to see a party, sec?” 

“You never said anything about it in the first place. Pity you wouldn’t 
say so in the first place. Who you got to sec, anvway ?” She knew it was 
useless to ask. She knew she was beating her fists against a stone wall, 
but she must needs ask notwithstanding: “Who you got to see?” 

“I got to sec a party. I forgot.” He made the car step in two long 
strides; had swung himself up. “So long!” The car door slammed after 
him. Miss Bauers, in her unavailing silks, stood disconsolate on the hot 
street corner. 

He swayed on the car platform until Sixty-third Street was reached. 
There he alighted and stood a moment at the curb surveying idly the 
populous corner. He purchased a paper bag of hot peanuts from a 
vender’s glittering scarlet and nickel stand, and crossed the street into 
the pathway that led to Jackson Park, munching as he went. In an open 
space reserved for games some boys were playing baseball with much 
hoarse hooting and frenzied action. He drew near to watch. The ball, 
naisdircctcd, sailed suddenly toward him. He ran backward at its swift 
approach, leaped high, caught it, and with a long curving swing, so easy 
as to appeal* almost effordess, sent it hurding back. The lad on the 
pitcher’s mound made as if to catch it, changed his mind, dodged, started 
after it. 
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The boy at bat called to Nick: “Hch, you! Wanna come on and 
pitch?” 

Nick shook his head and went on. 

He wandered leisurely along the gravel path that led to the park golf 
shelter. The wide porch was crowded with golfers and idlers. A four- 
some was teed up at the first tee. Nick leaned against a porch pillar 
waiting for them to drive. That old boy had pretty good practise swing. 

. . . Stiff, though. . . . Lookit that dame. Je’s! I bet she takes fifteen 
shots before she ever gets on to the green. . . . There, that kid had 
pretty good drive. Must of been hundred and fifty, anyway. Pretty 
good for a kid. 

Nick, in the course of his kaleidoscopic career, had been a caddie at 
thirteen in torn shirt and flapping knickers. He had played the smooth, 
expert, scornful game of the caddie with a natural swing from the lithe 
waist and a follow-through that was the envy of the muscle-bound men 
who watched him. He hadn’t played in years. The game no longer , 
interested him. He entered the shelter lunchroom. The counters were 
lined with lean, brown, hungry men and lean, brown, hungry women. 
They were eating incredible dishes considering that the hour was 3 p. m. 
and the day a hot one. Corned-beef hash with a poached egg on top; 
wieners and potato salad; meat pies; hot roast beef sandwiches; steam- 
ing cups of coffee in thick white ware; watermelon. Nick slid a leg 
over a stool as he had done earlier in the afternoon. Here, too, the Hebes 
were of stern stuff, as they needs must be to serve these ravenous hordes 
of club swingers who swarmed upon them from dawn to dusk. Their 
task it was to wait upon the golfing male, which is man at his simplest- 
reduced to the least common denominator and shorn of all attraction 
for the female eye and heart. They represented merely hungry mouths, 
weary muscles, reaching fists. The waitresses served them as a capable at- 
tendant serves another woman’s child — efficiently and without emotion. 

“Blueberry pie a la mode,” said Nick — ^“with strawberry ice cream.” 

Inured as she was to the horrors of gastronomic miscegenation, the 
waitress — an old girl — recoiled at this. 

“Say, I don’t think you’d like that. They don’t mix so very good 
Why don’t you try the peach pie instead with the strawberry ice cream 
— if you want strawberry?” He looked so young and cool and fresh. 

“Blueberry,” repeated Nick sternly, and looked her in the eye. The 
old waitress laughed a little and was surprised to find herself laughing. 

“ ’S for you to say.” She brought him the monstrous mixture, and he 
devoured it to the last chromatic crumb. 

“Nothing the matter with that,” he remarked as she passed, dish- 
laden. 

She laughed again tolerantly, almost tenderly. “Good thing youV't 
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younj^.” Her busy glance lingered a brief moment on his face. He 
sauntered out. 

Now he took the path to the right of the shelter, crossed the road, 
struck the path again, came to a rustic bridge that humped high in the 
middle, spanning a cool green stream, willow-bordered. The cool green 
stream was an emerald chain that threaded its way in a complete circlet 
about the sylvan spot known as Wooded Island, relic of World’s Fair 
days. 

The little island lay, like a thing under enchantment, silent, fragrant, 
golden, green, exquisite. Squirrels and blackbirds, rabbits and pigeons 
mingled in iEsopian accord. The air was warm and still, held by the 
encircling trees and shrubbery. There was not a soul to be seen. At the 
far north end the two Japanese model houses, survivors of the exposi- 
tion, gleamed white among the trees. 

Nick stood a moment. His eyelids closed, languorously. He stretched 
his arms out and up deliciously, bringing his stomach in and his chest 
out. He took off his cap and stuffed it into his pocket. He strolled across 
the thick cool nap of the grass, deserting the pebble path. At the west 
edge of the island a sign said: “No One Allowed in the Shrubbery.” 
Ignoring it, Nick parted the branches, stopped and crept, reached the | 
bank that sloped down to the cool green stream, took off his coat, and 
lay relaxed upon the ground. Above him the tree branches made a 
pattern against the sky. Little ripples lipped the chore. Scampering 
velvet-footed things, feathered things, winged things made pleasant stir 
among the leaves. Nick slept. 

He awoke in half an hour refreshed. He lay there, thinking of noth- 
ing— a charming gift. He found a stray peanut in his pocket and fed it 
to a friendly squirrel. His hand encountered the cool metal of his har- 
monica. He drew out the instrument, placed his coat, folded, under his 
head, crossed his knees, one leg swinging idly, and began to play raptur- 
ously. He was perfectly happy. He played Gimme Love, whose jazz 
measures are stolen from Mendelssohn’s Spring Song. He did not know 
this. The leaves rustled. He did not turn his head. 

“Hello, Pan!” said a voice. A girl came down the slope and seated 
herself beside him. She was not smiling. 

Nick removed the harmonica from his lips and wiped his mouth with 
the back of his hand. “Hello who?” 

;;Hc 11 o, Pan.” 

‘‘Wrong number, lady,” Nick said, and again applied his lips to th<: 
tnouth organ. The girl laughed then, throwing back her head. Her 
throat was long and slim and brown. She clasped her knees with her 
arms and looked at Nick amusedly. Nick thought she was a kind of 
homely little thing. 



846 EDNA FERBER 

“Pan,” she explained, “was a pagan deity. He played pipes in the 
woods.” 

“ *S all right with me,” Nick ventured, bewildex'ed but amiable. He 
wished she’d go away. But she didn’t. She began to take off her shoes 
and stockings. She went down to the water’s edge, then, and paddled 
her feet. Nick sat up, outraged. “Say, you can’t do that.” 

She glanced back at him over her shoulder. “Oh, yes, I can. It’s so hot.” 
She wriggled her toes ecstatically. 

The leaves rustled again, briskly, unmistakably this time. A heavy 
tread. A rough voice. “Say, looka here! Get out of there, you! What 

the ” A policeman, red-faced, wroth. “You can’t do that! Get outa 

here!” 

It was like a movie, Nick thought. 

The girl turned her head. “Oh, now, Mr. Elwood,” she said. 

“Oh, it’s you, miss,” said the policeman. You would not have believed 
it was the same policeman. He even giggled. “Thought you was away ” 

“I was. In fact, I am, really. I just got sick of it and ran away for a 
day. Drove. Alone. The family’ll be wild.” 

“All the way?” said the policeman, incredulously. “Say, I thought 
that looked like your car standing out there by the road; but I says no, 
she ain’t in town.” He looked sharply at Nick, whose face had an 
Indian composure, though his feelings were mixed, “Who’s this?” 

“He’s a friend of mine. His name’s Pan.” She was drying her feet 
with an inadequate rose-colored handkerchief. She crept crab wise up 
the bank, and put on her stockings and slippers. 

“Why’n’t you come out and set on a bench?” suggested the police- 
man, worriedly. 

The girl shook her head. “In Arcadia we don’t sit on benches. I should 
think you’d know that. Go on away, there’s a dear. I want to talk to this 
— to Pan.” 

He persisted. “What’d your pa say. I’d like to know!” The girl 
shrugged her shoulders. Nick made as though to rise. He was worried. 
A nutf that’s what. She pressed him down with a hard brown hand. 

“Now it’s all right. He’s going. Old Fuss!” The policeman stood a 
brief moment longer. Then the foliage rustled again. He was gone. The 
girl sighed, happily. “Play that thing some more, will you? You’re a 
wiz at it, aren’t you?” 

“I’m pretty good,” said Nick, modestly. Then the outrageousness of 
her conduct struck him afresh. “Say, who’re you, anyway?” 

“My name’s Berry— short for Bernice. , . . What’s yours, Pan?” 

“Nick— that is— Nick.” 

“Ugh, terrible! I’ll stick to Pan. What d’you do when you’re not 
Panning?” Then, at the bewilderment in his face; ‘What’s your job?** 
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“I work in the Ideal Garage. Say, you’re pretty oosej^ ain’t you?” 

“Yes, pretty. . . . That accounts for your nails, h’m?” Sli looked 
at her own brown paws. “ ’Bout as bad as mine. I drove one hundred 
and fifty miles today.” 

“Ya-as, you did!” 

“I did! Started at six. And I’ll probably drive back tonight.” 

“You’re crazy!” 

“I know it,” she agreed, “and it’s wonderful. . . . Can you play the 
Tommy Toddle?” 

“Yeh. It’s kind of hard, though, where the runs are. I don’t get the 
runs so very good.” He played it. She kept time with head and feet. 
When he had finished and wiped his lips: 

“Elegant!” She took the harmonica from him, wiped it brazenly on 
the much-abused, rose-colored handkerchief and began to play, her 
cheeks puffed out, her eyes round with effort. She played the Tommy 
Toddle, and her runs were perfect. Nick’s chagrin was swallowed by 
his admiration and envy. 

“Say, kid, you got more wind than a factory whistle. Who learned 
you to play?” 

She struck her chest with a hard brown fist. “Tennis. . . . Tim 
taught me.” 

“Who’s Tim?” 

“The — a chauffeur.” 

Nick leaned closer. “Say, do you ever go to »^he dances at Englewood 
Masonic Hall?” 

“I never have.” 

“ ’Jah like to go some time?” 

“I’d love it.” She grinned up at him, her teeth flashing white in her 
brown face. 

“It’s swell here,” he said, dreamily. “Like the woods?'’ 

“Yes.” 

“Winter, when it’s cold and dirty, I think about how it’s here sum- 
mers. It’s like you could take it out of your head and look at it whenever 
you wanted to.” 

“Endymion.” 

“Huh?” 

“A man said practically the same thing the other day. Name of Keats.” 

“Yeh?” 

“He said: ‘A thing of beauty is a joy forever.* ” 

“That’s one way putting it,” he agreed, graciously. 

Unsmilingly she reach^ over with one slim forefinger, as if com- 
pelled, and touched the blond hairs on Nick’s wrist. Just touched them. 
Nick remained motionless. The girl shivered a little, deliciously. She 
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glanced at him shyly. Her lips were provocative. Thoughtlessly, blindly, 
Nick suddenly flung an arm about her, kissed her. He kissed her as he 
had never kissed Miss Bauers— as he had never kissed Miss Ahearn, 
Miss Olson, or just Gertie. The girl did not scream, or push him away, 
or slap him, or protest, or giggle as would have the above-mentioned 
young ladies. She sat breathing rather fast, a tinge of scarlet showing 
beneath the tan. 

“Well, Pan,” she said, low-voiced, “you’re running true to form, any- 
way.” She eyed him appraisingly. “Your appeal is in your virility, I 
suppose. Yes.” 

“My what?” 

She rose. “I’ve got to go.” 

Panic seized him. “Say, don’t drive back tonight, huh? Wherever it is 
you’ve got to go. You ain’t driving back tonight?” 

She made no answer; parted the bushes, was out on the gravel path 
in the sunlight, a slim, short-skirted, almost childish figure. He followed. 
They crossed the bridge, left the island, reached the roadway almost in 
silence. At the side of the road was a roadster. Its hood was the kind 
that conceals power. Its lamps were two giant eyes rimmed in precious 
metal. Its line spelled strength. Its body was foreign. Nick’s engine-wise 
eyes saw these things at a glance. 

“That your car?” 

“Yes.” 

“Gosh!” 

She unlocked it, threw in the clutch, shifted, moved. “Say!” was 
wrung from Nick helplessly. She waved at him. “Good-by, Pan.” He 
stared, stricken. She was off swiftly, silently; flashed around a corner; 
was hidden by the trees and shrubs. 

He stood a moment. He felt bereaved, cheated. Then a little wave of 
exaltation shook him. He wanted to talk to someone. “Gosh!” he said 
again. He glanced at his wrist. Five-thirty. He guessed he’d go home. 
He gu^ed he’d go home and get one of Ma’s dinners. One of Ma’s 
dinners and talk to Ma. The Sixty-third Street car. He could make it 
and back in plenty time. 

Nick lived in that section of Chicago known as Englewood, which is 
not so sylvan as it sounds, but appropriate enough for a faun. Not only 
that; he lived in S. Green Street, Englewood. S. Green Street, near 
Seventieth, is almost rural with its great elms and poplars, its frame 
cottages, its back gardens. A neighborhood of thrifty, foreign-born 
fathers and mothers, many children, tree-lined streets badly paved. 
Nick turned in at a two-story brown frame cottage. He went around to 
the hack. Ma was in the kitchen. 



THE AFTERNOON OF A FAUN 849 

Nick’s presence at the evening meal was an uncertain thing. Some- 
times he did not eat at home for a week, excepting only his hurried early 
breakfast. He rarely spent an evening at home, and when he did used 
the opportunity for making up lost sleep. Pa never got home from work 
until after six. Nick liked his dinner early and hot. On his rare visits 
his mother welcomed him like one of the Gracchi. Mother and son 
understood each other wordlessly, having much in common. You 
would not have thought it of her (forty-six bust, forty waist, measure- 
less hips), but Ma was a nymph at heart. Hence Nick. 

“Hello, Ma!” She was slamming expertly about the kitchen. 

“Hello, yourself,” said Ma. Ma had a line of slang gleaned from hci 
numerous brood. It fell strangely from her lips. Ma had never quite lost 
a tinge of foreign accent, though she had come lo America when a girl. 
A hearty, zestful woman, savoring life with gusto, undiminished by 
child-bearing and hard work. “Eating home, Dewey?” She alone used 
his given name. 

“Ych, but I gotta be back by seven-thirty. Got anything ready?” 

“Dinner ain’t, but I’ll get you something. Plenty. Platter ham and 
eggs and a quick fry. Cherry cobbler’s done. I’ll fix you some.” (Cherry 
cobbler is shortcake with a soul.) 

He ate enormously at the kitchen table, she hovering over him. 

“What’s the news, Dewey 

“Ain’t none.” He ate in silence. Then: “How old was you when you 
married Pa?” 

“Me? Say, I wasn’t no more n a kid. I gotta laugh when I think of it.” 

“What was Pa earning?” 

She laughed a great hearty laugh, dipping a piece of bread sociably 
in the ham fat on the platter as she stood by the table, just to bear him 
company. 

“Say, earn! If he’d of earned what you was earning now, we’d of 
thought we was millionaires. Time Etty was born he was pulling down 
thirteen a week, and we saved on it.” She looked at him suddenly, 
sharply. “Why?” 

“Oh, I was just wondering.” 

“Look what good money he’s getting now! If I was you, I wouldn’t 
stick around no old garage for what they give you. You could get a 
good job in the works with Pa; first thing you know you’d be pulling 
down big money. You’re smart like that with engines. . . . Takes a lot 
of money nowadays for feller to get married.” 

“You tell ’em,” agreed Nick. He looked up at her, having finished 
eating. His glance was almost tender. “How’d you come to marry Pa, 
anyway? You and him’s so different.” 



EDNA FERBER 


850 

The nymph in Ma leaped to the surface and stayed there a moment, 
sparkling, laughing, dimpling. “Oh, I dunno. I kept running away and 
he kept running after. Like that.” 

He looked up again quickly at that. “Yeh. That’s it. Fella don’t like 
to have no girl chasing him all the time. Say, he likes to do the chasing 
himself. Ain’t that the truth?” 

“You tell ’em!” agreed Ma. A great jovial laugh shook her. Heavy- 
footed now, but light of heart. 

Suddenly: “I’m thinking of going to night school. Learn something. 
I don’t know nothing.” 

“You do, too, Dewey!” 

“Aw, wha’d I know? I never had enough schooling. Wished I had.” 

“Who’s doings was it? You wouldn’t stay. Wouldn’t go no more than 
sixth reader and quit. Nothing wouldn’t get you to go.” 

He agreed gloomily. “1 know it. I don’t know what nothing is. Uh— 
Arcadia — or— now — ^vitality or nothing.” 

“Oh, that comes easy,” she encouraged him, “when you begin once.” 

He reached for her hand gratefully. “You’re a swell cook, Ma.” He 
had a sudden burst of generosity, of tenderness. “Soon’s the bus is fixed 
I’ll take you joy-riding over to the lake.” 

Ma always wore a boudoir cap of draggled lace and ribbon for motor- 
ing. Nick almost never offered her a ride. She did not expect him to. 

She pushed him playfully. “Go on! You got plenty young girls to take 
riding, not your ma.” 

“Oh, girls!” he said, scornfully. Then in another tone: “Girls.” 

He was off. It was almost seven. Pa was late. He caught a car back 
to Fifty-third Street. Elmer was lounging in the cool doorway of the 
garage. Nick, in sheer exuberance of spirits, squared off, doubled his 
fists, and danced about Elmer in a semicircle, working his arms as a 
prizefighter does, warily. He jabbed at Elmer’s jaw playfully. 

“What you been doing,” inquired that long-suffering gentleman, 
“makes you feel so good? Where you been?” 

“Oh,^owhcrcs. Bumming round. Park.” 

He turned in the direction of the stairway. Elmer lounged after him. 
“Oh, say, dame’s been calling you for the last hour and a half. Like to 
busted the phone. Makes me sick.” 

“Aw, Bauers.” 

“No, that wasn’t the name. Name’s Mary or Berry, or something like 
that. A dozen times, I betcha. Says you was to call her as soon as you 
come in. Drexel 47— wait a min’t’— yeh— that’s right— Drexel 473 

“Swell chanst.” said Nick. Suddenly his buoyancy was gone. His 
Moulders drooped. His cigarette dangled limp. Disappointment curved 
his lips, burdened his eyes. ''Swell chanstl” 



Some Like Them Cold 

BY RING LARDNER 


N.Y.,Aug.i 

Dear Miss Gillespie: How about our bet now as you bet me I would 
forget all about you the minute I hit the big town and would never 
write you a letter. Well girlie it looks like you lose so pay me. Seriously 
we will call all bets off as I am not the kind that bet on a sure thing and 
it sure was a sure thing that I would not forget a girlie like you and all 
that is worrying me is whether it may not be the other way round and 
you are wondering who this fresh guy is that is writeing you this letter. 
I bet you are so will try and refreshen your memory. 

Well girlie I am the handsome young man that was wondering round 
the Lasalle st. station Monday and “happened' to sit down beside of a 
mighty pretty girlie who was waiting to meet her sister from Toledo 
and the train was late and I am glad of it because if it had not of been 
that little girlie and I would never of met. So for once I was a lucky guy 
but still I guess it was time I had some luck as it was certainly tough luck 
for you and I to both be liveing in Chi all that time and never get 
together till a half hour before I was leaveing town for good. 

Still “better late than never” you know and maybe we can make up 
for lost time though it looks like we would have to do our makeing up 
at long distants unless you make good on your threat and come to N. Y. 
I wish you would do that little thing girlie as it looks like that was the 
only way we would get a chance to play round together as it looks like 
they was little or no chance of me comeing back to Chi as my whole fu- 
ture is in the big town. N. Y. is the only spot and specially for a man that 
expects to make my liveing in the song writeing game as here is the 
Mecca for that line of work and no matter how good a man may be they 
don’t get no recognition unless they live in N. Y. 

Well girlie you asked me to tell you all about my trip. Well I remem- 
ber you saying that you would give anything to be makeing it yourself 
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but as far as the 1 ^ itself ; conserned you ought to be thankfull you 
did not have to toake it as you would of sweat your head off. I know I 
did specially wile going through Ind. Monday p. m. but Monday night 
was the worst of all trying to sleep and finely I give it up and just layed 
there with the prespiration rolling off of me though I was laying on top 
of the covers and nothing on but my underwear. 

Yesterday was not so bad as it rained most of the a. m. comeing 
through N. Y. state and in the p. m. we road along side of the Hudson 
all p. M. Some river girlie and just looking at it makes a man forget all 
about the heat and everything else except a certain girlie who I seen for 
the first time Monday and then only for a half hour but she is the kind 
of a girlie that a man don’t need to see her only once and they would be 
no danger of forgetting her. There I guess I better lay off that subject 
or you will think I am a “fresh guy.” 

Well that is about all to tell you about the trip only they was one 
amuseing incidence that come off yesterday which I will tell you. Well 
they was a dame got on the train at Toledo Monday and had the birth 
opp. mine but I did not see nothing of her that night as I was out smoke- 
ing till late and she hit the hay early but yesterday a. m. she come in the 
dinner and sit at the same table with me and tried to make me and it 
was so raw that the dinge waiter seen it and give me the wink and of 
course I paid no tension and I waited till she got through so as they 
would be no danger of her foiling me out but she stopped on the way 
out to get a tooth pick and when I come out she was out on the platform 
with it so I tried to brush right by but she spoke up and asked me what 
time it was and I told her and she said she guessed her watch was slow 
so I said maybe it just seemed slow on acet. of the company it was in. 

I don’t know if she got what I was driveing at or not but any way she 
give up trying to make me and got off at Albany. She was a good looker 
but I have no time for gals that tries to make strangers on a train. 

Well if I don’t quit you will think I am writeing a book but will 
expect a long letter in answer to this letter and we will see if you can 
keep yopr promise like I have kept mine. Don’t dissapoint me girlie as 
I am all alone in a large city and hearing from you will keep me from 
getting home sick for old Chi though I never thought so much of the 
old town till I found out you lived there. Don’t think that is kidding 
girlie as I mean it. 

You can address me at this hotel as it looks like I will be here right 
along as it is on 47th st. right off of old Broadway and handy to every- 
thing and am only paying $21 per wk. for my rm. and could of got one 
for $16 but without bath but am glad to pay the differents as am lost 
without my bath in the a. m. and sometimes at night too. 

Tomorrow I expect to commence fighting the “battle of Broadway 
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and will let you know how I come out that is if you answer this letter. 
In the mean wile girlie au reservoir and don’t do nothing I would not do, 

Your new friend (?) 

Chas. F. Lewis. 

Chicago, IlL, Aug, 6 . 

My Dear Mr. Lewis: Well, that certainly was a “surprise party” 
getting your letter and you are certainly a “wonder man” to keep your 
word as I am afraid most men of your sex are gay deceivers but maybe 
you are “different.” Any way it sure was a surprise and will gladly pay 
the bet if you will just tell me what it was we bet. Hope it was not money 
as I am a “v^orking girl” but if it was not more than a dollar or two will 
try to dig it up even if I have to “beg, borrow or steal.” 

Suppose you will think me a “case” to make a bet and then forget 
what it was, but you must remember, Mr. Man, that I had just met you 
and was “dazzled.” Joking aside I was rather “fussed” and will tell you 
why. Well, Mr. Lewis, I suppose you see lots of girls like the one you 
told me about that you saw on the train who tried to “get acquainted” 
but I want to assure you that I am not one of those kind and sincerely 
hope you will believe me when I tell you that you was the first man ! 
ever spoke to meeting them like that and my friends and the people who 
know me would simply faint if they knew I ever spoke to a man without 
a “proper introduction.” 

Believe me, Mr. Lewis, I am not that kind and I don’t know now why 
I did it only that you was so “different” looking if you know what I 
mean and not at all like the kind of men that usually try to force their 
attentions on every pretty girl they see. Lots of times I act on impulse 
and let my feelings run away from me and sometimes I do things on 
the impulse of the moment which I regret them later on, and that is 
what I did this time, but hope you won’t give me cause to regret it and 
I know you won’t as I know you are not that kind of a man a specially 
after what you told me about the girl on the train. But any way as I say, 
I was in a “daze” so can’t remember what it was we bet, but will try 
and pay it if it does not “break” me. 

Sis’s train got in about ten minutes after yours had gone and when she 
saw me what do you think was the first thing she said? Well, Mr. Lewis, 
she said: “Why Mibs (That is a pet name some of my friends have 
given me) what has happened to you? I never seen you have as much 
color.” So I passed it off with some remark about the heat and changed 
the subject as I certainly was not going to tell her that I had just been 
talking to a man who I had never met or she would have dropped dead 
^om the shock. Either that or she would not of believed me as it would 
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be hard for a person who knows me well to imagine me doing a thing 
like that as I have quite a reputation for “squelching” men who try to 
act fresh, I don’t mean anything personal by that, Mr. Lewis, as am a 
good judge of character and could tell without you telling me that you 
are not that kind. 

Well, Sis and I have been on the “go” ever since she arrived as I took 
yesterday and today off so I could show her the “sights” though she says 
she would be perfectly satisfied to just sit in the apartment and listen to 
me “rattle on.” Am afraid I am a great talker, Mr. Lewis, but Sis says 
it is as good as a show to hear me tdk as I tell things in such a different 
way as I cannot help from seeing the humorous side of everything and 
she says she never gets tired of listening to me, but of course she is my 
sister and thinks the world of me, but she really does laugh like she 
enjoyed my craziness. 

Maybe I told you that I have a tiny little apartment which a girl friend 
of mine and I have together and it is hardly big enough to turn round 
in, but still it is “home” and I am a great home girl and hardly ever care 
to go out evenings except occasionally to the theater or dance. But even 
if our “nest” is small we are proud of it and Sis complimented us on 
how cozy it is and how “homey” it looks and she said she did not see 
how we could afford to have everything so nice and Edith (my girl 
friend) said : “Mibs deserves all the credit for that. I never knew a girl 
who could make a little money go a long ways like she can.” Well, of 
course she is my best friend and always saying nice things about me, but 
I do try and I hope I get results. Have always said that good taste and 
being careful is a whole lot more important than lots of money though 
it is nice to have it. 

You must write and tell me how you are getting along in the “battle 
of Broadway” (I laughed when I read that) and whether the publishers 
like your songs though I know they will. Am crazy to hear them and 
hear you play the piano as I love good jazz music even better than clas- 
sical, though I suppose it is terrible to say such a thing. But I usually say 
just wiiat I think though sometimes I wish afterwards I had not of. But 
still I believe it is better for a girl to be her own self and natural instead 
of always acting. But am afraid I will never have a chance to hear you 
play unless you come back to Chi and pay us a visit as my “threat” to 
come to New York was just a “threat” and I don’t see any hope of ever 
getting there unless some rich New Yorker should fall in love with me 
and take me there to live. Fine chance for poor little me, eh Mr. Lewis.^ 

Well, I guess I have “rattled on” long enough and you will think I 
am writing a book unless I quit and besides. Sis has asked me as a special 
favor to make her a pic for dinner. Maybe you don’t know it, Mr. Man- 
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but I am c^itc famous for my pic and pastry, but I don’t suppose a 
“genius” is interested in common things like that. 

Well, be sure and write soon and tell me what N. Y. is like and aU 
about it and don’t forget the little girlie who was “bad” and spoke to a 
strange man in the station and have been blushing over it ever since. 

Your friend (?) 

Mabelle Gillespie. 

N. Y., Aug. JO. 

Dear Girlie: I bet you will think I am a fresh guy commencing that 
way but Miss Gillespie is too cold and a man can not do nothing cold 
in this kind of weather specially in this man’s town which is the hottest 
place I ever been in and I guess maybe the reason why New Yorkers is 

so bad is because they think they are all ready in H and can not go 

no worse place no matter how they behave themselves. Honest girlie I 
certainly envy you being where there is a breeze off the old Lake and 
Chi may be dirty but I never heard of nobody dying because they was 
dirty but four people died here yesterday on acet. of the heat and I seen 
two different women flop right on Broadway and had to be taken away 
in the ambulance and it could not of been because they was dressed too 
warm because it would be impossible for the women here to leave off 
any more cloths. 

Well have not had much luck yet in the battle of Broadway as all the 
heads of the big music publishers is out of town on their vacation and 
the big boys is the only ones I will do business with as it would be silly 
for a man with the stuff I have got to waste my time on somebody that 
is just on the staff and have not got the final say. But I did play a couple 
of my numbers for the people up to Levy’s and Goebel’s and they went 
crazy over them in both places. So it looks like all I have to do is wait 
for the big boys to get back and then play my numbers for them and I 
'i^ill be all set. What I want is to get taken on the staff of one of the big 
firms as that gives a man the inside and they will plug your numbers 
more if you are on the staff. In the mean wile have not got nothing to 
worry me but am just seeing the sights of the big town as have saved up 
enough money to play round for a wile and any way a man that can 
pfiiy piano like I can don’t never have to worry about starveing. Can 
certainly make the old music box talk girlie and am always good for a 
I75 or $100 job. 

Well have been here a week now and on the go every minute and I 
thought I would be lonesome down here but no chance of that as 1 have 
hecn treated fine by the people I have met and have sure met a bunch 
of them. One of the boys, liveing in the hotel is a vaudeville actor and he 
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is a member of the Friars club and took me over there to dinner the 
other night and some way another the bunch got wise that I could play 
piano so of course I had to sit down and give them some of my numbers 
and everybody went crazy over them. One of the boys I met there was 
Paul Sears the song writer but he just writes the lyrics and has wrote a 
bunch of hits and when he heard some of my melodies he called me 
over to one side and said he would like to work with me on some 
numbers. How is that girlie as he is one of the biggest hit writers in N. Y. 

N. Y. has got some mighty pretty girlies and I guess it would not be 
hard to get acquainted with them and in fact several of them has tried 
to make me since I been here but I always figure that a girl must be 
something wrong with her if she tries to make a man that she don’t 
know nothing about so I pass them all up. But I did meet a couple of 
pips that a man here in the hotel went up on Riverside Drive to see them 
and insisted on me going along and they got on some way that I could 
make a piano talk so they was nothing but I must play for them so I sit 
down and played some of my own stuff and they went crazy over it. 

One of the girls wanted I should come up and see her again, and I 
said I might but I think I better keep away as she acted like she wanted 
to vamp me and I am not the kind that likes to play round with a gal 
just for their company and dance with them etc. but when I see the right 
gal that will be a different thing and she won’t have to beg me to come 
and see her as I will camp right on her trail till she says yes. And it 
won’t be none of these N. Y. fly by nights neither. They are all right to 
look at but a man would be a sucker to get serious with them as they 
might take you up and next thing you know you would have a wife on 
your hands that don’t know a dish rag from a waffle iron. 

Well girlie will quit and call it a day as it is too hot to write any more 
and I guess I will turn on the cold water and lay in the tub a wile and 
then turn in. Don’t forget to write to 

Your friend, 
Chas. F. Lewis. 

Chicago, IIL, Aug. /j. 

Dear Mr. Man: Hope you won’t think me a “silly Billy” for starting 
my letter that way bur “Mr. Lewis” is so formal and “Charles” is too 
much the other way and any way I would not dare to call a man by their 
first name after only knovdng them only two weeks. Though I may as 
well confess that Charles is my favorite name for a man and have always 
been crazy about it as it was my father’s name. Poor old dad, he died of 
cancer three years ago, but left enough insurance so that mother and wc 
girls were well provided for and do not have to do anything to support 
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ourselves though I have been earning my own living for two years to 
make things easier for mother and also because I simply can’t bear to be 
doing nothing as I feel like a “drone.” So I flew away from the “home 
nest” though mother felt bad about it as I was her favorite and she- 
always said I was such a comfort to her as when I was in the house she 
never had to worry about how things would go. 

But there I go gossiping about my domestic affairs just like you would 
be interested in them though I don’t see how you could be though per- 
sonly I always like to know all about my friends, but I know men are 
different so will try and not bore you any longer. Poor Man, I certainly 
feel sorry for you if New York is as hot as all that. I guess it has been 
very hot in Chi, too, at least everybody has been complaining about how 
terrible it is. Suppose you will wonder why I say “I guess” and you will 
think I ought to know if it is hot. Well, sir, the reason I say “I guess” 
is because I don’t feel the heat like others do or at least I don’t let myself 
feel it. That sounds crazy I know, but don’t you think there is a good 
deal in mental suggestion and not letting yourself feel things? I believe 
that if a person simply won’t allow themselves to be affected by disagree- 
able things, why such things won’t bother them near as much. I know 
it works with me and that is the reason why I am never cross when 
things go wrong and “keep smiling” no matter what happens and as far 
as the heat is concerned, why I just don’t let myself feel it and my 
friends say I don’t even look hot no matter if the weather is boiling and 
Edith, my girl friend, often says that I am like a breeze and it cools her 
off just to have me come in the room. Poor Edie .> jffers terribly during 
the hot weather and says it almost makes her mad at me to see how cool 
and unruffled I look when everybody else is perspiring and have red 
faces etc. 

I laughed when I read what you said about New York being so hot 
that people thought it was the “other place.” I can appreciate a joke, 
Mr. Man, and that one did not go “over my head.” Am still laughing 
at some oi the things you said in the station though they probably struck 
me funnier than they would most girls as I always see the funny side 
and sometimes something is said and I laugh and the others wonder 
what I am laughing at as they cannot see anything in it themselves, but 
it is just the way I look at things so of course I cannot explain to them 
why I laughed and they think I am crazy. But I had rather part with 
almost anything rather than my sense of humor as it helps me over a 
great many rough spots. 

Sis has gone back home though I would of liked to of kept her here 
much longer, but she had to go though she said she would of liked 
nothing better than to stay with me and just listen to me “rattle on.” 
She always says it is just like a show to hear me talk as I always put 
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things in such a funny way and for weeks after she has been visiting me 
she diinks of some of the things I said and laughs over them. Since she 
left Edith and I have been pretty quiet though poor Edic wants to be on 
the “go” all the time and tries to make me go out with her every evening 
to the pictures and scolds me when I say I had rather stay home and 
read and calls me a “book worm.” Well, it is true that I had rather stay 
home with a good book than go to some crazy old picture and the last 
two nights I have been reading myself to sleep with Robert W. Service’s 
poems. Don’t you love Service or don’t you care for “highbrow” 
writings? 

Personly there is nothing I love more than to just sit and read a good 
book or sit and listen to somebody play the piano, I mean if they can 
really play and I really believe I like popular music better than the 
classical though I suppose that is a terrible thing to confess, but I love 
all kinds of music but a specially the piano when it is played by some> 
body who can really play. 

Am glad you have not “fallen” for the “ladies” who have tried to 
make your acquaintance in New York. You are right in thinking there 
must be something wrong with girls who try to “pick up” strange men 
as no girl with self respect would do such a thing and when I say that, 
Mr. Man, I know you will think it is a funny thing for me to say on 
account of the way our friendship started, but I mean it and I assure 
you that was the first time I ever done such a thing in my life and would 
never of thought of doing it had I not known you were the right kind 
of a man as I flatter myself that I am a good judge of character and can 
tell pretty well what a person is like by just looking at them and 1 
assure you I had made up my mind what kind of a man you were before 
I allowed myself to answer your opening remark. Otherwise I am the 
last girl in the world that would allow myself to speak to a person with- 
out being introduced to them. 

When you write again you must tell me all about the girl on Riverside 
Drive and what she looks like and if you went to see her again and all 
about her. Suppose you will think I am a little old “curiosity shop” for 
asking all those questions and will wonder why I want to know. Well, 
sir, I won’t tell you why, so there, but I insist on you answering all ques- 
tions and will scold you if you don’t. Maybe you will think that the 
reason why I am so curious is because I am “jealous” of the lady in 
question. Well, sir, I won’t tell you whether I am or not, but will keep 
you “guessing.” Now, don’t you wish you knew? 

Must close or you will think I am going to “rattle on” forever or 
maybe you have all ready become disgusted and torn my letter up. If so 
all I can say is poor little me— she was a nice litde girl and meant wcl* 
but the man did not appreciate her. 
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There! WiU stop or you will think I am crazy if you do not all ready. 

Yours (?) 

Mabelle. 

N. Y,, Aug. 20. 

Dear Girlie: Well girlie I suppose you thought I was never going to 
answer your letter but have been busier than a one armed paper hanger 
the last week as have been working on a number with Paul Sears who 
is one of the best lyric writers in N. Y. and has turned out as many hits 
as Berlin or Davis or any of them. And believe me girlie he has turned 
out another hit this time that is he and I have done it together. It is all 
(lone now and we are just waiting £or the best chance to place it but will 
not place it nowheres unless we get the right kind of a deal but maybe 
will publish it ourselves. 

The song is bound to go over big as Sears has wrote a great lyric and 
I have give it a great tune or at least every body that has heard it goes 
crazy over it and it looks like it would go over bigger than any song 
since Mammy and would not be surprised to see it come out the hit of 
the year. If it is handled right we will make a bbl. of money and Sears 
says it is a cinch we will clean up as much as $25000 apiece which is 
pretty fair for one song but this one is not like the most of them bat 
has got a great lyric and I have wrote a melody that will knock them 
out of their seats. I only wish you could hear it girlie and hear it the way 
1 play it. I had to play it over and over about 50 times at the Friars last 
night. 

I will copy down the lyric of the chorus so you can see what it is like 
and get the idea of the song though of course you can’t tell much about 
it unless you hear it played and sang. The title of the song is When 
They’re Like You and here is the chorus; 

**Some like them hot, some like them cold. 

Some like them when they re not too darn old. 

Some like them fat, some like them lean. 

Some like them only at sweet sixteen. 

Some like them dark, like them light. 

Some like them in the park, l<!^te at night. 

Some like them fickle, some like them true, 

But the time 1 like them is when they're like you.’' 

How is that for a lyric and I only wish I could play my melody for you 
as you would go nuts over it but will send you a copy as soon as the song 
is published and you can get some of your friends to play it over for you 
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and I know you will like it though it is a different melody when I play 
it or when somebody else plays it. 

Well girlie you will see how busy I have been and am libel to keep 
right on being busy as we are not going to let the grass grow under our 
feet but as soon as we have got this number placed we will get busy on 
another one as a couple like that will put me on Easy st. even if they 
don’t go as big as we expect but even 25 grand is a big bunch of money 
and if a man could only turn out one hit a year and make that much 
out of it I would be on Easy st. and no more hammering on the old 
music box in some cabaret. 

Who ever we take the song to we will make them come across with 
one grand for advance royaltys and that will keep me going till I can 
turn out another one. So the future looks bright and rosey to yours truly 
and I am certainly glad I come to the big town though sorry I did not 
do it a whole lot quicker. 

This is a great old town girlie and when you have lived here a wile 
you wonder how you ever stood for a burg like Chi which is just a hick 
town along side of this besides being dirty etc. and a man is a sucker to 
stay there all their life specially a man in my line of work as N. Y. is the 
Mecca for a man that has got the musical gift. I figure that all the time 
I spent in Chi was just wasteing my time and never really started to live 
till I come down here and I have to laugh when I think of the boys out 
there that is trying to make a liveing in the song writeing game and 
most of them starve to death all their life and the first week I am down 
here I meet a man like Sears and the next thing you know we have 
turned out a song that will make us a fortune. 

Well girlie you asked me to tell you about the girlie up on the Drive 
that tried to make me and asked me to come and sec her again. Well I 
can assure you you have no reasons to be jealous in that quarter as I 
have not been back to see her as I figure it is wasteing my time to play 
round with a dame like she that wants to go out somewheres every night 
and if you married her she would want a house on 5th ave. with a dozen 
servants so I have passed her up as that is not my idea of home. 

WKat I want when I get married is a real home where a man can stay 
home and work and maybe have a few of his friends in once in a wile 
and entertain them or go to a good musical show once in a wile and 
have a wife that is in sympathy with you and not nag at you all the wile 
but be a real help mate. The girlie up on the Drive would run me ragged 
and have me in the poor house inside of a year even if I was makeing 
25 grand out of one song. Besides she wears a make up that you would 
have to blast to find out what her face looks like. So I have not been 
back there and don’t intend to see her again so what is the use of me 
telling you about her. And the only other girlie I have met is a sister of 

j 
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Paul Sears who I met up to his house wile we was working on the song 
but she don’t hardly count as she has not got no use for the boys but 
treats them like dirt and Paul says she is the coldest proposition he ever 
seen. 

Well I don’t know no more to write and besides have got a date to 
JO out to Paul’s place for dinner and play some of my stuff for him so 
as he can see if he wants to set words to some more of my melodies. W ell 
don’t do nothing I would not do and have as good a time as you can in 
old Chi and will let you know how we come along with the song. 

Chas. F. Lewis. 

Chicago, 111 ,, Aug. 2^. 

Dear Mr. Man: I am thrilled to death over the song and think the 
words awfully pretty and am crazy to hear the music which I know 
.must be great. It must be wonderrul to have the gift of writing songs 
p and then hear people play and sing them and just think of making 
$25,000 in such a short time. My, how rich you will be and I certainly 
t congratulate you though am afraid when you are rich and famous you 
will have no time for insignificant little me or will you be an exception 
ind remember your “old” friends even when you are up in the world? 
i sincerely hope so. 

Will look forward to receiving a copy of the song and will you be 
sure and put your name on it? I am all ready very conceited just to think 
that I know a man that writes songs and makes all that money. 

Seriously I wish you success with your next sung and I laughed when 
I read your remark about being busier than a one armed paper hanger. 

I don’t see how you think up all those comparisons and crazy things to 
say. The next time one of the girls asks me to go out with them I am 
going to tell them I can’t go because I am busier than a one armed paper 
hanger and then they will think I made it up and say: “The girl is 
clever.” 

Seriously I am glad you did not go back to see the girl on the Drive 
and am also glad you don’t like girls who makes themselves up so much 
as 1 think it is disgusting and would rather go round looking like a 
ghost than put artificial color on my face. Fortunately I have a com- 
plexion that does not need “fixing” but even if my coloring was not 
what it is I would never think of lowering myself to “fix” it. But I must 
tell you a joke that happened just the other day when Edith and I were 
out at lunch and there was another girl in the restaurant whom Edie 
knew and she introduced her to me and I noticed how this girl kept 
staring at me and finally she begged my pardon and asked if she could 
ask me a personal question and I said yc.s and she asked me if my com* 
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plexion was ir^ally ‘‘mine.” I assured her it was and she said: “Well, I 
thought so because I did not think anybody could put it on so artistically. 
I certainly envy you.” Edie and I both laughed. 

Well, if that girl envies me my complexion, why I envy you living 
m New York. Chicago is rather dirty though I don’t let that part of u 
bothtr me as I bathe and change my clothing sc often that the dirt does 
not have time to “settle.” Edie often says she cannot sec how I always 
keep so clean looking and says I always look like I had just stepped out 
of a band box. She also calls me a fish (jokingly) because I spend so 
much time in the water. But seriously I do love to bathe and never feel 
so happy as when I have just “cleaned up” and put on fresh clothing. 

Edie has just gone out to see a picture and was cross at me because I 
would not go with her. I told her I was jing to write a letter and she 
wanted to know to whom and I told her and she said: “You write to 
him so often that a person would almost think you was in love with 
him.” I just laughed and turned it off, but she does says the most em- 
barrassing things and I would be angry if it was anybody but she that 
said them. 

Seriously I had much rather sit here and write letters or read or just 
sit and dream than go out to some crazy old picture show except once 
in awhile I do like to go to the theater and see a good play and a spe- 
cially a musical play if the music is catchy. But as a rule I am contented 
to just stay home and feel cozy and lots of evenings Edie and I sit here 
without saying hardly a word to each other though she would love to 
talk but she knows I had rather be quiet and she often says it is just like 
living with a deaf and dumb mute to live with me because I make so 
little noise round the apartment. I guess I was born to be a home body 
as I so seldom care to go “gadding.” 

Though I do love to have company once in awhile, just a few con- 
genial friends whom I can talk to and feel at home with and play cards 
or have some music. My friends love to drop in here, too. as they say" 
Edie and I always give them such nice things to cat. Though poor Edie 
h^ not much to do with it, I am afraid, as she hates anything connected 
with cooking which is one of the things I love best of anything and I 
often say that when I begin keeping house in my own home I will insist 
on doing most of my own work as I would take so much more interest 
in it than a servant, though I would want somebody to help me a little 
if I could afford it as I often think a woman that docs all her own work 
is Jiablc to get so tired that she loses interest in the bigger things of life 
like books and music. Though after all what bigger thing is there than 
home making a specially for a woman? 

1 am sitting in the dearest old chair that 1 bought yesterday at a little 
itore on the North Side. That is my one extravagance, buying furniture. 
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and things for the house, but I always say it is economy in the long run 
as I will always have them and have use for them and when I can pick 
them up at a bargain I would be silly not to. Though heaven knows 
I will never be ‘*poor” in regards to furniture and rugs and things like 
that as mother’s house in Toledo is full of lovely things which she says 
she is going to give to Sis and myself as soon as we have real homes of 
our own. She is going to give me the first choice as I am her favoritt;. 
She has th6 loveliest old things that you could not buy now for love or 
money including lovely old rugs and a piano which Sis wanted to have 
.1 player attachment put on it but I said it would be an insult to the piano 
so we did not get one. I am funny about things like that, a specially old 
furniture and feel towards them like people whom I love. 

Poor mother, I am afraid she won’t live much longer to enjoy licr 
lovely old things as she has been suffering for years from stomach trouble 
and the doctor says it has been worse lately instead of better and her 
heart is weak besides. I am going home to see her a few days this falf 
as it may be the last time. She is very cheerful and always says she it 
ready to go now as she has had enough joy out of life and all she would 
like would be to sec her girls settled down in their own homes before 
she goes. 

There I go, talking about my domestic affairs again and I will bet you 
ait* bored to death though pcrsonly I am never bored when my friends 
tell me about themselves. But I won’t “rattle on” any longer, but will say 
good night and don’t lorgei tc write and tell me how you come out with 
he song and thanks tor sending me the w'^rds to it. Will you write a 
ig about me some time ? I would be thiilled to death! But I am afraid 
* am not the kind of girl that inspires men to write songs about them, 
i)ut am just a quiet “mouse” that loves home and am not giddy enough 
to be the heroine of a song. 

Well, Mr. Man, good night and don’t wait so long before writing 
again to 

Yours (?) 

Mabelte. 

N, Y., Sept. 8 . 

Dear Girlie: Well girlie have not got your last letter with me so 
cannot answer what was in it as I have forgotten if there was anything 
I was supposed to answer and besides have only a little time to write 
as I have a date to go out on a party with the Scars. We arc going to 
the Gcorgie White show and afterwards somewhercs for supper. Scars 
is the boy who wrote the lyric to my song and it is him and his lister I 
am going on the party with. The sister is a cold fish that has no use for 
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men but she is show crazy and insists on Paul takcing her to 2 or 4 of 

them ^ week. 

Paul wants me to give up my room here and come and live with them 
as they have plenty of room and I am running a little low on money but 
don’t know if I will do it or not as am afraid I would freeze to death 
in the same house with a girl like the sister as she is ice cold but she don’t 
hang round the house much as she is always takeing trips or going to 
snows or somewheres. 

So far we have not had no luck with the song. All the publishers wc 
have showed it to has went crazy over it but they won’t make the right 
kind of a deal with us and if they don’t loosen up and give us a decent 
royalty rate we are libel to put the song out ourselves and show them up. 
The man up to Goebel’s told us the song was O. K. and he liked it but 
it was more of a production number than anything else and ought to 
go in a show like the Follies but they won’t be in N. Y. much longer and 
what we ought to do is hold it till next spring. 

Mean wile I am working on some new numbers and also have taken 
a position with the orchestra at the Wilton and am going to work there 
starting next week. They pay good money $60 and it will keep me going. 

Well girlie that is about all the news. I believe you said your father 
was sick and hope he is better and also hope you are getting along O. K. 
and take care of yourself. When you have nothing else to do write to 
your friend, 

Chas. F. Lewis. 

Chicago, III,, Sept, Ji. 

Dear Mr. Lewis: Your short note reached me yesterday and must say 
I was puzzled when I read it. It sounded like you was mad at me though 
I cannot think of any reason why you should be. If there was something 
I said in my last letter that offended you I wish you would tell me what 
it was and I will ask your pardon though I cannot remember anything 
I could of said that you could take offense at. But if there was something, 
why I assure you, Mr. Lewis, that I did not mean anything by it. I cer- 
tainly did not intend to offend you in any way. 

Perhaps it is nothing I wrote you, but you are worried on account of 
the publishers not treating you fair in regards to your song and that is 
why your letter sounded so distant. If that is the case I hope that by this 
time matters have rectified themselves and the future looks brighter, 
^ut ^y way, Mr. Lewis, don’t allow yourself to worry over business 
as they will all come right in the end and I always think it is silly 
for p^ple to worry themselves sick over temporary troubles, but the 
JpeS# way i* to "keep smiling” and look for the “silver lining” in the 
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cloud. That is the i?^ay I always do and no matter what happens, I man- 
age to smile and my girl friend, Edie, calls me Sunny because I always 
look on the bright side. 

Remember also, Mr. Lewis, that $60 is a salary that a great many men 
would like to be getting and are living on less than that and supporting 
a wife and family on it. I always say that a person can get along on 
whatever amount they make if they manage things in the right way. 

So if it is business troubles, Mr. Lewis, I say don’t worry, but look on 
the bright side. But if it is something I wrote in my last letter that 
offended you I wish you would tell me what it was so I can apologize 
as I assure you I meant nothing and would not say anything to hurt you 
for the world. 

Please let me hear from you soon as 1 will not feel comfortable until 
I know I am not to blame for the sudden change. 

Sincerely, 
Mabelle Gillespie. 

N. y.. Sept. 24. 

Dear Miss Gillespie: Just a few lines to tell you the big news or at 
least it is big news to me. I am engaged to be married to Paul Sears’ sister 
and we are going to be married early next month and live in Atlantic 
City where the orchestra I have been playing with has got an engage- 
ment in one of the big cabarets. 

I know this will be a surprise to you as it was even a surprise to me 
as I did not think I would ever have the nerve to ask the girlie the big 
question as she was always so cold and acted like I was just in the way. 
But she said she supposed she would have to marry somebody some 
time and she did not dislike me as much as most of the other men her 
brother brought round and she would marry me with the understanding 
that she would not have to be a slave and work round the house and also 
I would have to take her to a show or somewheres every night and if I 
could not take her myself she would ' run wild” alone. Atlantic City 
will be O. K. for that as a lot of new shows opens down there and she 
will be able to see them before they get to the big town. As for her being 
a slave, I would hate to think of marrying a girl and then have them 
spend their lives in druggery round the house. We arc going to live in a 
hotel till we find something better but will be in no hurry to start house 
keeping as we will have to buy all new furniture. 

Betsy is some dell when she is all fixed up and believe me she knows 
how to fix herself up. I don’t know what she uses but it is weather proof 
and I have been out in a rain storm with her and we both uot drowned 
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but her face stayed on. I would almost think it was real only die tells 
me different. 

Well girlie I may write to you again once in a wile as Betsy says 
she don’t give a damn if I write to all the girls in the world just so I don’t 
make her read the answers but that is all I can think of to say now 
except good bye and good luck and may the right man come along soon 
and he will be a lucky man getting a girl that is such a good cook and got 
ail that furniture etc. 

But just let me give you a word of advice before I close and that is 
don’t never speak to strange men who you don’t know nothing about 
as they may get you wrong and think you are trying to make them. 
It just happened that I knew better so you was lucky in my case but 
the luck might not last 

Your friend, 
Chas. F. Lewis. 

Chicago, III., Sept. 27. 

My Dear Mr. Lewis: Thanks for your advice and also thank your 
fiance for her generosity in allowing you to continue your correspond- 
ence with her “rivals,” but personly 1 have no desire to take advantage 
of that generosity as I have something better to do than read letters from 
a man like you, a specially as I have a man friend who is not so gen- 
erous as Miss Sears and would strongly object to my continuing a cor- 
respondence with another man. It is at his request I am writing this note 
to tell you not to expect to hear from me again. 

Allow me to congratulate you on your engagement to Miss Sears and 
I am sure she is to be congratulated too, though if I met the lady I would 
be tempted to ask her to tell me her secret, namely how she is going 
to “run wild” on $60. 

Sincerely, 
Mabelle Gillespie 
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The Golden Honeymoon 

BY RING LARDNER 


M OTHER says that when I 

start talking I never know when to stop. But 1 tell her the only time I 
get a chance is when she ain’t around, so I have to make the most of it. 
I guess the fact is neither one of us would be welcome in a Quaker 
meeting, but as I tell Mother, what did God give us tongues for if He 
didn’t want we should use them? Only she says He didn’t give them to 
us to say the same thing over and over again, like I do, and repeat my- 
self. But I say: 

“Well, Mother,” I say, “when people is like you and I and been mar- 
ried fifty years, do you expect everything I ^ay will be something you 
ain’t heard me say before? But it may be new to others, as they airft 
aobody else lived with me as long as you have.” 

So she says: 

“You can bet they ain’t, as they couldn’t nobody else stand you thal 
long.” 

“Well,” I tell her, “you look pretty healthy.” 

“Maybe I do,” she will say, “but I looked even healthier before I 
married you.” 

You can’t get ahead of Mother. 

Yes, sir, we was married just fifty years ago the seventeenth day of 
last December and my daughter and son-in-law was over from Trenton 
to help us celebrate the Golden Wedding. My son-in-law is John H. 
Kramer, the real estate man. He made $12,000 one year and is pretty 
well thought of around Trenton; a good, steady, hard worker. The 
Rotarians was after him a long time to join, but he kept telling them his 
home was his club. But Edie finally made him join. That’s my daughter. 

Well, anyway, they come over to help us celebrate the Golden WeeU 
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(ling and it was pretty crimpy weather and the furnace don’t seem to 
heat up no more like it used to and Mother made the remark that she 
hoped this winter wouldn’t be as cold as the last, referring to the winter 
previous. So Edie said if she was us, and nothing to keep us home, she 
certainly wouldn’t spend no more winters up here and why didn’t we 
just shut off the water and close up the house and go down to Tampa, 
Florida? You know we was there four winters ago and stayed five weeks, 
but it cost us over three hundred and fifty dollars for hotel bill alone. 
So Mother said we wasn’t going no place to be robbed. So my son-in-law 
spoke up and said that Tampa wasn’t the only place in the South, and 
besides we didn’t have to stop at no high price hotel but could rent us 
a couple rooms and board out somewheres, and he had heard that St. 
Petersburg, Florida, was the spot and if we said the word he would write 
down there and make inquiries. 

Well, to make a long story short, we decided to do it and Edie said 
it would be our Golden Honeymoon and for a present my son-in-law 
paid the diffeience between a section and a compartment so as we could 
have a compartment and have more privatecy. In a compartment you 
have an upper and lower berth just like the regular sleeper, but it is 
a shut in room by itself and got a wash bowl. The car we went in was 
all compartments and no regular berths at all. It was all compartments. 

We went to Trenton the night before and stayed at my daughter and 
son-in-law and we left Trenton the next afternoon at 3.23 p. m. 

This was the twelfth day of January. Mother set facing the front of 
the train, as it makes her giddy to ride backwards. I set facing her, which 
does not affect me. We reached North Philadelphia at 4.03 p. m. and we 
reached West Philadelphia at 4.14, but did not go into Broad Street. We 
reached Baltimore at 6.30 and Washington, D.C , at 7.25. Our train laid 
over in Washington two hours till another train come along to pick 
us up and I got out and strolled up the platform and into the Union 
Station. When I come back, our car had been switched on to another 
track, but I remembered the name of it, the La Belle, as I had once 
visited my aunt out in Oconomowoc, Wisconsin, where there was a 
lakc^f that name, so I had no difficulty in getting located. But Mother 
had nearly fretted herself sick for fear I would be left. 

“Well,” I said, “I would of followed you on the next train.” 

“You could of,” said Mother, and she pointed out that she had the 
money. 

“Well,” I said, “we are in Washington and I could of borrowed from 
the United States Treasury. I would of pretended I was an Englishman.” 

Mother caught the point and laughed heartily. 

Our train pulled out of Washington at 9.40 p. m. and Mother and I 
turned in early, I taking the upper. During the night we passed through 
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the green fields of old Virginia, though it was too dark to tell if they 
was green or what color. When we got up in the morning, we was at 
Fayetteville, North Carolina. We had breakfast in the dining car and 
after breakfast I got in conversation with the man in the next compart- 
ment to ours. He was from Lebanon, New Hampshire, and a man about 
eighty years of age. His wife was with him, and two unmarried daugh- 
ters and I made the remark that I should think the four of them would 
be crowded in one compartment, but he said they had made the trip 
every winter for fifteen years and knowed how to keep out of each 
other’s way. He said they was bound for Tarpon Springs. 

We reached Charleston, South Carolina, at 12.50 p. m. and arrived at 
Savannah, Georgia, at 4.20. We reached Jacksonville, Florida, at 8.45 
p. M. and had an hour and a quarter to lay over there, but Mother made 
a fuss about me getting off the train, so we had the darky make up our 
berths and retired before we left Jacksonville. I didn’t sleep good as the 
train done a lot of hemming and hawing, and Mother never sleeps good 
on a train as she says she is always worrying that I will fall out. She 
says she would rather have the upper herself, as then she would not have 
to worry about me, but I tell her I can’t take the risk of having it get 
out that I allowed my wife to sleep in an upper berth. It would make 
talk. 

We was up in the morning in time to see our friends from New 
Hampshire get off at Tarpon Springs, which we reached at 6.53 a. m. 

Several of our fellow passengers got off at Clearwater and some at 
Belleair, where the train backs right up to ^he door of the mammoth 
hotel. Belleair is the winter headquarters for the golf dudes and every- 
body that got off there had their bag of sticks, as many as ten and twelve 
in a bag. Women and all. When I was a young man we called it shinny 
and only needed one club to play with and about one game of it would 
of been a-plenty for some of these dudes, the way we played it. 

The train pulled into St. Petersburg at 8.20 and when we got off the 
train you would think they was a riot, what with all the darkies barking 
for the different hotels. 

I said to Mother, I said: 

“It is a good thing we have got a place picked out to go to and don’t 
have to choose a hotel, as it would be hard to choose amongst them if 
every one of them is the best.” 

She laughed. 

We found a jitney and I give him the address of the room my son-in- 
law had got for us and soon we was there and introduced ourselves to 
the lady that owns the house, a young widow about forty-eight years of 
age. She showed us our room, which was light and airy with a com- 
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fortable bed and bureau and washstand. It was twelve dollars a week, 
but the location was good, only three blocks from Williams Park. 

St. Pete is what folks calls the town, though they also call it the 
Sunshine City, as they claim they’s no other place in the country where 
they’s fewer days when Old Sol don’t smile down on Mother Earth, 
and one of the newspapers gives away all their copies free every day 
when the sun don’t shine. They claim to of only give them away some 
sixty-odd times in the last eleven years. Another nickname they have 
got for the town is “the Poor Man’s Palm Beach,” but I guess they’s men 
that comes there that could borrow as much from the bank as some of 
the Willie boys over to the other Palm Beach. 

During our stay we paid a visit to the Lewis Tent City, which is the 
headquarters for the Tin Can Tourists. But may be you ain’t heard about 
them. Well, they arc an organization that takes their vacation trips by 
auto and carries everything with them. That is, they bring along their 
tents to sleep in and cook in and they don’t patronize no hotels or cafe- 
terias, but they have got to be bona fide auto campers or they can’t belong 
to the organization. 

They tell me they’s over 200,000 members to it and they call them- 
selves the Tin Canners on account of most of their food being put up in 
tin cans. One couple we seen in the Tent City was a couple from Brady, 
Texas, named Mr. and Mrs. Pence, which the old man is over eighty 
years of age and they had come in their auto all the way from home, a 
distance of 1,641 miles. They took five weeks for the trip, Mr. Pence 
driving the entire distance. 

The Tin Canners hails from every State in the Union and in the 
summer time they visit places like New England and the Great Lakes 
region, but in the winter the most of them comes to Florida and scatters 
all over the State. While we was down there, they was a national con- 
vention of them at Gainesville, Florida, and they elected a Fredonia, 
New York, man as their president. His title is Royal Tin Can Opener 
of the World. They have got a song wrote up which everybody has got 
to Ic^rn it before they are a member : 

"The tin can forever! Hurrah, boys! Hurrah! 

Up with the tin can! Down with the foe! 

We will rally round the campfire, we'll rally once again. 
Shouting, *We auto camp forever!'" 

That is something like it. And the members has also got to have a tin 
can fastened on to the front of their machine. 

I asked Mother how she would like to travel around that way and 
idle said: 

“Fine, but not with an old rattle brain like you driving.” 
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“Well I said, “I am eight years younger than this Mr. Pence who 
drove h^c from Texas.” 

“Yes,” she said, “but he is old enough to not be skittish.” 

You can’t get ahead of Mother. 

Well, one of the first things we done in St. Petersburg was to go to- 
the Chamber of Commerce and register our names and where we was 
from as they’s great rivalry amongst the different States in regards to 
the number of their citizens visiting in town and of course our little 
State don’t stand much of a show, but still every little bit helps, as the 
fella says. All and all, the man told us, they was eleven thousand names 
registered, Ohio leading with some fifteen hundred-odd and New 
York State next with twelve hundred. Then come Michigan, Pennsyl- 
vania and so on down, with one man each from Cuba and Nevada. 

The first night wc was there, they was a meeting of the New York- 
New Jersey Society at the Congregational Church and a man from 
Ogdensburg, New York State, made the talk. His suWeet was Rainbow 
('basing. He is a Rotarian and a very '^onvicting/speaker, though I 
forget his name. 

Our first business, of course, was to find a place to eat and after trying 
several places we run on to a cafeteria on Cential Avenue that suited 
us up and down. We cat pretty near all our meals there and it averaged 
about two dollars per day for the two of us, but the food was well 
cooked and everything nice and clean. A man don’t mind paying the 
price if things is clean and well cooked. 

On the third day of February, which is Mother’s birthday, wc spread 
ourselves and eat supper at the Poinsettia Hotel and they charged us^ 
seventy-five cents for a sirloin steak that wasn’t hardly big enough for 
one. 

I said to Mother: “Well,” I said, “I guess it’s a good thing every day 
ain’t your birthday or we would be in the poorhouse.” 

“No,” says Mother, “because if every day was my birthday, I would 
be old enough by this time to of been in my grave long ago.” 

You can’t get ahead of Mother. 

In the hotel they had a card-room where they was several men and' 
ladies playing five hundred and this new fangled whist bridge. We also* 
seen a place where they was dancing, so I asked Mother would she like 
to trip the light fantastic toe and she said no, she was too old to squirm 
like you have got to do now days. Wc watched some of the young folks 
at it awhile till Mother got disgusted and said we would have to see a 
good movie to take the taste out of our mouth. Mother is a great movie 
heroync and we go twice a week here at home. 

But I want to tell you about the Park. The second day we was there 

visaed the Park, which is a good deal like the one in Tampa, only 
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bigger, and they’s more fun goes on here every day than you could shake 
a stick at. In the middle they’s a big bandstand and chairs for the folks to 
set and listen to the concerts, which they give you music for all tastes, 
from Dixie up to [:lassical pieces like Hearts and Flowers. 1 

Then all around they’s places marked off for different sports and 
games — chess and checkers and dominoes for folks that enjoys those 
kind of games, and roque and horse-shoes for the nimbler ones. I used 
to pitch a pretty fair shoe myself, but ain’t done much of it in the last 
twenty years. 

Well, anyway, we bought a membership ticket in the club which 
costs one dollar for the season, and they tell me that up to a couple years 
ago it was fifty cents, but they had to raise it to keep out the riffraff. 

Well, Mother and I put in a great day watching the pitchers and she 
wanted I should get in the game, but I told her I was all out of practice 
and would make a fool of myself, though I seen several men pitching 
who I guess I could take their measure without no practice. However, 
they was some good pitchers, too, and one boy from Akron, Ohio, who 
could certainly throw a pretty shoe. They told me it looked like he would 
win the championship of the United States in the February tournament, 
We come away a few days before they held that and I never did hear if 
he win. I forget his name, but he was a clean cut young fella and he 
has got a brother in Cleveland that’s a Rotarian. 

Well, we just stood around and watched the different games for two 
or three days and finally I set down in a checker game with a man 
named Weaver from Danville, Illinois. He was a pretty fair checker 
player, but he wacn’t no match for me, and I hope that don’t sound like 
bragging. But I always could hold my own on a checker-board and the 
folks around here will tell you the same thing. I played with this Weaver 
pretty near all morning for two or three mornings and he beat me one 
game and the only other time it looked like he had a chance, the noon 
whistle blowed and we had to quit and go to dinner. 

While I was playing checkers. Mother would set and listen to the 
band, as she loves music, classical or no matter what kind, but anyway 
she was setting there one day and between selections the woman next 
to her opened up a conversation. She was a woman about Mother’s own 
age, seventy or seventy-one, and finally she asked Mother’s name and 
Mother told her her name and where she was from and Mother asked 
her the same question, and who do you think the woman was? 

Well, sir, it was the wife of Frank M. Hartsell, the man who was en- 
gaged to Mother till I stepped in and cut him out, fifty-two years ago! 

Yes, sir! 

You can imagine Mother’s surprise! And Mrs. Hartsell was surprised, 
too. when Mother told her she had once been friends with her husband, 
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though Mother didn’t say how close friends they had been, or that 
Mother and I was the cause of Hartsell going out West. But that’s what 
we was. Hartsell left his town a month after the engagement was broke 
off and ain't never been back since. He had went out to Michigan and 
become a veterinary, and that is where he had settled down, in Hillsdale, 
Michigan, and finally married his wife. 

Well, Mother screwed up her courage to ask if Frank was still living 
and Mrs. Hartsell took her over to where they was pitching horse-shoes 
and there was old Frank, waiting his turn. And he knowed Mother as 
soon as he seen her, though it was over fifty years. He said he knowed 
her by her eyes. 

“Why, it’s Lucy Frost!” he says, and he throwed down his shoes and 
quit the game. 

Then they come over and hunted me up and I will confess 3 wouldn’t 
of knowed him. Him and I is the same age to the month, but he seems 
to show it more, some way. He is balder for one thing. And his beard is 
all white, where mine has still got a streak of brown in it. The very first 
thing I said to him, I said: 

“Well, Frank, that beard of yours makes me feel like I was back 
north. It looks like a regular blizzard.” 

“Well,” he said, “I guess yourn would be just as white if you had it 
dry cleaned.” 

But Mother wouldn’t stand that. 

“Is that so!” she said to Frank. “Well, Charley ain’t had no tobacco 
in his mouth for over ten years!” 

And I ain’t! 

Well, I excused myself from the checker game and it was pretty close 
to noon, so we decided to all have dinner together and they was nothing 
for it only we must try their cafeteria on Third Avenue. It was a little 
more expensive than ours and not near as good, I thought. I and Mother 
had about the same dinner we had been having every day and our bill 
was $1.10. Frank’s check was $1.20 for he and his wife. The same meal 
wouldn’t of cost them more than a dollar at our place. 

After dinner v/e made them come up to our house and we all set in 
the parlor, which the young woman had give us the use of to entertain 
company. We begun talking over old times and Mother said she was 
a-scared Mrs. Hartsell would find it tiresome listening to we three talk 
over old times, but as it turned out they wasn’t much chance for nobody 
else to talk with Mrs. Hartsell in the company. I have heard lots of 
women that could go it, but Hartsell’s wife takes the cake of all the 
women I ever seen. She told us the family history of everybody in the 
State of Michigan and bragged for a half hour about her son, who she 
said is in the drug business in Grand Rapids, and a Rotarian. 
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When I and Hartsdl could get a word in edgeways we joked one 
another back and forth and I chafed him about being a horse doctor. 

“Well, Frank,” I said, “you look pretty prospc’-ous, so I suppose they’s 
been plenty of glanders around Hillsdale.” 

“Well,” he said, “Fve managed to make more than a fair living. But 
Fve worked pretty hard.” 

“Yes,” I said, “and I suppose you get called out all hours of the night 
to attend births and so on.’ 

Mother made me shut up. 

Well, I thought they wouldn’t never go home and I and Mother was 
in misery trying to keep awake, as the both of us generally always takes 
a nap after dinner. Finally they went, after we had made an engage- 
ment to meet them in the Park the next morning, and Mrs. Hartsell 
also invited us to come to their place the next night and play five hun- 
dred. But she had forgot that they was a meeting of the Michigan So- 
ciety that evening, so it was not till two evenings later that we had our 
first card game. 

Hartsell and his wife lived in a house on Third Avenue North and 
had a private setting room besides their bedroom. Mrs. Hartsell couldn’t 
quit talking about their private setting room like it was something 
wonderful. We played cards with them, with Mother and Hartsell 
partners against his wife and I. Mrs. Hartsell is a miserable card player 
and we certainly got the worst of it. 

After the game she brought out a dish of oranges and we had to 
pretend it was just what we wanted, though oranges down there is like 
a young man’s whiskers; you enjoy them at first, but they get to be a 
pesky nuisance. 

We played cards again the next night at our place with the same 
partners and I and Mrs. Hartsell was beat again. Mother and Hartsell 
was full of compliments for each other on what a good team they made, 
but the both of them knowed well enough where the secret of their 
success laid. I guess all and all we must of played ten different evenings 
and they was only one night when Mrs. Hartsell and I come out ahead. 
An'fl that one night wasn’t no fault of hern. 

When we had been down there about two weeks, we spent one ev > 
ning as their guest in the Congregational Church, at a social give by 
the Michigan Society. A talk was made by a man named Bitting of 
Detroit, Michigan, on How I was Cured of Story Telling. He is a big 
man in the Rotarians and give a witty talk. 

A woman named Mrs. Oxford rendered some selections which Mrs. 
Hartsell said was grand opera music, but whatever they was my daughter 
Edie could of give her cards and spades and not made such a hullabaloo 
about it neither. 
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Then they was a ventriloquist from Grand Rapids and a young 
woman about forty-five years of age that mimicked different kinds of 
birds. I whispered to Mother that they all sounded like a chicken^ but 
she nudged me to shut up. 

After the show we stopped in a drug store and I set up the refresh- 
ments and it was pretty close to ten o’clock before we finally turned 
in. Mother and I would of preferred tending the movies, but Mother 
said we mustn’t offend Mrs. Hartsell, though I asked her had we came 
to Florida to enjoy ourselves or to just not offend an old chatter-box 
from Michigan. 

I felt sorry for Hartsell one morning. The women folks both had 
an engagement down to the chiropodist’s and I run across Hartsell in 
the Park and he foolishly offered to play me checkers. 

It was him that suggested it, not me, and I guess he repented himself 
before we had played one game. But he was too stubborn to give up and 
set there while I beat him game after game and the worst part of it was 
that a crowd of folks had got in the habit of watching me play and there 
they all was, looking on, and finally they seen what a fool Frank was 
making of himself, and they began to chafe him and pass remarks. Like 
one of them said ; 

‘'Who ever told you you was a checker player!” 

And; 

“You might maybe be good for tiddle-de-winks, but not checkers!” 

I almost felt like letting him beat me a couple games. But the crowd 
would of knowed it was a put up job. 

Well, the women folks joined us in the Park and I wasn’t going to 
mention our little game, but Hartsell told about it himself and admitted 
he wasn’t no match for me. 

“Well,” said Mrs. Hartsell, “checkers ain’t much of a game anyway, 
is it.?” She said: “It’s more of a children’s game, ain’t it.? At least, I know 
my boy’s children used to piay it a good deal.” 

“Yes, ma’am,” I said. “It’s a children’s game the way your husband 
plays it, too.” 

Mother wanted to smooth things over, so she said: 

“Maybe they’s other games where Frank can beat you.” 

“Yes,” said Mrs. Hartsell, “and I bet he could beat you pitching 
horse-shoes.” 

“Well,” I said, “I would give him a chance to try, only I ain’t pitched 
a shoe in over sixteen years.” 

“Well,” said Hartsell, “I ain’t played checkers in twenty years,” 

“You ain’t never played it,” I said 

“Anyway,” says Frank, “Lucy and I is your master at five hundred ” 
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or three times when my thumb was raw and it pretty near killed me to 
hang on to the shoe, let alone pitch it. 

Well, Hartsell throws the awkwardest shoe I ever seen pitched and 
to sec him pitch you wouldn’t think he would ever come nowheres 
near, but he is also the luckiest pitcher I ever seen and he made some 
pitches where the shoe lit five and six feet short and then schoonered 
up and was a ringer. They’s no use trying to beat that kind of luck. 

They was a pretty fair size crowd watching us and four or five other 
ladies besides Mother, and it seems like, when Hartsell pitches, he has 
got to chew and it kept the ladies on the anxious seat as he don’t seem 
to care which way he is facing when he leaves go. 

You would think a man as old as him would of learnt more manners. 

Well, to make a long story short, I was just beginning to get my dis- 
tance when I had to give up on account of my thumb, which I showed 
it to Hartsell and he seen I couldn’t go on, as it was raw and bleeding. 
Even if I could of stood it to go on myself. Mother wouldn’t of allowed 
it after she seen my thumb. So anyway I quit and Hartsell said the score 
was nineteen to six, but I don’t know what it was. Or don’t care, neither. 

Well, Mother and I went home and I said I hoped we was through 
with the Hartsells as I was sick and tired of them, but it seemed like she 
had promised we would go over to their house that evening for another 
game of their everlasting cards. 

Well, my thumb was giving me considerable pain and I felt kind of 
*out of sorts and I guess maybe I forgot myself, but anyway, when we 
was about through playing Hartsell made the remark that he wouldn’t 
never lose a game of cards if he could always have Mother for a partner. 

So I said : 

“Well, you had a chance fifty years ago to always have her for a part- 
ner, but you wasn’t man enough to keep her.” 

I was sorry the minute I had said it and Hartsell didn’t know what 
to say and for once his wife couldn’t say nothing. Mother tried to smooth 
things over by making the remark that I must of had something stronger 
than tea or I wouldn’t talk so silly. But Mrs. Hartsell had froze up like 
an iceberg and hardly said good night to us and I bet her and Frank put 
in a pleasant hour after we was gone. 

As we was leaving, Mother said to him: “Never mind Charley’s non- 
sense, Frank. He is just mad because you beat him all hollow pitching 
horse-shoes and playing cards.” 

She said that to make up for my slip, but at the same time she certainly 
riled me. I tried to keep ahold of myself, but as soon as we was out of 
the house she had to open up the subject and began to scold me for the 
break I had made. 

Well, I wasn’t in no mood to be scolded. So I said: 
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“I guess he is such a wonderful pitcher and card player that you wished 
you had married him.” 

“Well,” she said, “at least he ain’t a baby to give up pitching because 
his thumb has got a tew scratches.” 

“And how about you,” I said, “making a fool of yourself on tlie roque 
court and then pretending your back is lame and you can’t play no 
more!” 

“Yes,” she said, “but when you hurt your thumb I didn’t laugh at 
you, and why did you laugh at me when I sprained my back?” 

“Who could help from laughing!” I said. 

“Well,” she said, “Frank Hartsell didn’t laugh.” 

“Well,” I said, “why didn’t you marry him?’' 

“Well,” said Mother, “I almost wished I had!” 

“And I wished so, too!” I said. 

“I’ll remember that!” said Mother, and that’s the last word she said 
to me for two days. 

We seen the Hartsells the next day in the Park and I was willing tr 
apologize, but they just nodded to us. And a couple days later we heard 
they had left for Orlando, where they have got relatives, 

I wished they had went there in the first place. 

Mother and I made it up setting on a bench. 

“Listen, Charley,” she said. “This is our Golden Honeymoon and wr 
don’t want the whole thing spoilt with a silly old quarrel.” 

“Well,” I said, “did you mean that about wishing you had married 
Hartsell?” 

“Of course not,” she said, “that is, if you didn’t mean that you wished 
I had, too.” 

So I said: 

“I was just tired and all wrought up. I thank God you chose me in- 
stead of him as they’s no other woman in the world who I could of lived 
with all these years.” 

“How about Mrs. Hartsell?” says Mother. 

“Good gracious!” I said. “Imagine being married to a woman that 
plays five hundred like she does and drops her teeth on the roque court!” 

“Well,” said Mother, “it wouldn’t be no worse than being married to 
a man that expectorates towards ladies and is such a fool in a checker 
game.” 

So I put my arm around her shoulder and she stroked my hand and I 
guess we got kind of spoony. 

They was two days left of our stay in St. Petersburg and the next to 
the last day Mother introduced me to a Mrs. Kendall from Kingston, 
Rhode Island, who she had met at the chiropodist’s. 

Mrs. Kendall made us acquainted with her husband, who is in the 
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grocery business. They have got two sons and five grandchildren and 
one great-grandchild. One of their sons lives in Providence and is way 
up in the Elks as well as a Rotarian. 

We found them very congenial people and we played cards with them 
the last two nights we was there. They was both experts and I only 
wished we had met them sooner instead of running into the Hartsells. 
But the Kendalls will be there again next winter and we will see more 
of them, that is, if we decide to make the trip again. 

We left the Sunshine City on the eleventh day of February, at ii a. m. 
This give us a day trip through Florida and we seen all the country 
we had passed through at night on the way down. 

We reached Jacksonville at 7 p. m. and pulled out of there at 8.10 p. m. 
We reached Fayetteville, North Carolina, at nine o’clock the following 
morning, and reached Washington, D. C., at 6.30 p. m., laying over there 
half an hour. 

We reached Trenton at ii.oi p. m. and had wired ahead to my 
daughter and son-in-law and they met us at the train and we went to 
their house and they put us up for the night. John would of made us 
stay up all night, telling about our trip, but Edie said we must be tired 
and made us go to bed. That’s my daughter. 

The next day we took our train for home and arrived safe and sound, 
having been gone just one month and a day. 

Here comf s Mother, so I guess I better shut up. 
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Tihe Man Who Saw Through Heaven 

BY WILBUR DANIEL STEELE 


JL EOPLE have wondered (there be- 
ing obviously no question of romance involved) how I could ever have 
allowed myself to be let in for the East African adventure of Mrs. 
Diana in search of her husband. There were several reasons. To begin 
with, the time and effort and money weren’t mine; they were the prop- 
erty of the wheel of which I was but a cog, the Society through which 
Diana’s life had been insured, along with the rest of that job lot of 
missionaries. The “letting in” was the firm’s. In the second place, the 
wonderers have not counted on Mrs. Diana’s capacity for getting things 
done for her. Meek and helpless. Yes, but God was on her side. Too 
meek, too helpless to move mountains herself, if those who happened to 
be handy didn’t move them for her then her God would know the rea- 
son why. Having dedicated her all to making straight the Way, why 
should her neighbor cavil at giving a little? The writer for one., a 
colonial governor-general for another, railway magnates, insurance man- 
agers, safari leaders, the ostrich farmer of Ndua, all these and a dozen 
others in their turns have felt the hundred-ton weight of her thin-lipped 
meekness — have seen her in metaphor sitting grimly on the doorsteps of 
their souls. 

A third reason lay in my own troubled conscience. Though I did it 
in innocence, I can never forget that it was I who personally conducted 
Diana’s party to the Observatory on that fatal night in Boston before it 
sailed. Had it not been for that kindly intentioned “hunch” of mine, 
the astonished eye of the Reverend Hubert Diana would never have 
gazed through the floor of Heaven, and he would never have under- 
taken to measure the Infinite with the foot rule of his mind. 

It all started so simply. Mv boss at the shipping-and-insurance office 
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gave me the word in the morning. “Bunch of missionaries for the Pl^ 
tonic tomorrow. They’re on our hands in a way. Show ’em the town." 
It wasn’t so easy when you think of it: one male and seven females on 
their way to the heathen; though it was easier in Boston than it might 
have been in some other towns. The evening looked the simplest My 
friend Krum was at the Observatory that semester; there at least I was 
sure their sensibilities would come to no harm. 

On the way out in the street car, seated opposi^-c to Diana and hav- 
ing to make conversation, I talked of Krum and of what I knew of his 
work with the spiral nebulae. Having to appear to listen, Diana did so 
(as all day long) with a vaguely indulgent smile. He really hadn’t time 
for me. That night his life was exalted as it had never been, and would 
perhaps never be again. Tomorrow’s sailing, the actual fact of leaving 
all to follow Him, held his imagination in thrall. Moreover, he was a 
bridegroom of three days with his bride beside him, his nerves at once 
assuaged and thrilled. No, but more. As if a bride were not enough, 
arrived in Boston, he had found himself surrounded by a very galaxy of 
womanhood gathered from the four corners; already within hours one 
felt the chaste tentacles of their feminine dependence curling about the 
party’s unique man; already their contacts with the world of their new 
lives began to be made through him; already they saw in part through 
his eyes. I wonder what he would have said if I had told him he was a 
little drunk. 

In the course of the day I think I had got him fairly well. As con- 
cerned his Church he was at once an asset and a liability. He believed 
its dogma as few still did, with a simplicity, “the old-time religion.” He 
was born that kind. Of the stuff of the fanatic, the reason he was not 
a fanatic was that, curiously impervious to little questionings, he had 
never been aware that his faith was anywhere attacked. A self-educated 
man, he had accepted the necessary smattering facts of science with a 
serene indulgence, as simply so much further proof of what the Creator 
could do when He put His Hand to it. Nor was he conscious of any 
con^ct between these facts and the fact that there existed a substantial 
Heaven, geographically up, and a substantial Hot Place, geographically 
down. 

So, for his Church, he was an asset in these days. And so, and for the 
same reason, he was a liability. The Church must after all keep abreast 
of the times. For home consumption, with modern congregations, 
especially urban ones, a certain streak of “healthy” scepticism is no 
longer amiss in the pulpit; it makes people who read at all more com- 
fortable in their pews. A man like Hubert Diana is more for the cause 
than a hundred. But what to do with him? Well, such things arrange 
themselves. There’s the Foreign Field. The blacker the h^then the 
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whiter the light they’ll want, and the solider the conception of a God 
the Father enthroned in a Heaven of which the sky above them is the 
visible floor. 

And that, at bottom, was what Hubert Diana believed. Accept as he 
would with the top of his brain the fact of a spherical earth zooming 
through space, deep in his heart he knew that the world lay flat from 
modern Illinois to ancient Palestine, and that the sky above it, blue by 
day and by night festooned with guiding stars for wise men, was the 
nether side of a floor on which the resurrected trod. 

I shall never forget the expression of his face when he realized he 
was looking straight through it that night. In the quiet dark of the 
dome I saw him remove his eye from the eyepiece of the telescope up 
there on the staging and turn it, in the ray of a hooded bulb, on the de- 
mon’s keeper, Krum. 

“What’s that, Mr. Krum? I didn’t get you!” 

“I say, that particular cluster you’re looking at 

“This star, you mean?” 

“You’d have to count awhile to count the stars describing their orbits 
in that ‘star,’ Mr. Diana. But what I was saying— have you ever had the 
wish I used to have as a boy — that you could actually look back into the 
past? With your own two eyes?” 

Diana spoke slowly. He didn’t know it, but it had already begun to 
happen; he was already caught. “I have often wished, Mr. Krum, that 
I might actually look back into the time of our Lord. Actually, Yes.” 

Krum grunted. He was young. “We’d hive to pick a nearer neigh- 
bor than Messier 79 then. The event you see when you put your eye 
to that lens is happening much too far in the past. The lightwaves 
thrown off by that particular cluster on the day, say, of the Crucifixion 
—you won’t live to see them. They’ve hardly started yet — a mere twenty 
centuries on their way — leaving them something like eight hundred 
and thirty centuries yet to come before they reach the earth.” 

Diana laughed the queerest catch of a laugh. “And — and there — 
there won’t be any earth here, then, to welcome them.” 

"What?" It was Krum’s turn to look startled. So for a moment the 
two faces remained in confrontation, the one, as I say, startled, the 
other exuding visibly little sea-green globules of sweat. It was Diana 
that caved in first, his voice hardly louder than a whisper. 

“W-w-will there?” 

None of us suspected the enormousness of the thing that had hap- - 
pened in Diana’s brain. Krum shrugged his shoulders and snapped his 
fingers. Deliberately. Snap! “What’s a thousand centuries or so in the 
I cosmic reckoning?” He chuckled. “We’re just beginning to get out 

I 
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show (ou photographs of clusters to which, if you cared to go, traveling 
at the speed of light ” 

The voice ran on; but Diana’s eye had gone back to the eyepiece, and 
his affrighted soul had re-entered the big black tube sticking its snout 
out of tiic slit in the iron hemisphere. . . . “At the speed of light!” 

. . . That unsuspected, that wildly chance-found chink in the armor 
of his philosophy! The body is resurrected and it ascends to Heaven 
instantaneously. At what speed must it be borne to reach instantaneously 
that city beyond the ceiling of the sky? At a speed inconceivable, mys- 
tical. At, say (as he had often said to himself), the speed of light. . . . 
And now, hunched there in the trap that had caught him, black rods, 
infernal levers and wheels, he was aware of his own eye passing vividly 
through unpartitioned emptiness, eight hundred and fifty centuries at 
the speed of light! 

“And still beyond these,” Krum was heard, “we begin to come into 
the regions of the spiral nebulae. We’ve some interesting photographs 
in the print room, if you’ve the time.” 

The ladies below were tired of waiting. One had “lots of packing to 
do.” The bride said, “Yes, I do think we should be getting along, Hu- 
bert, dear; if you’re ready ” 

The fellow actually jumped. It’s lucky he didn’t break anything. His 
face looked greener and dewier than ever amid the contraptions above. 
“If you — ^you and the ladies, Cora — ^wouldn’t mind — if Mr. — Mr.— 

(he’d mislaid my name) would see you back to the hotel ” Meeting 

silence, he began to expostulate. “I feel that this is a rich experience. 
I’ll follow shortly; I know the way.” 

In the car going back into the city Mrs. Diana set at rest the flutterings 
of six hearts. Being unmarried they couldn’t understand men as she 
did. When I think of that face of hers, to which I was destined to grow 
only too accustomed in the weary, itchy days of the trek into Kaviron- 
doland, with its slightly tilted nose, its irregular pigmentation, its easily 
inflamed lids, and long moist cheeks, like those of a hunting dog, glory- 
ing in weariness, it seems incredible that a light of coyness could have 
fouifS lodgment there. But that night it did. She sat serene among her 
virgins. 

“You don’t know Bert. You wait; he’ll get a perfectly wonderful 
sermon out of all that tonight, Bert will.” 

Krum was having a grand time with his neophyte. He would have 
stayed up all night. Immured in the little print room crowded with 
files and redolent of acids, he conducted his disciple “glassy-eyed” 
through the dim frontiers of space, holding before him one after another 
the likenesses of universes sister to our own, islanded in immeasurable 
vacancy, curled like glimmering crullers on their private Milky Ways, 
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and hiding in their wombs their myriad “coal-pockets,” star-dust foe- 
tuses of which — their quadrillion years accomplished — their litters of 
new suns would be born, to bear their planets, to bear their moons in 
turn. 

“And beyond these?” 

Always, after each new feat of distance, it was the same. “And be- 
yond?” Given an ell, Diana surrendered to a pop-eyed lust for nothing 
jess than light-years. “And still beyond?” 

“Who knows?” 

“The mind quits. For if there’s no end to these nebula ” 

“But supposing there is?” 

“An end? But, Mr. Krum, in the very idea of an ending ” 

“An end to what we might call this particular category of magni- 
tudes. Eh?” 

“I don’t get that.” 

“Well, take this — take the opal in your ring there. The numbers and 
distances inside that stone may conceivably be to themselves as stag- 
gering as ours to us in our own system. Come! that’s not so far-fetched. 
What are we learning about the structure of the atom? A nucleus (call 
it a sun) revolved about in eternal orbits by electrons (call them planets, 
worlds). Infinitesimal; but after all what are bigness and littleness but 
matters of comparison? To eyes on one of those electrons (don’t be 
too sure there aren’t any) its tutelary sun may flame its way across a 
heaven a comparative ninety million miles away. Impossible for them 
to conceive of a boundary to their billion « of atomic systems, molecular 
universes. In that category of magnitudes its diameter is infinity; once 
it has made the leap into our category and become an opal it is merely 
a quarter of an inch. That’s right, Mr. Diana, you may well stare at it: 
between nouf and now ten thousand histories may have come and gone 
down there. . . . And just so the diameter of our own cluster of uni- 
verses, going over into another category, may be ” 

“May be a — a ring — a little stone — ^in a — a — a — ring.” 

Krum was tickled by the way the man’s imagination jumped and 
engulfed it. 

“Why not? That’s as good a guess as the next. A ring, let’s say, worn 
carelessly on the — well, say the tentacle — of some vast organism — some 
inchoate creature hobnobbing with its cloudy kind in another system 
of universes — which in turn ” 

It is curious that none of them realized next day that they were deal- 
ing with a stranger, a changed man. Why he carried on, why he capped 
that night of cosmic debauch by shaving, eating an unremarkable 
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the gangplank in tow of his excited convoy to sail away, is beyond ex- 
planation^-unless it was simply that he was in a daze. 

It wasn’t until four years later that I was allowed to know what had 
happened on that ship, and even then the tale was so disjointed, warped, 
and opinionated, so darkly seen in the mirror of Mrs. Diana’s ortho- 
doxy, that I had almost to guess what it was really all about. 

“When Hubert turned irreligious . . .” That phrase, recurrent on 
her tongue in the meanderings of the East African quest to which wc 
were by then committed, will serve to measure her understanding. Irre- 
ligious! Good Lord! But from that sort of thing I had to reconstruct 
the drama. Evening after evening beside her camp fire (appended to 
the Mineral Survey Expedition Toward Uganda through the kindness 
— actually the worn-down surrender — of the Protectorate government) 
I lingered a while before joining the merrier engineers, watched with 
fascination the bumps growing under the mosquitoes on her forehead, 
and listened to the jargon of her mortified meekness and her scandalized 
faith. 

There had been a fatal circumstance, it seems, at the very outset. If 
Diana could but have been seasick, as the rest of them were (horribly), 
all might still have been well. In the misery of desired death, along with 
the other contents of a heaving midriff, he might have brought up the 
assorted universes of which he had been led too rashly to partake. But he 
wasn’t. As if his wife’s theory was right, as if Satan was looking out 
for him, he was spared to prowl the swooping decks immune. Four 
days and nights alone. Time enough to digest and assimilate into his 
being beyond remedy that lump of whirling magnitudes and to feel 
himself surrendering with a strange new ecstasy to the drunkenness 
of liberty. 

Such liberty! Given Diana’s type, it is hard to imagine it adequately. 
The abrupt, complete removal of the toils of reward and punishment; 
the withdrawal of the surveillance of an all-seeing, all-knowing Eye; 
the windy assurance of being responsible for nothing, important to no 
one, BO longer (as the police say) “wanted”! It must have been beautiful 
in those few days of its first purity, before it began to be discolored by 
his contemptuous pity for others, the mask of his inevitable loneliness 
and his growing fright. 

The first any of them knew of it — even his wife — ^was in mid-voyage, 
the day the sea went down and the seven who had been sick came up. 
There seemed an especial Providence in the calming of the waters; it 
was Sunday morning and Diana had been asked to conduct the services. 

He preached on the text: “For of such is the kingdom of Heaven.” 

“If our concept of God means anything it means a God o/Z-mighty, 
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Ureator of all that exists, Director of the infinite, cherishing in His 
Heaven the saved souls of all space and all time,^* 

Of course; amen. And wasn’t it nice to feel like humans again, and 
real sunshine pouring up through the lounge ports from an ocean sud- 
denly grown kind ? . . . Exit— then— what was Diana saying? 

Mrs. Diana couldn’t tell about it coherently even after a lapse of fifty 
months. Even in a setting as remote from that steamer’s lounge as the 
equatorial bush, the ember-reddened canopy of thorn trees, the mean- 
dering camp fires, the chant and tramp somewhere away of Kikuyu 
porters dancing in honor of an especial largesse of fat zebra meat — even 
here her memory of that impious outburst was too vivid, too aghast. 

“It was Hubert’s look I The way he stared at us I As if you’d said he 
was licking his chops! . . . That * Heaven of his!” 

It seems they hadn’t waked up to what he was about until he had 
the dimensions of his sardonic Paradise irreparably drawn in. The final 
naven of all right souls. Not alone the souls released from this our own 
tiny earth. In the millions of solar systems we sec as stars how many 
millions of satellites must there be upon which at some time in their 
histories conditions suited to organic life subsist? Uncounted hordes of 
wheeling populations! Of men? God s creatures at all events, a portion 
of them reasoning. Weirdly shaped perhaps, but what of that? And 
that’s only to speak of our own inconsiderable cluster of universes. 
That’s to say nothing of other systems of magnitudes, where God’s 
creatures arc to our world what we are to the worlds in the atoms in our 
finger rings. (He had shaken his, here, in their astounded faces.) And 
all these, all the generations of these enormous and microscopic beings 
harvested through a time beside which the life span of our earth is as a 
second in a million centuries: all these brought to rest for an eternity 
:o which time itself is a watch tick — all crowded to rest pellmell, 
thronged, serried, packed, packed to suffocation in layers unnumbered 
light-years deep. This must needs be our concept of Heaven if God is 

the God of the Whole. If, on the other hand 

The other hand was the hand of the second officer, the captain’s dele- 
gate at divine worship that Sabbath day. He at last had “come to.” 

I don’t know whether it was the same day or the next; Mrs. Diana 
was too vague. But here’s the picture. Seven women huddled in the 
large stateroom on B-deck, conferring in whispers, aghast, searching 
one another’s eye obliquely even as they bowed their heads in prayer 
for some light—and of a sudden the putting back of the door and the 
in-marching of the Reverend Hubert. . . . 

As Mrs. Diana tried to tell me, “You understand, don’t you, he had 
I just taken a bath? And he hadn’t— he had forgotten to ” 

1 
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a minute it was a matter of forgetting. In the high intoxication of hh 
soul release, already crossed (by the second officer) and beginning to 
show his zealot claws, he needed some gesture stunning enough to wit- 
ness to his separation, his unique rightness, his contempt of match-flarc 
civilizations and infinitesimal taboos. 

But I can imagine that stateroom scene: the gasps, the heads colliding 
in aversion, and Diana’s six weedy feet of birthday suit towering in the 
shadows, and ready to sink through the deck I’ll warrant, now the 
act was irrevocable, but still grimly carrying it off. 

“And if, on the other hand, you ask me to bow down before a God 
peculiar to this one earth, this one grain of dust lost among the giants 
of space, watching its sparrows fall, profoundly interested in a speck 
called Palestine no bigger than the quadrillionth part of one of the atoms 
in the ring here on my finger 

Really scared by this time, one of the virgins shrieked. It was alto- 
gether too close quarters with a madman. 

Mad ? Of course there was the presumption : “Crazy as a loon.” Even 
legally it was so adjudged at the Platonic s first port of call, Algiers, 
where, when Diana escaped ashore and wouldn’t come back again, he 
had to be given over to the workings of the French Law. I talked with 
the magistrate myself some forty months later, when, “let in” for the 
business as I have told, I stopped there on my way out. 

“But what would you.?” were his words. “We must live in the world 
as the world lives, is it not.? Sanity.? Sanity is what.? Is it, for example, 
an intellectual clarity, a balanced perception of the realities.? Naturally, 

speaking out of court, your friend was of a sanity — of a sanity, sir ” 

Here the magistrate made with thumb and fingers the gesture only the 
French can make for a thing that is matchless, a beauty, a transcendent 
instance of any kind. He himself was Gallic, rational. Then, with a 
lift of shoulder: “But what would you.? We must live in the world that 
seems.” 

Diana, impounded in Algiers for deportation, escaped. What after 
al^re the locks and keys of this pinchbeck category of magnitudes? 
More remarkable still, there in Arab Africa, he succeeded in vanishing 
from the knowledge and pursuit of men. And of women. His bride, 
now that their particular mission had fallen through, was left to decide 
whether to return to America or to go on with two of the company, the 
Misses Brookhart and Smutts, who were bound for a school in Smyrna. 
In the end she followed the latter course. It was there, nearly four years 
later, that I was sent to join her by an exasperated and worn-out Firm. 

By that time she knew again where her husband-errant was— ot 
where at least, from time to time in his starry dartings over this ou^ 
iiote of dust, he had been heard of, spoken to, seen. 
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Q)uld wc but have a written history of those years of his apostolic 
vagabondage, a record of the towns in which he was jailed or from 
which he was kicked out, of the ports in which he starved, of the ships 
on which he stowed away, presently to reveal himself in proselyting 
ardor, denouncing the earthlings, the fatelings, the dupes of bugaboo, 
meeting scoff with scoff, preaching the new revelation red-eyed, like an 
angry prophet. Or was it, more simply, like a man afraid? 

Was that the secret, after all, of his prodigious restlessness? Had it 
anything in common with the swarming of those pale worms that flee 
the Eye of the Infinite around the curves of the stone you pick up in a 
field? Talk of the man without a country! What of the man without a 
universe? 

It is curious that I never suspected his soul’s dilemma until I saw 
the first of his mud-sculptures in the native village of Ndua in the 
province of Kasuma in British East. Here it was, our objective attained, 
we parted company with the government safari and shifted the burden 
of Way-straightening to the shoulders of Major Wyeside, the ostrich 
farmer of the neighborhood. 

While still on the safari I had put to Mrs. Diana a question that had 
bothered me: “Why on earth should your husband ever have chosen 
this particular neck of the woods to land up in? Why Kavirondoland?’* 

“It was here we were coming at the time Hubert turned irreligious, 
to found a mission. It’s a coincidence, isn’t it?” 

And yet I would have sworn Diana hadn’t a sense of humor about 
him anywhere. But perhaps it wasn't an iroi.ic act. Perhaps it was simply 
that, giving up the struggle with a society blinded by “a little learning” 
and casting about for a virgin field, he had remembered this. 

“I supposed he was a missionary,” Major Wyeside told us with a 
flavor of indignation. “I went on that. I let him live here — six or seven 
months of it — while he was learning the tongue. I was a bit nonplussed, 
to put it mildly, when I discovered what he was up to.” 

What things Diana had been up to the Major showed us in one of 
the huts in the native kraal — a round dozen of them, modeled in mud 
and baked. Blackened blobs of mud, that’s all. Likenesses of nothing 
under the sun, fortuitous masses sprouting haphazard tentacles, only 
two among them showing postules that might have been experimental 
heads. . . . The ostrich farmer saw our faces. 

“Rum, eh? Of course I realized the chap was anything but fit. A 
walking skeleton. Nevertheless, whatever it is about these beastics, 
there’s not a nigger in the village has dared set foot inside this hut since 
Diana left. You can see for yourselves it’s about to crash. There’s an- 
other like it he left at Suki, above here. Taboo, no end!” 

^ Diana's “hunch” had been right. He had found his virgin field. 
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indeed, fit soil for his cosmic fright. A religion in the making, here 
before our eyes. 

“This was at the very last before he left,” Wyeside explained. “He 
took to making these mud pies quite of a sudden; the whole lot within 
a fortnight’s time. Before that he had simply talked, harangued. He 
would sit here in the doorway of an evening with the niggers squatted 
around and harangue ’em by the hour. I knew something of it through 
my house-boys. The most amazing rot. All about the stars to begin with, 
as if these black baboons could half grasp astronomy! But that seemed 
all proper. Then there was talk about a something a hundred times as 
big and powerful as the world, sun, moon, and stars put together- 
some perfectly enormous stupendous awful being — ^but knowing how 
mixed the boys can get, it still seemed all regular — simply the parson’s 
way of getting at the notion of an Almighty God. But no, they insisted, 
there wasn’t any God. That’s the point, they said; there is no God. . , . 
Well, that impressed me as a go. That’s when I decided to come down 
and get the rights of this star-swallowing monstrosity the beggar was 
feeding my labor on. And here he sat in the doorway with one of these 
bcasties — here it is, this one — ^waving it furiously in the niggers’ be- 
nighted faces. And do you know what he’d done? — you can sec the 
mark here still on this wabblc-lcg, this tentacle-business — he had taken 
off a ring he had and screwed it on just here. His finger ring, my word 
of honor! And still, if you’ll believe it, I didn’t realize he was just daft. 
Not until he spoke to me. ‘I find,* he was good enough to enlighten 
me, T find I have to make it somehow concrete.* . . . ‘Make what?’ 

• . . ‘Our wearer.* ‘Our what, where?* . . . ‘In the following category.’ 

. . . His actual words, honor bright. I was going to have him sent 
down-country where he could be looked after. He got ahead of me 
though. He cleared out. When I heard he’d turned up at Suki I ought, 
1 suppose, to have attended to it. But I was having trouble with leopards. 
And you know how things go.” 

From there we went to Suki, the Major accompanying. It was as like 
Nd^ as one flea to its brother, a stockade inclosing round houses of 
mud, wattles, and thatch, and full of naked heathen. The Kavirondo 
arc the nakedest of all African peoples and, it is said, the most moral. 
It put a great strain on Mrs. Diana; all that whole difficult anxious time, 
as it were detachedly, I could sec her itching to get them into Mother 
Hubbard and cast-off Iowa pants. 

Here too, as the Major had promised, we found a holy of holies, 
ncdier a dreadful of dreadfuls, “taboo no end,” its shadows cluttered 
whh the hurlothrumbos of Diana’s artistry. What puzzled me was their 
number. Why this appetite for experimentation? There was an un- 
certainty; one would think its effect on potential converts would be 
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bad. Here, as in Ndua, Diana had contented himself at first with words 
and skyward gesticulations. Not for so long however. Feeling the 
need of giving his concept of the cosmic “wearer” a substance much 
earlier, he had shut himself in with the work, literally — 3l fever of crea- 
tion. We counted seventeen of the nameless “blobs,” all done, we were 
told, in the seven days and nights before their maker had again cleared 
out. The villagers would hardly speak of him; only after spitting to 
protect themselves, their eyes averted, and in an undertone, would they 
mention him: “He of the Ring.” Thereafter we were to hear of him 
only as “He of the Ring.” 

Leaving Suki, Major Wyeside turned us over (thankfully, I warrant) 
to a native who told us his name was Charlie Kamba. He had spent 
some years in Nairobi, running for an Indian outfitter, and spoke Eng- 
lish remarkably well. It was from him we learned, quite casually, when 
our modest eight-load safari was some miles on its way, that the primary 
object of our coming was nonexistent. Hubert Diana was dead. 

Dead nearly five weeks — a moon and a little — and buried in the 
mission church at Tara Hill. 

Mission church! There was a poser for us. Mission church? 

Well then, Charlie Kamba gave us to know that he was paraphrasing 
ill a large way suitable to our habits of thought. We wouldn't have 
understood his informant’s “wizard house” or “house of the effigy.” 

I will say for Mrs. Diana that in the course of our halt of lugubriouf 
amazement she shed tears. That some of them were not tears of un- 
realized relief it would be hardly natural *^0 believe. She had desired 
loyally to find her husband, but when she should have found him — 
what ? This problem, sturdily ignored so long, was now removed. 

Turn back.? Never! Now it would seem the necessity for pressing 
torward was doubled. In the scrub-fringed ravine of our halt the porters 
resumed their loads, the dust stood up again, the same caravan moved 
on. But how far it was now from being the same. 

From that moment it took on, for me at least, a new character. It 
wasn’t the news especially; the fact that Diana was dead had little to do 
with it. Perhaps it was simply that the new sense of something aimfully 
and cumulatively dramatic in our progress had to have a beginning, and 
that moment would do as well as the next. 

Six villages: M’nann, Leika, Leikapo, Shamba, Litde Tara, and Tara, 
culminating in the apotheosis of Tara Hill. Six stops for the night on the 
road it had cost Diana as many months to cover in his singular pil- 
grimage to his inevitable goal. Or in his flight to it. Yes; his stampede. 
Now the pipers at that four-day orgy of liberty on the Platonic* s decks 
were at his beds for their pay. Now that his strength was failing, the 
hosts of loneliness were after him, creeping out of their dreadful nts^znt 
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tudes, the hounds of space. Over all that ground it seemed to me wc 
were following him not by the word of hearsay but, as one follows a 
wounded animal making for its earth, by the droppings of his blood. 

Our progress had taken on a pattern; it built itself with a dramatic 
artistry; it gathered suspense. As though it were a story at its most 
breathless places “continued in our next,” and I a reader forgetting the 
road’s weariness, the dust, the torment of insects never escaped, the in- 
adequate food, I found myself hardly able to keep from running on 
ahead to reach the evening’s village, to search out the inevitable reposi- 
tory of images left by the white stranger who had come and tarried there 
awhile and gone again. 

More concrete and ever more concrete. The immemorial compromise 
with the human hunger for a symbol to see with the eyes, touch with 
the hands. Hierarchy after hierarchy of little mud effigies — one could 
see the necessity pushing the man. Out of the protoplasmic blobs of 
Ndua, Suki, even M’nann, at Leikapo Diana’s concept of infinity (so 
pure in that halcyon epoch at sea), of categories nested within categories 
like Japanese boxes, of an over-creature wearing our cosmos like a 
trinket, unawares, had become a mass with legs to stand on and a real 
head. The shards scattered about in the filth of the hut there (as if in 
violence of despair) were still monstrosities, but with a sudden stride of 
concession their monstrousness was the monstrousness of lizard and 
turtle and crocodile. At Shamba there were dozens of huge-footed birds. 

It is hard to be sure in retrospect, but I do believe that by the time we 
reached Little Tara I began to see the thing as a whole — the foetus, work- 
ing out slowly, blindly, but surely, its evolution in the womb of fright. 
At Little Tara there was a change in the character of the exhibits; their 
numbers had diminished, their size had grown. There was a boar with 
tusks and a bull the size of a dog with horns, and on a tusk and on a 
horn an indentation left by a ring. 

I don’t believe Mrs. Diana got the thing at all. Toward the last she 
wasn’t interested in the huts of relics; at Little Tara she wouldn’t go 
near the place; she was “too tired.” It must have been pretty awful, when 
yoli think of it, even if all she saw in them was the mud-pie play of a 
man reverted to a child. 

There was another thing at Little Tara quite as momentous as the 
jump to boar and bull. Here at last a mask had been thrown aside. Here 
there had been no pretense of proselyting, no astronomical lectures, no 
doorway harangues. Straightway he had arrived (a fabulous figure 
already, long heralded), he had commandeered a house and shut him- 
self up in it and there, mysterious, assiduous, he had remained three days 
and nights, eating nothing, but drinking gallons of the foul water they 
left in gourds outside his curtain of reeds. No one in the village had 
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ever seen what he had done and left there. Now, candidly, those labors 
were for himself alone. 

Here at last in Tara the moment of that confession had overtaken the 
fugitive. It was he, ill with fever and dying of nostalgia — not these naked 
black baboon men seen now as little more than blurs — who had to give 
the Beast of the Infinite a name and a shape. And more and more, not 
only a shape, but a shapeliness. From the instant when, no longer able 
to live alone with nothingness, he had given it a likeness in Ndua mud, 
and perceived that it was intolerable and fled its face, the turtles and 
distorted crocodiles of Leikapo and the birds of Shamba had become 
inevitable, and no less inevitable the Little Tara boar and bull. Another 
thing grows plain in retrospect: the reason why, done to death (as all 
the way they reported him) he couldn’t die. He didn’t dare to. Didn’t 
dare to close his eyes. 

It was at Little Tara we first heard of him as “Father Witch,” a name 
come back, we were told, from Tara, where he had gone. I had heard it 
pronounced several times before it suddenly obtruded from the native 
context as actually two English words. That was what made it queer. 
It was something they must have picked up by rote, uncomprehending; 
something then they could have had from no lips but his own. When I 
repeated it after them with a better accent they pointed up toward the 
north, saying “Tara! Tara!” — their eagerness mingled with awe. 

I shall never forget Tara as we saw it, after our last blistering scramble 
up a gorge, situated in the clear air on a slope belted with cedars. A mid-' 
African stockade left by some blunder in an nonest Colorado landscape, 
or a newer and bigger Vermont. Here at the top of our journey, blade 
savages, their untidy shamhas, the very Equator, all these seemed as 
incongruous as a Gothic cathedral in a Congo marsh. I wonder if Hubert 
Diana knew whither his instinct was guiding him on the long road of 
his journey here to die. . . . 

He had died and he was buried, not in the village, but about half a 
mile distant, on the ridge; this we were given to know almost before we 
had arrived. There was no need to announce ourselves, the word of our 
coming had outrun us; the populace was at the gates. 

“Our Father Witch! Our Father Witch!” They knew what wc were 
after; the funny parrot-wise English stood out from the clack and clatter 
of their excited speech. “Our Father Witch! Ay! Ay!” With a common 
eagerness they gesticulated at the hilltop beyond the cedars. 

Certainly here was a change. No longer the propitiatory spitting, the 
averted eyes, the uneasy whispering allusion to him who had passed that 
way: here in Tara they would shout him from the housetops, with a 
kind of civic pride. 
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We learned the reason for this on our way up the hill. It was because 
they were his chosen, the initiate. 

We made the ascent immediately, against the village’s advice. It was 
near evening; the return would be in the dark; it was a bad country for 
goblins; wouldn’t tomorrow morning do? ... No, it wouldn’t do the 
widow. Her face was set. . . . And so, since we were resolved to go, 
the village went with us, armed with rattles and drums. Charlie Kaniba 
walked beside us, sifting the information a hundred were eager to give. 

These people were proud, he said, because their wizard was more 
powerful than all the wizards of all the other villages “in the everywhere 
together.” If he cared to he could easily knock down all the other villages 
in the “everywhere,” destroying all the people and all the cattle. If he 
cared to he could open his mouth and swallow the sky and the stars. 
Bur Tara he had chosen. Tara he would protect. He made their mealies 
to grow and their cattle to multiply. 

I protested, “But he is dead now!” 

Charlie Kamba made signs of deprecation. I discerned that he was far 
from being clear about the thing himself. 

Yes, he temporized, this Father Witch was dead, quite dead. On the 
other hand he was up there. On the other hand he would never die. He 
was longer than forever. Yes, quite true, he was dead and buried under 
the pot. 

I gave it up. “How did he die?” 

Well, he came to this village of Tara very suffering, very sick. The 
dead man who walked. His face was very sad. Very eaten. Very fright- 
ened. He came to this hill. So he lived here for two full moons, very hot, 
very eaten, very dead. These men made him a house as he commanded 
them, also a stockade. In the house he was very quiet, very dead, making 
magic two full moons. Then he came out and they that were waiting 
saw him. He had made the magic, and the magic had made him well 
His face was kind. He w^as happy. He was full fed. He was full fed, 
these men said, without any eating. Yes, they carried up to him very 
li«e food, because they were full of wonder and some fear, but he did 
not cat any of it. Some water he drank. So, for two days and the night 
between them, he continued sitting in the gate of the stockade, very 
happy, very full fed. He told these people very much about their wizard, 
who is bigger than everywhere and longer than forever and can, if he 
cares to, swallow the sky and stars. From time to time however, ceasing 
to talk to these people, he got to his knees and talked in his own strange 
tongue to Our Father Witch, his eyes held shut. When he had done this 
|ust at sunset of the second day he fell forward on his face. So he re- 
mained that night. The next day these men took him into the house and 
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buried him under the pot. On the other hand Our Father Witch is 
longer than forever. He remains there still. . . . 

The first thing I saw in the hut’s interior was me earthen pot at the 
northern end, wrong-side-up on the ground. I was glad I had preceded 
Mrs. Diana. I walked across and sat down on it carelessly, hoping so that 
her afflicted curiosity might be led astray. Ii gave me the oddest feeling, 
though, to think of what was there beneath my nonchalant sitting- 
portion — aware as I was of the Kavirondo burial of a great man — up to 
the neck in mother earth, and the rest of him left out in the dark of the 
pot for the undertakings of the ants. 1 hoped his widow wouldn’t wonder 
about that inverted vessel of clay. 

I needn’t have worried. Her attention was arrested othcrwhercs. I 
shall not forget the look of her face, caught above me in the red shaft of 
sundown entering the western door, as she gazed at the last and the 
largest of the Reverend Hubert Diana’s gods. That long, long cheek of 
hers, buffeted by sorrow, startled now and mortified. Not till that 
moment, I believe, had she comprehended the steps of mud-images sh^ 
had been following for what they were, the steps of idolatry. 

For my part, I wasn’t startled. Even before we started up the hill, 
knowing that her husband had dared to die here, I could have told her 
pretty much what she would find. 

This overlord of the cosmic categories that he had fashioned (at last) 
in his own image sat at the other end of the red-streaked house upon a 
bench — a throne? — of mud. Diana had been no artist. An ovoid two- 
eyed head, a cylindrical trunk, two arms, two legs, that’s all. But in- 
dubitably man, man-size. Only one finger of one of the hands had been 
done with much care. It wore an opal, a two-dollar stone from Mexico, 
set in a silver ring. This was the hand that was lifted, and over it the head 
was bent. 

I’ve said Diana was no artist. I’ll take back the words. The figure was 
crudeness itself, but in the relation between that bent head and that 
lifted hand there was something \/hich was something else, A sense of 
scrutiny one would have said no genius of mud could ever have con- 
veyed. An attitude of interest centered in that bauble, intense and 
static, breathless and eternal all in one— penetrating to its bottom atom, 
to the last electron, to a hill upon it, and to a two-legged mite about to 
die. Marking (yes. I’ll swear to the incredible) the sparrow’s fall. 

The magic was made. The road that had commenced with the blobs 
of Ndua— the same that commenced with our hairy ancestors listening 
to the night-wind in their caves — was run. 

And from here Diana, of a sudden happy, of a sudden looked after, 
“full fed,” had walked out 

But no; I couldn’t stand that mortified sorrow on the widow’s face 
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any longer. She had to be naade to see what she wanted to see. I said it 
aloud: 

“From here, Mrs. Diana, your husband walked out — 

“He had sunk to idolatry. Idolatry!" 

“To the bottom, yes. And come up its whole history again. And from 
here he walked out into the sunshine to kneel and talk with ‘Our Father 
Which — 

She got it. She caught it. I wish you could have seen the light going 
up those long, long cheeks as she got it: 

“Our Father which art in Heaven, Hallowed be Thy Name!” 

We went down hill in the darkness, protected aginst goblins by a 
vast rattling of gourds and beating of goat-hide drums. 
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xOU make me sick,” said Mrs. 
Egg. She spoke with force. Her three daughters murmured, “Why 
mamma!” A squirrel ran up an apple tree that shaded the veranda; a 
farm hand turned from weeding the mint bed by the garage. Mrs. Egg 
didn’t care. Her chins shook fiercely. She ate a wafer, emptied her gk-ss 
of iced tea and spread her little hands with their buried rings on the 
table. 

“You make me sick, girls,” she said. “Dammy’s been home out of the 
Navy precisely seven weeks an’ two days, an’ a hour hasn’t passed but 
what one of you’ve been phonin’ me from town about what he has or 
ain’t done unbecomin’ to a boy that’s engaged to Edith Sims! I don’t 
know why you girls expect a boy that was champion heavyweight 
wrestler of the Atlantic Fleet an’ stands six foot four and a half inches 
in his bare feet to get all thrilled over bein’ engaged. A person that was 
four years in the Navy an’ went clean to Japan has naturally been in love 
before, and — ” 

“Mamma!” 

Mrs. Egg ate another sugar wafer and continued relendessly "—ain’t 
likely to get all worked up over bein’ engaged to a sixteen-year-old girl 
who can’t cook any better than a Cuban, on his own say-so. As for those 
spiced guavas he sent home from Cuba in March,” she mused, “I thought 
they were fierce. As for his takin’ Edith Sims out drivin’ in overalls and 
a shirt, Adam John Egg is the best-lookin’ person in this family and you 
know it. You three girls are the sent’mentalest women in the state of 
Ohio and I don’t know how your husbands stand it. My gee! D’you 
expect Dammy to chase this girl around heavin’ roses at her like a fool 
hi a movie?” She panted and peered into the iced-tea pitcher, then aimed 
an affable bawl at the kitchen <Joor. “Benjamina! I’d be awful oblige} 
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if you’d make up some more iced tea, please. Dammy’Il be through 
pickin’ peaches soon and he’s usually thirsty about four o’clock.” 

Her new cook came down the long veranda. The daughters stared at 
this red-haired girl, taller than their tall selves. Benjamina lifted the 
vacant pitcher and carried it silently away. Her slim height vanished 
into the kitchen and the oldest daughter whispered, “Mercy, mamma, 
she’s almost as tall as Dammy!” 

“She’s just six feet,” said Mrs. Egg with deliberate clarity meant to 
reach Benjamina, “but extremely graceful, I think. My gee! It’s perfectly 
embarrassin’ to ask a girl as refined as that to clear the table or dust. 
She went through high school in Cleveland and can read all the French 
in the cookbook exactly as if it made sense. It’s a pleasure to have such 
a person in the house.” 

The second daughter leaned forward and said, “Mamma, that’s an- 
other thing! I do think it’s pretty — untactful of Dammy to take this 
girl’s brother around in the car and introduce him to Edith Sims and 
her folks as if—” 

“I think it was extremely sensible,” Mrs. Egg puffed. “Hamish is a 
very int’restin* boy, and has picked up milkin’ remarkably when he’s 
only been here a week, and Dammy’s taught him to sem’phorc, or what- 
ever that wiggling-your-arms thing is called. And he appreciates 
Dammy a lot.” The plate of sugar wafers was stripped to crumbs. Mrs. 
Egg turned her flushed face and addressed the unseen: “Benjamina, you 
might bring some more cookies when the tea’s ready, and some of those 
cup cakes you made this mornin’. Dammy ate five of them at lunch.” 

Benjamina answered “Yes, Mrs. Egg” in her slow fashion. 

“Mamma,” said the youngest daughter, “it’s all right for you to say 
that Dammy is absolutely perfect, but the Simses are the most refined 
people in town, and it does look disgraceful for Dammy not to dress 
up a little when he goes there, and he’s got all those beautiful tailor-made 
clothes from New York.” 

Mrs. Egg patiently drawled, “Fern, that’s an awful uninterestin’ re- 
mark. Dammy looks exactly like a seal in a aquarium when he’s dressed 
ufC his things fit so smooth; but a boy that was four years in the Navy 
and helps milk a hundred and twenty-seven cows twice a day, besides 
mendin’ all the machinery on the place, is not called upon to dress up 
evenings to go see a girl he’s known all his life. He’s twenty-one years 
and nine weeks old, an’ capable of managin’ his own concerns. • . • 
Thank you, Benjamina,” she told the red-haired girl as the fresh pitcher 
clinked on the table and the cup cakes gleamed in yellow charm beside 
it. “I do hate to trouble you on such a hot day.” 

Benjamina smiled nicely and withdrew. Mrs. Egg ate one of the cup 
cakes and thought it admirable. She broke out, “My geel There’s an* 
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other thing! You girls keep actin’ as if Dammy wasn’t as smart as 
should be I On the other hand, he drove to Cleveland and looked at the 
list of persons willin’ to work in the country and didn’t waste time askin’ 
the agency questions, but went round to Benjamina’s flat and ate some 
choc’late cake. Then he loaded her and Hamish into the car and brought 
’em down, all between six in die mornin’ and twelve at night. I’ve had 
eight days of rest an comfort since I My gee! Your papa’s the second 
biggest dairyman in this state, but that don’t keep me in intcirgent 
cooks!” 

The three young matrons sighed. Mrs. Egg considered them ^or a 
moment over her glass, and sniffed, “Mercy! This has been a pleasant 
afternoon!” 

“Mamma,” said the first-born, “you can’t very well deny that Dammy’s 
awful careless for an engaged man. He ought to’ve got a ring for Edith 
Sims when he was home at Christmas and the engagement came off. 
And-” 

Mrs. Egg lost patience. She exclaimed, “Golden Jerusalem! Dammy 
got engaged at Judge Randolph’s party the night before he went back 
to Brooklyn to his ship! My gee! I never heard such idiotic nonsense! 
You girls act as if Edith Sims — whose ears are much too big even if she 
docs dress her hair low — was too good for Adam Egg! She’s a nice child, 
an’ her folks are nice and all the rest of it! . , . Dammy,” she panted as 
the marvel appeared, “here’s the girls!” 

Adam came up the veranda with a clothes basket of peaches on his 
right shoulder. He nodded his black head to his sisters and put the 
basket noiselessly down. Then he blew smoke from both nostrils of his 
bronze, small nose and rubbed its bridge with the cigarcttc.*Hc seldom 
spoke. Mrs. Egg filled a glass with iced tea and Adam began to absorb 
this pensively. His sisters cooed and his mother somewhat forgave them. 
They had sense enough to adore Adam, anyhow. In hours of resolute 
criticism Mrs. Egg sometimes admitted that Adam’s nose was too short. 
He was otherwise beyond praise. His naked dark shoulders rippled and 
convulsed as he stooped to gather three cup cakes. A stained undershirt 
hid some of his terrific chest and his canvas trousers hung beltless on his 
narrow hips. Mrs. Egg secretly hoped that be would change these gar- 
ments before he went to call on Edic Sims. The three cup cakes de- 
parted through his scarlet mouth into his insatiable system of muscles, 
and Adam lit his next cigarette. Smoke surged in a tide about his 
immovable big eyes. He looked at the road beyond the apple trees, then 
swung and made swift, enigmatic gestures with his awesome arms to 
young Hamish Saunders, loitering by the garage. Hamish responded 
with more flappings of his lesser arms and trotted down the grass. A 
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letter carrier approached the delivery box at the gates of the monstroui 
(arm. 

“What did you scm’phorc to Hamish, lamb?” Mrs. Egg asked. 

Adam said “Mail” and sat down on the floor. 

He fixed a black stare on the pitcher and Mrs. Egg filled his glass. 
Muscles rose in ovals and ropes under the hairless polish of his arm as 
he took the frail tumbler. His hard throat stirred and his short feet 
wriggled in moccasins of some soiled, soft leather, indicating satisfac- 
tion. Mrs. Egg beamed. Benjamina made tea perfectly. She must tact- 
fully tell the girl that Adam liked it. No female could hear that fact 
without a thrill. 

“Package for you,” said young Hamish, bounding up the steps. He 
gave Adam a stamped square box, announced “I signed for it,” and 
retired shyly from the guests to read a post card. He was a burly lad of 
sixteen, in a shabby darned jersey and some outgrown breeches of 
Adam’s. Mrs. Egg approved of him; he appreciated Adam. 

The marvel tore the box to pieces with his lean fingers and got out a 
flat case of velvet. Two rings glittered in its satin lining. Adam contem- 
plated the diamond of the engagement ring and the band of gold set 
with tiny brilliants which would forever nail Edith Sims to his perfec- 
tions. His sisters squealed happily. Mrs. Egg thought how many pounds 
of Egg’s A I Butter were here consumed in vainglory and sighed gently 
But she drawled, “My gee, Dammy! Nobody can poss’bly say you ain’t 
got good taste in jewelry, anyhow,” and shot a stare of fierce pride at her 
daughters. They rose. She knew that the arrival of these gauds would be 
known in Ilium forthwith. She said “Well, good evenin’, girls,” and 
accepted their kisses. 

Adam paid no attention to the going of the oldest daughter’s motor 
car; he was staring at the rings, and the blank brown of his forehead 
was disturbed by some superb and majestic fancy current under the 
dense smoothness of his jet hair. Hamish Saunders came shyly to peep 
at the gems and stooped his curly red head. The boy had large gray eyes, 
like those of his sister, and her hawk nose, which Mrs. Egg thought 
prfrician. 

“Hamish, you ain’t had any tea yet. Iamb. Dammy’s left some. Benja- 
mina puts in exactly sugar enough, an’ I never heard of mint in iced 
tea before. It’s awful interestin’.” 

Hamish soberly drank some tea and asked Adam, “Want the motor 
bike, Mr. Egg?” 

Adam nodded. The boy went leaping down the flagged walk to the 
garage and busily led Adam’s red motorcycle back to the veranda steps. 
Then he gazed with reverence at Adam’s shoulders, felt his own right 
biceps and sadly walked off toward the barns. The herd of the Egg 
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Dairy Company was an agitation of twinkling horns and multicolored 
hides in the white-fenced yard. The ten hired men were sponging their 
hands at the model washstand by the colossal water tower’s engine 
house. Mrs. Egg ate the last cup cake and looked at the town of Ilium, 
spread in a lizard of trees on the top of a long slope. The motor contain- 
ing her female offspring was sliding into the main street. The daughters 
would stop at the Sims house to tell the refined Edith tha^; her engage- 
ment ring had come. 

Mrs. Egg pursed her lips courageously and said, “Danuniy, you might 
change your duds, dear, before you take Edith her sol’caire. It’s kind of 
a formal occasion, sort of.” 

The giant pronounced lazily the one syllable ‘T.unk,” and turned his 
face toward his mother. Then he said, “You’ve goc awful pretty hands, 
mamma.” 

“Mercy, Dammy,” Mrs. Egg panted, flushing. Her prodigiousness 
shook in the special chair of oak under the blew of this compliment. She 
tittered, “Well, your papa — I do hope it ain’t so hot in Chicago— used to 
say so before I got stout.” 

Adam blew a snake of smoke from his left nostril and surprised her 
with a whole sentence. He drawled, “Was a oiler on tb: Nevada that 
sung a song about pale hands, pink tipped like some k jid of a flower, 
mamma.” 

“Mercy,” said Mrs. Egg, “I know that song! A person sang it at the 
Presbyterian supper in 1910 when the oysters were bad, and some people 
thought it wasn’t correct for a church pa’-^, bein’ a pretty passionate 
kind of song. It was awful popular for a while after that . . . Bcnjamina 
would know, her papa havin’ kept a music store. I’ll ask her. Help me 
up, lamb.” 

Adam arose and took his mother kindly out of her chair with one 
motion. Mrs. Egg passed voluminously over the sill into the kitchen and 
addressed her superior cook. 

“There’s a sent’mental kind of song that Dummy's interested in which 
is about some gump lovin’ a woman’s pale hands beside the shallow 
Marne or some such place.” 

Benjamina brushed back her blazing hair with both slender hands 
and looked at the rosy nails. 

“Pale Hands. I think— No, it’s the Kashmir love song. It used to be 
sung a great deal.” 

Adam said “Thanks” in the doorway. 

Then he turned, jamming the jewel case into his pocket, and lounged 
down the steps. His shoulders gleamed like oiled wood. He picked a 
handful of peaches from the basket, which would have burdened two 
naortals, and split one in his terrible fingers. He ate a peach absently and 
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threw the red stone at a roaming chicken, infamously busy in the 
nasturtiums. Mrs. Egg leaned on the side of the door. A slight nervous- 
ness made her reach for the radishes which Bcnjamina was cleaning. 
Radishes always stimulated Mrs. Egg. She ate two and hoped that Edith 
Sims wouldn’t happen to look at Adam’s back. The undershirt showed 
both shoulder blades and most of the sentiment “Damn Kaiser Bill” 
tattooed in pink across Adam. It seemed indecorous at the moment of 
betrothal, and Mrs. Egg winced. 

Then she wondered. Adam took another peach and pressed it in a 
hand. Its blood welled over his shoulder and smeared the rear of the 
shirt brilliantly. He scrubbed it thoroughly into the back o^ his cropped 
hair and massaged his flat abdomen with a second fruit. After some 
study he kicked his feet out of the moccasins and doubled down in his 
fluid manner to rub both insteps with black grease from valves of the 
motorcycle. Then he signaled contentment by a prolonged pouring of 
smoke from his mouth, gave his mother a glance as he tucked the cast 
moccasins into the fork of the apple tree and fled down the driveway 
with a coughing of his machine’s engine, barefoot, unspeakably soiled 
and magnificently shimmering with peach blood. 

“Oh, Lord!’* said Mrs. Egg. 

Bcnjamina looked up from the radishes and asked “What did you 
say?” 

Mrs. Egg meditated, eating a radish. Adam had favored Bcnjamina 
with some notice in these ten days, and his approval of her cooking was 
manifest. He had even eaten veal goulash, a dish which he usually 
declined. The girl was a lady, anyhow. Mrs. Egg exploded. 

“Bcnjamina, Dammy’s up to somethin’! His sisters keep tcllin’ me 
he ain’t tactful, either! My gee! He simply washed himself in peach 
juice and went off to give Edith Sims her engagement ring! And left 
his moc’sins in the apple tree where he always used to put his cigarettes 
when his papa didn’t think he was old enough to smoke. But heaven 
knows, I can’t sec that anything ever hurt Dammy! He’s always been 
the neatest boy that ever lived, and had all his clothes made when he 
wtS in the Navy. It’s perfectly true that he ain’t dressed respectable once 
since he got home. Mercy, the other day he went in to see Edith in a half 
a khaki shirt that he’d been usin’ to clean the garage floor with!” 

Bcnjamina pared a radish with a flutter of her white fingers and 
asked, “How long have they been engaged, Mrs. Egg?” 

“He had ten days* liberty, Christmas, and was home. It perfectly upset 
me, because Dammy hadn’t ever paid any attention to the child. They 
got engaged at a dance Judge Randolph gave. It was extremely sudden,” 
Mrs. Egg pondered, “although the Simses arc very refined folks and 
Edith’s a nice girl. ... A boy who was four years in the Navy naturally 
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ought to know when he’s in love or not. But men do fall in love in the 
most accidental manner, Benjamina! They don’t seem to have any in- 
tentions of it. My gee I A man who takes to runnin’ after a girl for her 
money is within my comprehensions, or because she’s good-lookin'. But 
what most men marry most women for is beyond me. I’m forty-six 
years of age,” she said, “but I still get surprised at things. I think I’ll lie 
down. ... Do you man’eure your nails, or are they as pink as that all 
the time?” 

“They’re naturally pink,” Benjamina said. 

“They’re awfully pretty,” Mrs. Egg yawned, pausing in her advance 
to the door of the living room. Then it seemed guileful to increase this 
praise. She added “Dammy was sayin’ so,” and strolled into the living 
room, where twenty-five photographs of Adam stood on shelves and 
tables. 

She closed the door and stopped to eat a peppermint out of a glass urn 
beside the phonograph’s cabinet. Excitements worked in her. She 
brushed a fly from the picture of Adam in wrestling tights and sank on a 
vast couch. The leather cushions hissed, breathing out air under her 
descent. She closed her eyes and brooded. ... If Adam wanted to annoy 
Edith Sims, he had chosen a means cleverly. The girl was elaborate as to 
dress and rather haughty about clothes. She had praised a shirt of Judge 
Randolph’s second son before Adam pointedly on Sunday at tea in the 
veranda. Perturbations and guesses clattered in Mrs. Egg’s mind. Then 
a real clatter in the kitchen roused her. 

“I milked three cows,” said Hamish Saunters to his sister in a loud 
and complacent voice. 

Benjamina said less loudly but with vigor, “Hamish, you got a post 
card! I saw you reading it! I told you not to write anyone where we’d 
gone to. Now — ” 

Mrs. Egg knew that the boy was wiggling. He said, “Oh, I wrote Tick 
Matthews. He won’t tell Cousin Joe, Benjy.” 

“He’ll tell his mother and she’ll tell everyone in the building! I didn’t 
want anyone to know where we’d gone to!” 

Mrs. Egg sat up. In a little, the lad spoke with a sound of male de- 
termination. He spoke airily. His hands must be jammed into his 
pockets. He said, “Now Cousin Joe ain’t going to come runnin’ down 
here after us, Benjy. You’ve gone off, so that ought to sort of show him 
you ain’t going to marry him. I was asking Adam if there’s any law that 
a person’s guardian can make ’em live with him if they don’t want to—” 

“Vou told him!” 

“1 did not!” 

Tne girl said, “Don’t talk so loud, Hamish! Mrs. Egg’s taking a nap 
upstairs. You told him!” 
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“I didn’t tell him a thing 1 I said there was a guy I knew that had run 
off from his guardian and — ” 

Bcnjamina burst into queer, vexed laughter. She said, “You might as 
well have told him! The day he came to the flat he asked who else lived 
there besides us. Cousin Joe’s pipes were all over the place. It — *’ 

“Look here! There’s a judge in this town, and Mrs. Egg or Adam 
would tell him we’re not children or imbeciles or nothin’! If Cousin Joe 
came down here lookin’ for us — ” Presently he said with misery on each 
syllable, “Don’t cry, Benjy. . . . But nothin’ll happen. . . . Anyhow, 
you’ll be twenty-one in October and the court’ll give you our income, 
’stead of payin’ it to Cousin Joe. . . . Bet you a dollar it’s more than he 
says It is!” He whistled seven notes of a bugle call and then whimpered, 
“Quit cryin’, Benjy!” 

“F-finish these radishes,” Benjamina commanded; “I want to go brush 
my hair.” 

There was the light sound of her soles on the back stairs. Mrs. Egg lay 
down again, wishing that the urn of peppermints was within reach. In 
the kitchen Hamish said “Aw, hell!” and the chair by the table creaked 
as he slumped into it. He would pare radishes very badly, Mrs. Egg 
thought. 

She now thought of Benjamina with admiration. Adam had seen the 
girl’s name on a list of women willing to take service in the country, at 
a Cleveland agency. He had gone to interview Benjamina, Mrs. Egg 
gathered, because a cook on the U. S. S. Nevada had been named 
Saunders and the word looked auspicious. Accident, said Mrs. Egg to 
herself, was the dominant principle of life. She was much interested. 
Benjamina had taken proper steps to get away from an unpleasant 
guardian and should be shielded from any consequences. Certainly a 
girl who could cook to satisfy Adam wasn’t to be given back to some 
nameless male in Cleveland, in a flat. Mrs. Egg abhorred flats. A man 
who would coop two children in a flat deserved no consideration. And 
Adam required gallons of peach butter for winter use. Mrs. Egg arose, 
^talked openly into the kitchen and addressed Hamish as an equal. She 
said, “Bub, you’re an awful tactful boy, and have sense. Dammy said sc 
himself. Honesty is my policy, an’ I may as well say that I could hear 
all you were talkin’ with Benjamina right now. , . . Who is this Cousin 
Joe you've run off from.?” 

Hamish cut a radish in two and wretchedly stammered, “H-he’s dad's 
cousin. He’s a louse!” 

Mrs. Egg drawled, “My gee! That’s a awful good description of your 
relation! Now, I haven’t any intention to lose Benjamina when she’s the 
best cook I ever had, an’ you’re not as bad at milkin’ as you might be. 

If this person comes down here or makes any fuss I’ll see to it that he 

i 
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don’t get anywheres. So if Benjamina gets frightened you tell her that 
i m goin’ to look after this.” 

“Yes’m,’’ said Hamish. 

He looked at Mrs. Egg with an awe that was soothing. She beamed 
and strolled out of the kitchen. Descending the steps one by one, she 
^ame to the level walk of the dooryard and marched along it toward the 
barns. Mr. Egg was taking a holiday with his sister, married to a dys- 
peptic clergyman in Chicago, and it was her duty to aid Adam by 
surveying the cows. She entered the barnyard and rounded the corner of 
the cows’ palace into a group of farm hands bent above a trotting of dice 
on the clay. Adam looked up from this sport and said “ ’Lo. mamma,” 
cheerfully. 

“My gee,” Mrs. Egg faltered, regarding a pile of silver before his knees, 
“I never saw you win a cent at any game before, Dammy!’’ 

The giant grinned, cast the dice and raked three dollars toward him. 
His eyes were black lights. He announced “This is my lucky day, 
mamma!” and all the worshipful youths chuckled as he srood up. He 
walked over a Swede’s stooped back and dragged Mrs. Egg away from 
her husband’s hirelings. Then he lit a cigarette and consumed half its 
length in an appalling suction. The smoke jetted from his nostrils in a 
flood. He patted Mrs. Egg’s upper chin with a thumb and said, “She gave 
me the air, mamma!” 

“What?” 

“She told me to fly my kite! She’s off me! She’s goin’ to marry Jim 
Randolph. It’s all flooie. ... I’d like a tub of champagne an’ five fried 
hens for supper! Mamma,” said Adam, “I ain’t engaged to that girl any 
more!” Therewith he took all the silver from his pocket and sent it in a 
chiming shower up the roof of the cow barn. His teeth flashed between 
his parted lips and dimples invaded his brown cheeks. He swung his 
arms restlessly and his mother thought that he would break into a dance. 
Adam reflected, “It’s hell what happens by accident, mamma. Was a 
bowl of punch in the lib’ry at that dance of Judge Randolph’s Christmas- 
time that’d knock the teeth out of a horse. Had six cups. Saw this girl’s 
hand hangin’ over the banisters when I was headin’ for the front door, 
I kissed it. Mamma, there ain’t any way of tellin’ a girl in this town that 
you don’t mean anything when you kiss her. They don’t understand it.” 

A devastating admiration of her child made Mrs. Egg’s heart cavort 
His manners were sublime. He lit another cigarette and stated, “Well 
that’s all of that.” Then, wearied with much speech, he was still. 

“Mercy, Dammy! This is an awful relief! Your sisters have bce!i 
boldin’ forth about Edith Sims bein’ much more refined than God all 
•Aernoon. I was gettin* kind of scared of her. • • • What’s that phono- 
graph plate, lamb?” 
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Adam didn't answer, but ripped the envelope from the graihr!! disk, 
and Mrs. Egg saw, on the advertising, “Kashmiri Song." Rut her 
thoughts had sunk to a profound and cooling peace; there wouli l»c no 
more Edith Sims. She drawled, “Edith’s pretty awful sedate, Dsmmv. 
1 don’t think she’d have the sand to run off from — sl person she didn’t 
like, or make her own livin’.’’ 

The giant flung up his arms and made certain gestures. Hamish 
Saunders came hurtling from the house for orders. Adam said, “Go get 
me some clothes, kid — white. And shoes ’n a cake of soap. Then come 
swimmin’. Put this plate with the rest. Hustlel" He ground his nose 
with a fist, staring after the boy, then said, “Nice kid, mamma.'’ 

“Mercy, yes, Dammy! Dammy, it’s pretty ridiculous to have /ienja- 
mina and the boy cat in the kitchen, and it takes tact to keep a ni'-e girl 
like that contented. I think they’d better take their meals with us, 
sweetheart.” 

He nodded and strode off among the regular files of apple and pear 
trees toward the aimless riverlet that watered the farm. Mrs. Egg felt 
hunger stir in her bulk. She plucked an apple leaf and chewed itt 
fragrant pulp, marching up the walk. Benjamina was soberly chopping 
the chickens for dinner into convenient bits. 

Mrs. Egg applauded her performance, saying, “We’d better have ’em 
fried, I think. Dammy prefers it. And when you’ve got time you might 
go get one of those very big green bottles of pear cider down in ihc 
cellar, honey. It’s awful explosive stuff and Hamish hadn’t better drink 
any. And lay the table for four, because it’s pretty lonely for Dammy 
eatin’ with me steadily. . . . Edith Sims busted their engagement this 
afternoon, by the way, though it isn’t at all important.” 

“Isn’t it?” 

Mrs. Egg refreshed herself with a bit of cracker from the t?.blc and 
drawled, “Not a bit, deary. I’ve never heard of anybody’s heart breakin 
under the age of thirty over a busted engagement. Dummy’s pretty much 
relieved, though too polite to say so, and Edith’ll marry Judge Ran- 
dolph’s second boy, who’s a very nice kid and has curly hair, although 
Kis teeth stick out some. So it don’t seem to matter except to my 
daughters, who’ll want Dammy to go into full mourning and die of 
sorrow. They’re tearful girls, but nice. Let me show you how Dammy 
likes tomatoes fried when they’re done with the chicken.” 

“Mrs. Egg,” said Benjamina, “you’re— a remarkable person.” The 
slim, pale fingers twisted themselves against her dull blue frock into 
the likeness of a frightened white moth. She went on, “You— you never 
get excited.” 

“My gee! I haven’t any patience with excitement, Benjamina. Thing* 
either so right or they go wrong. In cither case, it’s no }?^x)d foamin' at 



TA C T P07 

the mouth and tryiu’ to kick the roof off. Tm like Dammy. 1 prefer to 
be calm/* said Mrs. Egg. “As for scatterin* rays of sunshine like a 
O)unday-school hymn, most people don’t thank anyone to do so — ^nor 
nic, when I have indigestion.” 

“I— I feel much calmer since I’ve been here/’ Benjamina said. “It was 
so hot in the flat in Cleveland, and noisy. And it’s very kind of you to 
ask Hamish and me to eat with you and Mr. Egg.” 

Her hands had become steadfast. She smiled a litde. 

“It’ll be much more sociable, honey,” Mrs. Egg reflected. “Even il 
Dammy don’t talk, he likes company, havin’ been in the Navy where he 
had lots. . . . Where’s the biscuit flour? There’s time to make some 
before supper.” 

The kitchen dimmed and Beniamina’s tall body dulled into a restful 
shadow. She moved without noise and her pleasant voice was low. Mrs. 
Egg devised biscuits in comfort and smelled Adam’s cigarettes in the 
living room. Hamish came to stimulate the making of this meal by 
getting his large feet in the way, and Mrs. Egg was scolding him tran- 
quilly when the phonograph loosed a series of lazy notes. Then it sang, 
fervidly, of pale hands that it had loved beside some strange name. 

“It’s that Kashmir business,” said Mrs. Egg. “Open the door, bub, so*s 
we can hear.” 

The music swelled as the door opened and a circle of smoke died in 
the kitchen. Mrs. Egg saw Adam as a white pillar in the gloom. The 
machine sobbed “Where are you now? Where are you now?” with an 
oily sadness. 

“Real touching,” Mrs. Egg mentioned. 

A crashing of the orchestra intervened. Then the voice cried, “Paic 
hands, pink tipped, like lotus flowers that — ” The words jumbled into 
sounds. Mrs. Egg hungrily yawned. The tenor wailed, “I would have 
rather felt you on my throat, crushing out life, than waving me fare- 
well!” and the girl stirred beside the doorway, her hands in motion. The 
song expired with a thin noise of violins. Adam stopped the plate. An 
inexplicable silence filled the house, as if this stale old melody had 
wakened something that listened. Then Adam lit a cigarette. 

“Supper near ready, mamma?” 

“Pretty near, lamb,” said Mrs. Egg. 

Suppei was pleasant. Hamish talked buoyantly of cows. He was im- 
pressed by their stupidity and their artless qualities. Benjamina gazed at 
the four candles with gray eyes and smiled at nothing. Adam ate four- 
teen hot biscuits and three mounds of an ice cream that held fresh 
J'aspberrics. He stared at the ceiling gravely, and his white shirt tightened 
as he breathed out the first smoke above a cup of coffee. 

Then he said, “Well go to the ixwvics. Get your hat. Miss Saunders.*' 
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'But the dishes aren’t washed I” Benjamina exclaimed. 

‘The kid and I’ll wash ’em,” Adam vouchsafed. 

Mrs. Egg yawned, “Go ahead, Benjamina,” and watched the girl's 
hands flutter as she left the green dining room. 

Adam blew a ring of smoke, which drooped, dissolving about a candle. 

He reached across the table for the coffeepot and filled his cup, then 
looked at Hamish. 

“What’s she scared of, kid?” 

“Cousin Joe,” said Hamish presently. “He’s — our guardian — wants to 
marry her. Y’see, we have some money from dad’s store. Cousin Joe’s a 
lawyer and the bank pays him the money.” 

“Lived with him in Cleveland?” 

Hamish groaned, “You saw where we lived! Benjy couldn’t keep the 
place lookin’ decent. He knocked his pipe out wherever he sat. But 
Bcnjy’ll be twenty-one in October and the bank’ll pay her the money.” 

“An’ this Joe’s a sour plum?” 

“Well,” said Hamish, with the manner of last justice, “he can sing 
pretty well.” 

Mrs. Egg was thinking of bed at ten o’clock when the telephone rang 
and the anguished voice of her youngest daughter came pouring from 
Ilium : 

“Mammal Dammy’s got that girl in a box at the movies!” 

“I’m glad,” said Mrs. Egg, “that they’re sitting in a box. My gee! It’s 
hot as I ever felt it for this time of year. Fern! Benjamina’s such a large 
person that she — ” 

“Oh, mamma! And it’s all over town that Edith Sims is going 10 
marry — ” 

“I can’t pretend that I’m cither surprised or sorry, Fern. As for Dammy 
marryin* a girl he would have had to stoop over a yard to kiss after 
breakfast, it never seemed a just kind of arrangement to me, although I 
didn’t want to criticize her. The Simses are nice folks — awful refined. 
Mercy, but don’t Dammy look well in white pants?” 

^ “Mamma! You simply haven’t any heart!” 

“I’ll be forty-seven in December, Fern,” said Mrs. Egg. “Good night.” 

She drowsily ascended to her cool bedroom, where a vacuum flask of 
iced lemonade stood with a package of oatmeal crackers on the bedside 
table. In the dark she lay listening to the obliging wind that now moved 
in the ten acres of orchard, and sometimes she chuckled, nibbling a 
cracker. Finally she slept, and was wakened by Adam’s voice. 

“Was it a nice picture, Dammy?” 

“Fair. Where’s that law dictionary dad got last year, mamma?” 

“It’s in the pantry, under the paraflSn for the preserves, sweetheart " 

“Thanks,” said Adam, and his feet went sofdy away. 

1 
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Ivlrs. Egg resumed her slumbers composedly, and woke on die first 
clash of milk pails in the barnyard. Day was clear. Adam could get in 
the rest of the peaches and paint the garage roof without discomfort. 
She ate a cracker, dressing, and went down the back stairs to find 
Benjamina grinding coffee in a white gown that set off color in her 
cheeks. 

“Mercy,” said Mrs. Egg, “but you’re up real early!” 

“I don’t think it can be very healthy for Mr. Egg and Hamish to wait 
so long for ’ureakfast,” the girl said. 

“The men’s cook down at the bunk house always has coffee for 
Dammy. It’s a sad time that Dammy can’t get himself a meal around 
here, honey. But it’s nice to have breakfast early. I think he’s hungrier 
in the mornin*.” 

“Isn’t he always hungry?” 

“Always,” Mrs. Egg assured her, beginning to pare chilled peaches; 
“and he likes your oatmeal, I notice. Bein’ Scotch by descent, you under- 
stand the stuff. You’ve been here ten days, and it’s remarkable how 
you’ve learned what Dammy likes. If he was talkative it wouldn’t take 
so much intelligence. A very good way is to watch his toes. If they move 
he likes what he’s eatin’. My gee! It was easy to tell when he was little 
and went barefooted. He’s too tactful to complain about anything,” 

“He said, driving down from Cleveland, that he hated talking much,” 
Benjamina murmured. 

Adam’s black head showed above his blue milking shirt in the barn- 
yard. Mrs. Egg watched the tall girl’s gray eyes quicken as she gazed 
down the wet grass. Morning mist fairly smoked from the turf and 
the boles of apple trees were moist. Hamish was lugging pails to the 
dairy valiantly. 

“The high school here,” said Mrs. Egg, “is very good for the size of 
the town, and Hamish will be perfectly comfortable in winters. You 
mustn’t be alarmed by my husband when he comes back from Chicago. 
It’s a nervous habit he has of winkin’ his left eye. It don’t mean a thing. 
I'll try to get hold of some girl that’s reasonably intell’gent to do waitin’ 
on table and dusting, which is not good for your hands.” 

“It’s very nice here,” Benjamina said, still looking at the barnyard. 

Mrs. Egg decided that she was a beautiful creature. Her color im- 
proved breath by breath, and her face had the look of a goddess on a 
coin. The vast woman ate a peach and inspected this virgin hopefully. 
Then the pale hands shot to Benjamina’s throat and she whirled from 
the window. Hamish tumbled through the door, his shoes smeared with, 
tnilk and his mouth dragged into a gash of fright, 

“It’s Cousin Joe! He’s gettin’ out of a buggy at the gatel’^ 
**Gracious!” said Mrs. Egg. 
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“What was I goin’ to say if he said to show any wcddin’ certificate? 
If he hit me it was assault, an’ I could get rid of him.” 

Mrs. Egg wailed, “Then you ain’t married, Dammy?” 

“No.” 

Adam leaned on the apple tree and stared at Benjamina, turning the 
rings in his hand. After a moment the girl flushed and walked away 
into the orchard of rustling boughs. A morning wind made the giant’s 
torn shirt flap. He sent his eyes to the gaping hired men and drawled 
“What about those cows?” 

Feet thudded off on the grass. Hamish came bounding down the 
steps with a bottle of iodine and a handkerchief. 

“My gee, Dammy,” said Mrs. Egg, grasping the bottle, “if your sisters 
have the nerve to say you’re tactless after this I’ll — Sit down, lamb! Oh, 
Dammy, how can you think as fast as that?” 

Adam lit a cigarette and blew smoke through his nostrils. His face 
was again blank and undisturbed. He asked “Peaches for breakfast?” 

“Anything you want, lamb! Benjamina has oatmeal ready.” 

He clicked the rings in his hand and his feet wriggled in the mocca- 
sins. Then he said “Mamma,” strangely. 

“Yes, Dammy.” 

“Mamma, I’ve put Miss Saunders in a hell of a position, sayin’ we’re 
married.” 

“That’s so, Dammy. It’ll be all over town in no time.” 

Adam arose from the grass and examined his mother for a whole 
minute. His nostrils shook somewhat. He took the engagement ring 
from one palm and handed it to Hamish, ordering, “Kid, you go take 
that to your sister and tell her it’s with my compliments. I hate talkin’.” 

The boy’s red hair went flashing under the trees. Mrs. Egg watched 
him halt by his sister, who was wiping her eyes beside a trunk. They 
conferred. Soon Hamish turned about and began to make swift signs 
with his arms. 

Adam said, “Good enough. ... I guess I’ll call her Ben.” He lit his 
nexfr^igarette and walked up the steps. 

Mrs. Egg screamed, “Dammy! Ain’t you goin’ to go kiss her?” 

Adam’s eyes opened on his mother in alarm. 

He said, “I’m thirsty, mamma. And I’ve got to get a fresh shirt 
Couldn’t kiss anybody in this one. It wouldn’t be polite. ’ 

Then he waved his cigarette to his new love and slammed the kitchen 
door behind him. 
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J U ST why it should have hap- 
pened, or why it should have happened just when it did, he could not, 
of course, possibly have said; nor perhaps could it even have occurred 
to him to ask. The thing was above all a secret, something to be pre- 
ciously concealed from Mother and Father; and to that very fact it owed 
an enormous part of its deliciousness. It was like a peculiarly beautiful 
trinket to be carried unmentioned in one’s trouser-pocket — a rare stamp, 
an old coin, a few tiny gold links found trodden out of shape on the 
path in the park, a pebble of carnelian, a sea shell distinguishable from 
all others by an unusual spot or stripe — and, as if it were anyone of 
these, he carried around with him everywhere a warm and persistent and 
increasingly beautiful sense of possession. Nor was it only a sense of 
possession — it was also a sense of protection. It was as if, in some de- 
lightful way, his secret gave him a fortress, a wall behind which he could 
retreat into heavenly seclusion. This was almost the first thing he had 
noticed about it— apart from the oddness of the thing itself— and it was 
this that now again, for the fiftieth time, occurred to him, as he sat in the 
little schoolroom. It was the half hour for geography. Miss Buell was 
revolving with one finger, slowly, a huge terrestrial globe which had 
been placed on her desk. The green and yellow continents passed and 
repassed, questions were asked and answered, and now the little girl in 
front of him, Deirdre. who had a funny little constellation of freckles on 
the back of her neck, exactly like the Big Dipper, was standing up and 
telling Miss Buell that the equator was the line that ran round the 
middle. 

Miss Buell’s face, which was old and grayish and kindly, with gray 
stiff curls beside the cheeks, and eyes that swam very brightly, like litde 
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minnows, behind thick glasses, wrinkled itself into a complication of 
amusements. 

“Ah 1 1 see. The earth is wearing a belt, or a sash. Or someone drew 
a line round it!” 

“Oh, no — not that — I mean — ” 

In the general laughter, he did not share, or only a very little. He was 
thinking about the Arctic and Antarctic regions, which of course, on 
the globe, were white. Miss Buell was now telling diem about the tropics, 
the jungles, the steamy heat of equatorial swamps, where the birds and 
butterflies, and even the snakes, were like living jewels. As he listened 
to these things, he was already, with a pleasant sense of half-effort, 
putting his secret between himself and the words. Was it really an effort 
at all? For effort implied something voluntary, and perhaps even some- 
thing one did not especially want; whereas this was distinctly pleasant, 
and came almost of its own accord. All he needed to do was to think of 
that morning, the first one, and then of all the others — 

But it was all so absurdly simple I It had amounted to so little. It was 
nothing, just an idea — and just why it should have become so wonderful, 
so permanent, was a mystery — a very pleasant one, to be sure, but also, 
in an amusing way, foolish. However, without ceasing to listen to Miss 
Buell, who had now moved up to the north temperate zones, he delib- 
erately invited his memory of the first morning. It was only a moment or 
two after he had waked up — or perhaps the moment itself. But was 
there, to be exact, an exact moment? Was one awake all at once? or was 
it gradual? Anyway, it was after he had stretched a lazy hand up towards 
the hcadrail, and yawned, and then relaxed again among his warm 
covers, all the more grateful on a December morning, that the thing had 
happened. Suddenly, for no reason, he had thought of the postman, he 
remembered the postman. Perhaps there was nothing so odd in that. 
After all, he heard the postman almost every morning in his life— his 
heavy boots could be heard clumping round the corner at the top of the 
little cobbled hill-street, and then, progressively nearer, progressively 
lotjder, the double knock at each door, the crossings and re-crossings of 
the street, till finally the clumsy steps came stumbling across to the very 
door, and the tremendous knock came which shook the house itself. 

(Miss Buell was saying “Vast wheat-growing areas in North America 
and Siberia.” 

Dierdre had for the moment placed her left hand across the back of 
her neck.) 

But on this particular morning, the first morning, as he lay there with 
his eyes closed, he had for some reason waited for the postman. He 
want^ to hear him come round the corner. And that was precisely the 
he never did. He never came. He never had corner-round the 
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/orvjtfr— again. For when at last the steps were heard, they had already, 
he was quite sure, come a little down the hill, to the first house; and 
even so, the steps were curiously different — they were softer, they had 
a new secrecy about them, they were muffled and indistinct; and while 
the rhythm of them was the same, it now said a new thing — it said peace, 
it said remoteness, it said cold, it said sleep. And he had understood the 
situation at once — nothing could have seemed simpler — there had been 
snow in the night, such as all winter he had been longing for; and it was 
this which had rendered the postman’s first footsteps inaudible, and the 
later ones faint. Of course! How lovely! And even now it must be snow- 
ing— it was going to be a snowy day — ^the long white ragged lines were 
drifting and sifting across the street, across the faces of the old houses, 
whispering and hushing, making little triangles of white in the corners 
between cobblestones, seething a little when the wind blew them over 
the ground to a drifted corner; and so it would be all day, getting deeper 
and deeper and silenter and silenter. 

(Miss Buell was saying “Land of perpetual snow.”) 

All this time, of course (while he lay in bed), he had kept his eyes 
closed, listening to the nearer progress of the postman, the muffled foot- 
steps thumping and slipping on the snow-sheathed cobbles; and all the 
other sounds — the double knocks, a frosty far-off voice or two, a bell 
ringing thinly and softly as if under a sheet of ice — had the same slightly 
abstracted quality, as if removed by one degree from actuality — as if 
everything in the world had been insulated by snow. But when at last, 
pleased, he opened his eyes, and turned them towards the window, to 
see for himself this long-desired and now so clearly imagined miracle — 
what he saw instead was brilliant sunlight on a roof; and when, aston- 
ished, he jumped out of bed and stared down into the street, expecting 
to see the cobbles obliterated by the snow, he saw nothing but the bare 
bright cobbles themselves. 

Queer, the effect this extraordinary surprise had had upon him— all 
the following morning he had kept with him a sense as of snow falling 
about him, a secret screen of new snow between himself and the world. 
If he had not dreamed such a thing— and how could he have dreamed it 
while awake? — how else could one explain it? In any case, the delusion 
had been so vivid as to affect his entire behavior. He could not now 
remember whether it was on the first or the second morning — or was it 
even the third?— that his mother had drawn attention to some oddness 
in his manner. 

“But my darling—” she had said at the breakfast table— “what has 
_ come over you? You don’t seem to be listening. . . 

I And how often that very thing had happen^ since! 

i' 
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rhc North Pole and the Magnetic Pole. Deirdre was holding up her 
flickering brown hand, and he could see the four white dimples that 
marked the knuckles.) 

Perhaps it hadn’t been cither the second or third morning— or even 
the fourth or fifth. How could he be sure? How could he be sure just 
when the delicious progress had become clear? Just when it had really 
begun? The intervals weren’t very precise. . . . All he now knew was, 
that at some point or other — perhaps the second day, perhaps the sixth— 
he had noticed that the presence of the snow was a little more insistent, 
the sound of it clearer; and, conversely, the sound of the postman’s foot- 
steps more indistinct. Not only could he not hear the steps come round 
the corner, he could not even hear them at the first house. It was below 
the first house that he heard them; and then, a few days later, it was 
below the second house that he heard them; and a few days later again, 
below the third. Gradually, gradually, the snow was becoming heavier, 
the sound of its seething louder, the cobblestones more and more muffled. 
When he found, each morning, on going to the window, after the ritual 
of listening, that the roofs and cobbles were as bare as ever, it made no 
difference. This was, after all, only what he had expected. It was even 
what pleased him, what rewarded him: the thing was his own, belonged 
to no one else. No one else knew about it, not even his mother and 
father. There, outside, were the bare cobbles; and here, inside, was the 
snow. Snow growing heavier each day, muffling the world, hiding the 
ugly, and deadening increasingly — above all — the steps of the postman. 

“But my darling — ” she had said at the luncheon table — “what has 
come over you? You don’t seem to listen when people speak to you. 
That’s the third time I’ve asked you to pass your plate. . . 

How was one to explain this to Mother? or to Father? There was, of 
course, nothing to be done about it: nothing. All one could do was to 
laugh embarrassedly, pretend to be a little ashamed, apologize, and take 
a sudden and somewhat disingenuous interest in what was being done 
or said. The cat had stayed out all night. He had a curious swelling on 
hijjeft cheek — perhaps somebody had kicked him, or a stone had struck 
him. Mrs. Kempton was or was not coming to tea. The house was going 
to be house cleaned, or “turned out,” on Wednesday instead of Friday. 
A new lamp was provided for his evening work — perhaps it was eye- 
strain which accounted for this new and so peculiar vagueness of his— 
Mother was looking at him with amusement as she said this, but with 
something else as well. A new lamp? A new lamp. Yes Mother, No 
Mother, Yes Mother. School is going very well. The geometry is very 
easy. The history is very dull. The geography is very interesting— par- 
ticularly when it takes one to the North Pole. Why the North Pole? 
Oh, well, it would be fun to be an explorer. Another Peary or Scott 
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Shackleton. And then abruptly he found his interest in the talk at an 
end, stared at the pudding on his plate, listened, waited, and began once 
more — ah how heavenly, too, the first beginnings — to hear or feel — ^for 
could he actually hear it? — the silent snow, the secret snow. 

(Miss Buell was telling them about the search for the Northwest 
Passage, about Hendrik Hudson, the Half Moon.) 

This had been, indeed, the only distressing feature of the new experi- 
ence: the fact that it so increasingly had brought him into a kind of 
mute misunderstanding, or even conflict, with his father and mother. 
It was as if he were trying to lead a double life. On the one hand he 
had to be Paul Hasleman, and keep up the appearance of being that 
person — dress, wash, and answer intelligently when spoken to — ; on the 
other, he had to explore this new world which had been opened to him 
Nor could there be the slightest doubt — not the slightest — that the new 
world was the profounder and more wonderful of the two. It wah 
irresistible. It was miraculous. Its beauty was simply beyond anything — 
beyond speech as beyond thought — utterly incommunicable. But how 
then, between the two worlds, of which he was thus constantly aware, 
was he to keep a balance? One must get up, one must go to breakfast, 
one must talk with Mother, go to school, do one’s lessons — and, in all 
this, try not to appear too much of a fool. But if all the while one was 
also trying to extract the full deliciousness of another and quite separate 
existence, one which could not easily (if at all) be spoken of — how was 
one to manage? How was one to explain? Would it be safe to explain? 
Would it be absurd? Would it merely mean that he would get into some 
obscure kind of trouble? 

These thoughts came and went, came and went, as softly and secretly 
as the snow; they were not precisely a disturbance, perhaps they were 
even a pleasure; he liked to have them; their presence was something 
almost palpable, something he could stroke with his hand, without 
closing his eyes, and without ceasing to see Miss Buell and the school- 
room and the globe and the freckles on Deirdre’s neck; nevertheless he 
did in a sense cease to see, or to see the obvious external world, and 
substituted for this vision the vision of snow, the sound of snow, and 
the slow, almost soundless, approach of the postman. Yesterday, it had 
been only at the sixth house that the postman had become audible; the 
snow was much deeper now, it was falling more swiftly and heavily, 
the sound of its seething was more distinct, more soothing, more per- 
sistent. And this morning, it had been — as nearly as he could figure 
Hust above the seventh house — perhaps only a step or two above: at 
most, he had heard two or thiee footsteps before the knock had sounded, 

• - . And with each such narrowing of the sphere, each nearer approach 
of the limit at which the postman was first audible, it was odd how 
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sharply was increased the amount of illusion which had to be carried 
into the ordinary business of daily life. Each day, it was harder to get 
out of bed, to go to the window, to look out at the — as always — ^perfectly 
empty and snowless street. Each day it was more diflScult to go through 
the perfunctory motions of greeting Mother and Father at breakfast, to 
reply to their questions, to put his books together and go to school. And 
at school, how extraordinarily hard to conduct with success simul- 
taneously the public life and the life that was secret. There were times 
when he longed — positively ached — to tell everyone about it — ^to burst 
out with it — only to be checked almost at once by a far-off feeling as of 
some faint absurdity which was inherent in it — but was it absurd ?- 
and more importantly by a sense of mysterious power in his very 
secrecy. Yes: it must be kept secret. That, more and more, became clear. 
At whatever cost to himself, whatever pain to others — 

(Miss Buell looked straight at him, smiling, and said, “Perhaps we’ll 
ask Paul. Pm sure Paul will come out of his day-dream long enough to 
be able to tell us. Won’t you, Paul.” He rose slowly from hi? chair, 
resting one hand on the brightly varnished desk, and deliberately 
stared through the snow towards the blackboard. It was an effort, but it 
was amusing to make it. “Yes,” he said slowly, “it was what we now 
call the Hudson River. This he thought to be the Northwest Passage. 
He was disappointed.” He sat down again, and as he did so Deirdrc half 
turned in her chair and gave him a shy smile, of approval and admira- 
tion.) 

At whatever pain to others. 

This part of it was very puzzling, very puzzling. Mother was very 
nice, and so was Father. Yes, that was all true enough. He wanted to 
be nice to them, to tell them everything — and yet, was it really wrong 
of him to want to have a secret place of his own.? 

At bedtime, the night before. Mother had said, “If this goes on, my 
lad, we’ll have to see a doctor, we will! We can’t have our boy — ” But 
what was it she had said? “Live in another world”? “Live so far away”? 
Thc^word “far” had been in it, he was sure, and then Mother had taken 
up a magazine again and laughed a little, but with an expression which 
wasn’t mirthful. He had felt sorry for her. . . . 

The bell rang for dismissal. The sound came to him through long 
curved parallels of falling snow. He saw Deirdre rise, and had himself 
risen almost as soon — but not quite as soon — ^as she. 

II 

On the walk homeward, which was timeless, it pleased him to sec 
through the accompaniment, or counterpoint, of snow, the items of 
mere externality on his way. There were many kinds of bricks in the 
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sidewalks, and laid in many kinds of pattern. The garden walls too were 
various, some of wooden palings, some of plaster, some of stone. Twigs 
of bushes leaned over the walls; the little hard green winter-buds of 
lilac, on gray stems, sheathed and fat; other branches very thin and fine 
and black and dessicated. Dirty sparrows huddled in the bushes, as dull 
in color as dead fruit left in leafless trees. A single starling creaked on a 
weather vane. In the gutter, beside a drain, was a scrap of torn and dirty 
newspaper, caught in a little delta of filth: the word ECZEMA appeared 
in large capitals, and below it was a letter from Mrs. Amelia D. Cravath, 
2100 Pine Street, Fort Worth, Texas, to the effect that after being a 
sufferer for years she had been cured by Caley's Ointment. In the little 
delta, beside the fan-shaped and deeply runncled continent of brown 
mud, were lost twigs, descended from their parent trees, dead matches, 
a rusty horse-chestnut burr, a small concentration of sparkling gravel on 
the lip of the sewer, a fragment of eggshell, a streak of yellow sawdust 
which had been wet and was now dry and congealed, a brown pebble, 
and a broken feather. Further on was a cement sidewalk, ruled into 
geometrical parallelograms, with a brass inlay at one end commemorat- 
ing the contractors who had laid it, and, halfway across, an irregular 
and random series of dog-tracks, immortalized in synthetic stone. He 
knew these well, and always stepped on them; to cover the little hol- 
lows with his own foot had always been a queer pleasure; today he did 
it once more, but perfunctorily and detachedly, all the while thinking of 
something else. That was a dog, a long time ago, who had made a mis- 
take and walked on the cement while it was siill wet. He had probably 
wagged his tail, but that hadn’t been recorded. Now, Paul Hasleman, 
aged twelve, on his way home from school, crossed the same river, which 
in the meantime had frozen into rock. Homeward through the snow, 
the snow falling in bright sunshine. Homeward.? 

Then came the gateway with the two posts surmounted by egg- 
shaped stones which had been cunningly balanced on their ends, as if 
by Columbus, and mortared in the very act of balance : a source of per- 
petual wonder. On the brick wall just beyond, the letter H had been 
stenciled, presumably for some purpose. H ? H. 

The green hydrant, with a little green-painted chain attached to the 
brass screw-cap. 

The elm tree, with the great gray wound in the bark, kidney-shaped, 
into which he always put his hand — to feel the cold but living wood. 
The injury, he had been sure, was due to the gnawings of a tethered 
Horse. But now it deserved only a passing palm, a merely tolerant eye. 
There were more important things. Miracles. Beyond the thoughts of 
^recs, mere elms. Beyond the thoughts of sidewalks, mere stone, mere 
Hrick, mere eammr. Beyond the thoughts even of his own shoes, whids 
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trod these sidewalks obediently, bearing a burden — ^far above — of elab- 
orate mystery. He watched them. They were not very well polished; he 
had neglected them, for a very good reason: they were one of the many 
parts of the increasing diflSculty of the daily return to daily life, the 
morning struggle. To get up, having at last opened one’s eyes, to go to 
the window, and discover no snow, to wash, to dress, to descend the 
curving stairs to breakfast — 

At whatever pain to others, nevertheless, one must persevere in sever- 
ance, since the incommunicability of the experience demanded it. It was 
desirable of course to be kind to Mother and Father, especially as they 
seemed to be worried, but it was also desirable to be resolute. If they 
should decide — as appeared likely — to consult the doctor. Doctor How 
ells, and have Paul inspected, his heart listened to through a kind oi 
dictaphone, his lungs, his stomach — well, that was all right. He wouh 
go through with it. He would give them answer for question, too— 
perhaps such answers as they hadn’t expected.'^ No. That would neve 
do. For the secret world must, at all costs, be preserved. 

The bird-house in the apple-tree was empty — it was the wrong timr 
of year for wrens. The little round black door had lost its pleasure. The 
wrens were enjoying other houses, other nests, remoter trees. But thia 
too was a notion which he only vaguely and grazingly entertained— as 
if, for the moment, he merely touched an edge of it; there was some- 
thing further on, which was already assuming a sharper importance; 
something which already teased at the corners of his eyes, teasing also 
at the corner of his mind. It was funny to think that he so wanted this, 
so awaited it — and yet found himself enjoying this momentary dalliance 
with the bird-house, as if for a quite deliberate postponement and en- 
hancement of the approaching pleasure. He was aware of his delay, of 
his smiling and detached and now almost uncomprehending gaze at the 
little bird-house; he knew what he was going to look at next: it was his 
own little cobbled hill-street, his own house, the little river at the bottom 
of the hiH, the grocer’s shop with the cardboard man in the window— 
and now, thinking of all this, he turned his head, still smiling, and look- 
iJ5g quickly right and left through the snow-laden sunlight. 

And the mist of snow, as he had foreseen, was still on it — a ghost of 
snow falling in the bright sunlight, softly and steadily floating and turn- 
ing and pausing, soundlessly meeting the snow that covered, as with a 
transparent mirage^ the bare bright cobbles. He loved it — he stood still 
and loved it. Its beauty was paralyzing — beyond all words, all experi- 
ence, all dream. No fairy-story he had ever read could be compared with 
it — none had ever given him this extraordinary combination of ethereal 
loveliness with a something else, unnameable, which was just faintly 
and deliciously terrifying. What was this thing? As he thought of it, he 
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looked upvi^ard toward his own bedroom window, which was open— 
and it was as if he looked straight into the room and saw himself lying 
half awake in his bed. There he was — at this very instant he was still 
perhaps actually there — ^more truly there than standing here at the edge 
of the cobbled hill-street, with one hand lifted to shade his eyes against 
the snow-sun. Had he indeed ever left his room, in all this time? since 
that very first morning? Was the whole progress still being enacted 
there, was it still the same morning, and himself not yet wholly awake? 
And even now, had the postman not yet come round the corner? . . . 

This idea amused him, and automatically, as he thought of it, he 
turned his head and looked toward the top of the hill. There was, of 
course, nothing there — nothing and no one. The street was empty and 
quiet. And all the more because of its emptiness it occurred to him to 
count the houses — a thing which, oddly enough, he hadn’t before 
thought of doing. Of course, he had known there weren’t many — many, 
that is, on his own side of the street, which were the ones that figured 
in the postman’s progress— but nevertheless it came to him as something 
of a shock to find that there were precisely six, above his own house — 
his own house was the seventh. 

Six! 

Astonished, he looked at his own house— looked at the door, on which 
was the number thirteen — and then realized that the whole thing was 
exactly and logically and absurdly what he ought to have known. Just 
the same, the realization gave him abruptly, and even a little frighten- 
ingly, a sense of hurry. He was being hurricvJ — he was being rushed. 
For — he knit his brows — he couldn’t be mistaken — it was just above the 
seventh house, his own house, that the postman had first been audible 
this very mornnig. But in that case — in that case — did it mean that to- 
morrow he would hear nothing? The knock he had heard must have 
been the knock of their own door. Did it mean — and this was an idea 
which gave him a really extraordinary feeling of surprise — that he 
would never hear the postman again? — tha^^ tomorrow morning ^hc 
postman would already have passed the house, in a snow by tiien so 
deep as to render his footsteps completely inaudible? That he would 
have made his approach down the snow-filled street so soundlessly, so 
secretly, that he, Paul Hasleman, there lying in bed, would not have 
waked in time, or, waking, would have heard nothing? 

But how could that be? Unless even the knocker should be muffled 
in the snow — frozen tight, perhaps? . . . But in that case — 

A vague feeling of disappointment came over him; a vague sadness, 
as if he felt himself deprived of something which he had long looked 
forward to, something much prized. After all this, all this beautiful 
progress, the slow delicious advance of the postman through the silent 
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and secret snow, the knock creeping closer each day, and the footsteps 
nearer, the audible compass of the world thus daily narrowed, narrowed, 
narrowed, as the snow soothingly and beautifully encroached and deep 
cned, after all this, was he to be defrauded of the one thing he had so 
wanted — to be able to count, as it were, the last two or three solemn 
footsteps, as they finally approached his own door? Was it all going 
to happen, at the end, so suddenly? or indeed, had it already happened? 
with no slow and subtle gradations of menace, in which he could 
luxuriate? 

He gazed upward again, toward his own window which flashed m 
the sun: and this time almost with a feeling that it would be better if he 
were still in bed, in that room; for in that case this must still be the 
morning, and there would be six more mornings to come — or, for that 
matter, seven or eight or nine— how could he be sure?— or even more. 

Ill 

After supper, the inquisition began. He stood before the doctor, under 
the lamp, and submitted silently to the usual thumpings and tappings. 

“Now will you please say *AhI’?” 

“Ah!” 

“Now again please, if you don’t mind.” 

“Ah.” 

“Say it slowly, and hold it if you can — ” 

“Ah-h-h-h-h-h-” 

“Good.” 

How silly all this was. As if it had anything to do with his throatl 
Or his heart or lungs! 

Relaxing his mouth, of which the corners, after all this absurd stretch- 
ing, felt uncomfortable, he avoided the doctor’s eyes, and stared towards 
the fireplace, past his mother’s feet (in gray slippers) which projected 
from the green chair, and his father’s feet (in brown slippers) which 
stood neatly side by side on the hearth rug. 

jlHm. There is certainly nothing wrong there . . 

He felt the doctor’s eyes fixed upon him, and, as if merely to be polite, 
returned the look, but with a feeling of justifiable evasiveness. 

“Now, young man, tell me, — do you feel all right?” 

“Yes, sir, quite all right.” 

“No headaches? no dizziness?” 

“No, I don’t think so.” 

“Let me sec. Let’s get a book, if you don’t mind— yes, thank you, that 
will do splendidly— and now, Paul, if you’ll just read it, holding it as 
you would normally hold it*—” 

Be the book and r^^d; 



SILENT SNOW, SECRET SNOW 923 

“And another praise have I to tell for this the city our mother, the 
gift of a great god, a glory of the land most high; the might of horses, 
the might of young horses, the might of the sea. ... For thou, son of 
Cronus, our lord Poseidon, hast throned herein this pride, since in these 
roads first thou didst show forth the curb that cures the rage of steeds. 
And the shapely oar, apt to men’s hands, hath a wondrous speed on the 
brine, following the hundred-footed Nereids. . . . O land that art 
praised above all lands, now is it for thee to make those bright praises 
seen in deeds.” 

He stopped, tentatively, and lowered the heavy book. 

“No— as I thought— there is certainly no superficial sign of eye-strain.” 

Silence thronged the room, and he was aware of the focused scrutiny 
of the three people who confronted him. . . . 

“We could have his eyes examined— but I believe it is something 
else.” 

“What could it be.^” This was his father’s voice. 

“It’s only this curious absent-minded—” This was his mother’s voice. 

In the presence of the doctor, they both seemed irritatingly apologetic. 

“I believe it is something else. Now Paul — I would like very much tc 
ask you a question or two. You will answer them, won’t you — you knoM 
I’m an old, old friend of yours, eh.? That’s right! ...” 

His back was thumped twice by the doctor’s fat fist,— then the doctor 
was grinning at him with false amiability, while with one finger-nail 
he was scratching the top button of his waistcoat. Beyond the doctor’s 
shoulder was the fire, the fingers of flame making light prestidigitation 
against the sooty fireback, the soft sound of their random flutter the 
only sound. 

“I would like to know— is there anything that worries you?” 

The doctor was again smiling, his eyelids low against the little black 
pupils, in each of which was a tiny white bead of light. Why answer 
him? why answer him at all? “At whatever pain to others”- but it was 
all a nuisance, this necessity for resistance, this necessity for attention: it 
was as if one had been stood up on a brilliantly lighted stage, under a 
great round blaze of spotlight; as if one were merely a trained seal, or a 
performing dog, or a fish, dipped out of an aquarium and held up by the 
tail. It would serve them right if he were merely to bark or growl. And 
meanwhile, to miss these last few precious hours, these hours of which 
every minute was more beautiful than the last, more menacing-? He 
still looked, as if from a great distance, at the beads of light in the doc- 
tor’s eyes, at the fixed false smile, and then, beyond, once more at his 
mother’s slippers, his father’s slippers, the soft flutter of the fire. Even 
here, even amongst these hostile presences, and in this arranged light, he 
could see the snow, he could hear it— it was in the corners of the roorn^ 
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where the shadow was deepest, under the sofa, behind the half-opened 
door which led to the dining room. It was gentler here, softer, its seethe 
the quietest of whispers, as if, in deference to a drawing room, it had 
quite deliberately put on its “manners”; it kept itself out of sight, 
obLcerated itself, but distinctly with an air of saying, “Ah, but just wait! 
Wait till we are alone together! Then I will begin to tell you something 
new! Something white! something cold! something sleepy! something 
of cease, and peace, and the long bright curve of space! Tell them to go 
away. Banish them. Refuse to speak. Leave them, go upstairs to your 
room, turn out the light and get into bed — I will go with you, I will be 
waiting for you, I will tell you a better story than Little Kay ot the 
Skates, or The Snow Ghost — I will surround your bed, I will close the 
windows, pile a deep drift against the door, so that none will ever again 
be able to enter. Speak to them! . . .” It seemed as if the little hissing 
voice came from a slow white spiral of falling flakes in the corner by the 
front window — but he could not be sure. He felt himself smiling, then, 
and said to the doctor, but without looking at him, looking beyond him 
still — 

“Oh, no, I think not — ” 

“But are you sure, my boy?” 

His father’s voice came softly and coldly then — the familiar voice of 
silken warning. . . . 

“You needn’t answer at once, Paul — remember we’re trying to help 
you — think it over and be quite sure, won’t you?” 

He felt himself smiling again, at the notion of being quite sure. What 
a joke! As if he weren’t so sure that reassurance was no longer neces- 
sary, and all this cross-examination a ridiculous farce, a grotesque par- 
ody! What could they know about it? These gross intelligences, these 
humdrum minds so bound to the usual, the ordinary? Impossible to tell 
them about it! Why, even now, even now, with the proof so abundant, 
so formidable, so imminent, so appallingly present here in this very room, 
could they believe it? — could even his mother believe it? No — it was 
qnly too plain that if anything were said about it, the merest hint given, 
they would be incredulous — they would laugh — they would say “Ab- 
surd!” — think things about him which weren’t true. • . . 

“Why no. I’m not worried — why should I be?” 

He looked then straight at the doctor’s low-lidded eyes, looked from 
one of them to the other, from one bead of light to the other, and gave 
a little laugh. 

The doctor seemed to be disconcerted by this. He drew back in his 
chair, resting a fat white hand on either knee. The smile faded slowly 
from his face. 

Well, Paul!” he said, and paused gravely, “I’m afraid you don’t take 
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this quite seriously enough. I think you perhaps don't quite realize— 
don’t quite realize—” He took a deep quick breath, and turned, as it 
helplessly, at a loss for words, to the others. But Mother and Father 
were both silent — no help was forthcoming. 

“You must surely know, be aware, that you have not been quite your* 
self, of late? don’t you know that? . . .” 

It was amusing to watch the doctor's renewed attempt at a smile, a 
queer disorganized look, as of confidential embarrassment. 

“I feel all right, sir,” he said, and again gave the little laugh. 

“And we're trying to help you.” The doctor’s tone sharpened. 

“Yes sir, I know. But why? I’m all right. I’m just thinkjng, that’s all.” 

His mother made a quick movement forward, resting a hand on the 
back of the doctor’s chair. 

“Thinking?” she said. “But my dear, about what?” 

This was a direct challenge — and would have fo be directly met. But 
before he met it, he looked again into the corner by the door, as if for 
reassurance. He smiled again at what he saw, at what he heard. The 
little spiral was still there, still softly whirling, like the ghost of a white 
kitten chasing the ghost of a white tail, and making as it did so the 
faintest of whispers. It was all right! If only he could remain firm, every- 
thing was going to be all right. 

“Oh, about anything, about nothing,— y£7« know the way you do!” 

“You mean— day-dreaming?” 

“Oh, no — thinking!” 

“But thinking about what?'' 

“Anything.” 

He laughed a third time — but this time, happening to glance upward 
towards his mother’s face, he was appalled at rhe effect his laughter 
seemed to have upon her. Her mouth had opened in an expression of 
horror. . . . This was too bad! Unfortunate! He had known it would 
cause pain, of course — but he hadn’t expected it to be quite so bad as 
this. Perhaps — perhaps if he just gave them a tiny gleaming hint — ? 

“About the snow,” he said. 

“What on earth!” This was his father’s voice. The brown slippers 
came a step nearer on the hearth-rug. 

“But my dear, what do you mean!” This was his mother’s voice. 

The doctor merely stared. 

“Just snow, that’s all. I like to think about it.” 

“Tell us about it, my boy.” 

“But that’s all it is. There’s nothing to tell. You know what snow is?** 

This he said almost angrily, for he felt that they were trying to corner 
him. He turned sideways so as no longer to face the doctor, and the 
better to sec the inch of blackness between the window-sill and the low 
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crcd curtain,— the cold inch of beckoning and delicious night. At once 
he felt better, more assured. 

“Mother— can I go to bed, now, please? Tve got a headache.** 

“But I thought you said—** 

“It’s just come. It’s all these questions — ! Can I, mother?” 

“You can go as soon as the doctor has finished.” 

“Don’t you think this thing ought to be gone into thoroughly, and 
nowV" This was Father’s voice. The brown slippers again came a step 
nearer, the voice was the well-known “punishment” voice, resonant and 
cruel. 

“Oh, what’s the use, Norman — ” 

Quite suddenly, everyone was silent. And without precisely facing 
them, nevertheless he was aware that all three of them were watching 
him with an extraordinary intensity — staring hard at him — as if he had 
done something monstrous, or was himself some kind of monster. He 
could hear the soft irregular flutter of the flames; the cluck-click-cluck- 
click of the clock; far and faint, two sudden spurts of laughter from the 
kitchen, as quickly cut off as begun; a murmur of water in the pipes; 
and then, the silence seemed to deepen, to spread out, to become world- 
long and worldwide, to become timeless and shapeless, and to center 
inevitably and rightly, with a slow and sleepy but enormous concentra- 
tion of all power, on the beginning of a new sound. What this new sound 
was going to be, he knew perfectly well. It might begin with a hiss, but 
it would end with a roar — there was no time to lose — he murt escape. 
It mustn’t happen here — 

Without another word, he turned and ran up the stairs. 

IV 

Not a moment too soon. The darkness was coming in long white waves. 
A prolonged sibilance filled the night — a great seamless seethe oi wild 
influence went abruptly across it — ^a cold low humming shook the win 
dows. He shut the door and flung off his clothes in the dark. The bare 
^lack floor was like a little raft tossed in waves of snow, almost rivci- 
whelmed, washed under whitely, up again, smothered in curled billows 
of feather. The snow was laughing: it spoke from all sides at once: ir 
pressed closer to him as he ran and jumped exulting into his bed. 

“Listen to us!” it said. '"Listen! We have come to tell you the story we 
told you about. You remember? Lie down. Shut your eyes, now— you 
will no longer see much — in this white darkness who could see, or want 
to sec? We will take the place of everything. . . . Listen — ” 

A beautiful varying dance of snow began at the front of the rooiti, 
came forward and then retreated, flattened out toward the floor, then 
rose fountaindike to the ceiling, swayed, recruited itself from a new 
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stream of Bakes which poured laughirtg in through the humming win- 
dow, advanced again, lifted long white arms. It said peace, it said remote- 
ness, it said cold— it said— 

But then a gash of horrible light fell brutally across the room from 
the opening door — the snow drew back hissing— something alien had 
come into the room — something hostile. This thing rushed at him, 
clutched at him, shook him —and he was not merely horrified, he was 
filled with such a loathing as he had never known. What was this.? this 
cruel disturbance? this act of anger and hate? It was as if he had to reach 
up a hand toward another world for any understanding of it,— an effort 
of which he was only barely capable. But of that other world he still 
remembered just enough to know the exorcising words. They tore them- 
selves from his other life suddenly— 

“Mother! Mother! Go away! I hate you!” 

And with that effort, everything was solved, everything became all 
right: the seamless hiss advanced once more, the long white wavering 
lines rose and fell like enormous whispering sea-waves, the whisper 
becoming louder, the laughter more numerous. 

“Listen!” it said. “We’ll tell you the last, the most beautiful and secret 
story— shut your eyes— it is a very small story— a story that gets smaller 
and smaller— it comes inward instead of opening like a flower— it is a 
flower becoming a seed— a little cold seed— do you hear? we are leaning 
closer to you — ” 

The hiss was now becoming a roar- the ’'^hole world was a vast mov- 
ing screen of snow— but even now it said peace, it said remoteness, it 
said cold, it said sleep. 
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Big Blonde 

BY DOROTHY PARKER 


o 

JL XAZEL MORSE was a large, 
fair woman of the type that incites some men when they use the word 
“blonde” to click their tongues and wag their heads roguishly. She 
prided herself upon her small feet and suffered for her vanity, boxing 
them in snub-toed, high-heeled slippers of the shortest bearable size. 
The curious things about her were her hands, strange terminations to 
the flabby white arms splattered with pale tan spots — long, quivering 
hands with deep and convex nails. She should not have disfigured them 
with little jewels. 

She was not a woman given to recollections. At her middle thirties, 
her old days were a blurred and flickering sequence, an imperfect film, 
dealing with the actions of strangers. 

In her twenties, after the deferred death of a hazy widowed mother, 
she had been employed as a model in a wholesale dress establishment— 
it was still the day of the big woman, and she was then prettily colored 
and erect and high-breasted. Her job was not onerous, and she met 
numbers of men and spent numbers of evenings with them, laughing at 
their jokes and telling them she loved their neckties. Men liked her, and 
she took it for granted that the liking of many men was a desirable 
thing. Popularity seemed to her to be worth all the work that had to be 
put into its achievement. Men liked you because you were fun, and 
when they liked you they took you out, and there you were. So, and sue- 
ccssfully, she was fun. She was a good sport. Men like a good sport. 

No other form of diversion, simpler or more complicated, drew her 
attention. She never pondered if she might not be better occupied doing 
something else. Her ideas, or, better, her acceptances, ran right along 
with those of the other substantially built blondes in whom she found 
her friends. 
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When she had been working in the dress establishment some years 
she met Herbie Morse. He was thin, quick, attractive, with shifting 
lines about his shiny, brown eyes and a habit of fiercely biting at the 
skin around his finger nails. He drank largely; she found that enter- 
taining. Her habitual greeting to him was an allusion to his state of the 
previous night. 

“Oh, what a peach you had,” she used to say, through her easy laugh. 
“I thought rd die, the way you kept asking the waiter to dance with 
you.” 

She liked him immediately upon their meeting. She was enormously 
amused at his fast, slurred sentences, his interpolations of apt phrases 
from vaudeville acts and comic strips; she thrilled at the feel of his lean 
arm tucked firm beneath the sleeve of her coat; she wanted to touch the 
wet, flat surface of his hair. He was as promptly drawn to her. They 
were married six weeks after they had met. 

She was delighted at the idea of being a bride; coquetted with it, 
played upon it. Other offers of marriage she had had, and not a few of 
them, but it happened that they were all from stout, serious men who 
had visited the dress establishment as buyers; men from Des Moines 
and Houston and Chicago and, in her phrase, even funnier places. There 
was always something immensely comic to her in the thought of living 
elsewhere than New York. She could not regard as serious proposals 
that she ssharc a western residence. 

She wanted to be married. She was nearmg thirty now, and she did 
not take the years well. She spread and softened, and her darkening halir 
turned her to inexpert dabblings with peroxide. There were times when 
she had little flashes of fear about her job. And she had had a couple of 
thousand evenings of being a good sport among her male acquaintances. 
She had come to be more conscientious than spontaneous about it. 

Herbie earned enough, and they took a little apartment far uptown. 
There was a Mission-furnished dining room with a hanging central 
light globed in liver-colored glass; in the living room were an “over- 
staffed suite,” a Boston fern and a reproduction of the Henner “Mag- 
dalene” with the red hair and the blue draperies; the bedroom was in 
gray enamel and old rose, with Herbie’s photograph on Hazel’s dressing- 
table and Hazel’s likeness on Herbie’s chest of drawers. 

She cooked — and she was a good cook — and marketed and chatted 
with the delivery boys and the colored laundress. She loved the flat, she 
loved her life, she loved Herbie. In the first months of their marriage, 
she gave him all the passion she was ever to know. 

She had not realized how tired she was. It was a delight, a new game, 
a holiday, to give up being a good sport. If her head ached or her arches 
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throbbed, she complained piteously, babyishly. If her mood was quiet 
she did not talk. If tears came to her eyes, she let them fall. * 

She fell readily into the habit of tears during the first year of her 
marriage. Even in her good sport days, she had been known to weep 
lavishly and disinterestedly on occasion. Her behavior at the theater was 
a standing joke. She could weep at anything in a play — tiny garments, 
love both unrequited and mutual, seduction, purity, faithful servitors, 
wedlock, the triangle. 

“There goes Haze,” her friends would say, watching her. “She’s off 
again.” 

Wedded and relaxed, she poured her tears freely. To her who had 
laughed so much, crying was delicious. All sorrows became her sorrows; 
she was Tenderness. She would cry long and softly over newspaper 
accounts of kidnapped babies, deserted wives, unemployed men, strayed 
cats, heroic dogs. Even when the paper was no longer before her, her 
mind revolved upon these things and the drops slipped rhythmically 
over her plump cheeks. 

“Honestly,” she would say to Herbie, “all the sadness there is in the 
world when you stop to think about itl” 

“Yeah,” Herbie A^ould say. 

She missed nobody. The old crowd, the people who had brought her 
and Herbie together, dropped from their lives, lingeringly at first. When 
she thought of this at all, it was only to consider it fitting. This was 
marriage. This was peace. 

But the thing was that Herbie was not amused. 

For a time, he had enjoyed being alone with her. He found the volun- 
tary isolation novel and sweet. Then it palled with a ferocious sudden- 
ness. It was as if one night, sitting with her in the steam-heated living 
room, he would ask no more; and the next night he was through and 
done with the whole thing. 

He became annoyed by her misty melancholies. At first, when he 
came home to find her softly tired and moody, he kissed her neck and 
patted her shoulder and begged her to tell her Herbie what was wrong. 
She loved that. But time slid by, and he found that there was never 
anything really, personally, the matter. 

“Ah, for God’s sake,” he would say, “Crabbing again. All right, sit 
here and crab your head off. I’m going out.” 

And he would slam out of the flat and come back late and drunk. 

She was completely bewildered by what happened to their marriage. 
First they were lovers; and then, it seemed without transition, they were 
enemies. She never understood it. 

There were longer and longer intervals between his leaving his office 
and his arrival at the apartment. She went through agonies of picturing 
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him run over and bleeding, dead and covered with a sheet. Then she 
lost her fears for his safety and grew sullen and wounded. When a 
person wanted to be with a person, he came as soon as possible. She 
desperately wanted him to want to be with her; her own hours only 
marked the time till he would come. It was often nearly nine o’clock 
before he came home to dinner. Always he had had many drinks, and 
their effect would die in him, leaving him loud and querulous and 
bristling for affronts. 

He was too nervous, he said, to sit and do nothing for an evening. 
He boasted, probably not in all truth, that he had never read a book in 
his life. 

“What am I expected to do — sit around this dump on my tail all 
night?” he would ask, rhetorically. And again he would slam out. 

She did not know what to do. She could not manage him. She could 
not meet him. 

She fought him furiously. A terrific domesticity had come upon her, 
and she would bite and scratch to guard it. She wanted what she called 
“a nice home.” She wanted a sober, tender husband, prompt at dinner, 
punctual at work. She wanted sweet, comforting evenings. The idea of 
intimacy with other men was terrible to her; the thought that Herbie 
might be seeking entertainment in other women set her frantic. 

It seemed to her that almost everything she read — novels from the 
drug-store lending library, magazine stories, women’s pages in the 
papers — dealt with wives who lost their husLrnds’ love. She could bear 
those, at that, belter than accounts of neat, companionable marriage and 
living happily ever after. 

She was frightened. Several times when Herbie came home in the 
evening, he found her determinedly dressed — she had had to alter those 
of her clothes that were not new, to make them fasten — and I'ouged. 

“Let’s go wild tonight, what do you say?” she would hail him. “A 
person’s got lots of time to hang around and do nothing when they’re 
dead.” 

So they would got out, to chop houses and the less expensive cabarets. 
But it turned out badly. She could no longer find amusement in watch- 
ing Herbie drink. She could not laugh at his whimsicalities, she was so 
tensely counting his indulgences. And she was unable to keep back her 
remonstrances— “Ah, come on, Herb, you’ve had enough, haven’t you? 
You’ll feel something terrible in the morning.” 

He would be immediately enraged. All right, crab; crab, crab, crab, 
crab, that was all she ever did. What a lousy sport she was! There would 
be scenes, ^nd one or the other of them would rise and stalk out in fury. 

She could not recall the definite day that she started drinking, herself. 
There was nothing separate about her days. Like drops upon a window* 
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pane, they ran together and trickled away. She had been married sU 
months; then a year; then three years. 

She had never needed to drink, formerly. She could sit for most of a 
night at a table where the others were imbibing earnestly and never 
droop in looks or spirits, nor be bored by the doings of those about her. 
If she took a cocktail, it was so unusual as to cause twenty minutes or 
so of jocular comment. But now anguish was in her. Frequently, after 
a quarrel, Herbie would stay out for the night, and she could not learn 
from him where the time had been spent. Her heart felt tight and sore 
in her breast, and her mind turned like an electric fan. 

She hated the taste of liquor. Gin, plain or in mixtures, made her 
promptly sick. After experiment, she found that Scotch whisky was 
best for her. She took it without water, because that was the quickest 
way to its effect. 

Herbie pressed it on her. He was glad to see her drink. They both felt 
it might restore her high spirits, and their good times together might 
again be possible. 

“ ’Atta girl,” he would approve her. “Let’s see you get boiled, baby.” 

But it brought them no nearer. When she drank with him, there 
Would be a little while of gayety and then, strangely without beginning, 
ihey would be in a wild quarrel. They would wake in the morning not 
mre what it had all been about, foggy as to what had been said and 
done, but each deeply injured and bitterly resentful. There would be 
days of vengeful silence. 

There had been a time when they had made up their quarrels, usually 
In bed. There would be kisses and little names and assurances of fresh 
starts. . . . “Oh, it’s going to be great now. Herb. We’ll have swell 
times. I was a crab. I guess I must have been tired. But everything’s 
going to be swell. You’ll see.” 

Now there were no gentle reconciliations. They resumed friendly 
relations only in the brief magnanimity caused by liquor, before more 
liquor drew them into new battles. The scenes became more violent, 
TSiere were shouted inyectives and pushes, and sometimes sharp slaps. 
Once she had a black eye. Herbie was horrified next day at sight of it. 
He did not go to work; he followed her about, suggesting remedies and 
heaping dark blame on himself. But after they had had a few drinks— 
“to pull themselves together”— she made so many wistful references to 
her bruise that he shouted at her and rushed out and was gone for two 
days. 

Each time he left the place in a rage, he threatened never to come back. 
She did not believe him, nor did she consider separation. Somewhere in 
her head or her heart was the lazy, nebulous hope that things would 
change and she and Herbie settle suddenly into soothing married lifc 
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Here were her home, her furniture, her husband, her station. She sum- 
moned no alternatives. 

She could no longer bustle and potter. She had no more vicarious 
tears; the hot drops she shed were for herself. She walked ceaselessly 
about the rooms, her thoughts running mechanically round and round 
Herbie. In those days began the hatred of being alone that she was 
never to overcome. You could be by yourself when things were all right, 
but when you were blue you got the howling horrors. 

She commenced drinking alone, little, short, drinks all through the 
day. It was only with Herbie that alcohol made her nervous and quick 
in offense. Alone, it blurred sharp things for her. She lived in a haze 
of it. Her life took on a dream-like quality. Nothing was astonishing. 

A Mrs. Martin moved into the flat across the hall. She was a great 
blonde woman of forty, a promise in looks of what Mrs. Morse was to 
be. They made acquaintance, quickly became inseparable. Mrs. Morse 
spent her days in the opposite apartment. They drank together, to brace 
themselves after the drinks of the nights before. 

She never confided her troubles about Herbie to Mrs. Martin. The 
subject was too bewildering to her to find comfort in talk. She let it be 
assumed that her husband’s business kept him much away. It was not 
regarded as important; husbands, as such, played but shadowy parts in 
Mrs. Martin’s circle. 

Mrs. Martin had no visible spouse; you were left to decide for yourself 
whether he was or was not dead. She had aa admirer, Joe, who came to 
see her almost nightly. Often he brought several friends with him — 
“The Boys,” they were called. The Boys were big, red, good-humored 
men, perhaps forty-five, perhaps fifty. Mrs. Morse was glad of invitations 
to join the parties — Herbie was scarcely ever at home at night now. If 
he did come home, she did not visit Mrs. Martin. An evening alone with 
Herbie meant inevitably a quarrel, yet she would stay with him. There 
was always her thin and wordless idea that, maybe, this night, things 
would begin to be all right. 

The Boys brought plenty of liquor along with them whenever they 
came to Mrs. Martin’s. Drinking with them, Mrs. Morse became lively 
and good-natured and audacious. She was quickly popular. When she 
had drunk enough to cloud her most recent battle with Herbie, she was 
excited by their approbation. Crab, was she.? Rotten sport, was she.? 
Well, there were some that thought different. 

Ed was one of The Boys. He lived in Utica— had “his own business” 
there, was the awed report— but he came to New York almost every 
Week. He was married. He showed Mrs. Morse the then current photo- 
graphs of Junior and Sister, and she praised them abundantly and sin- 
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cercly. Soon it was accepted by the others that Ed was her particular 
friend. 

^ He staked her when they all played poker; sat next her and occa- 
sionally rubbed his knee against hers during the game. She was rather 
lucky. Frequently she went home with a twenty-dollar bill or a ten- 
dollar bill or a handful of crumpled dollars. She was glad of them. 
Herbie was getting, in her words, something awful about money. To 
ask him for it brought an instant row. 

“What the hell do you do with it?** he would say. “Shoot it all on 
Scotch?” 

“I try to run this house half-way decent,” she would retort. “Never 
thought of that, did you? Oh, no, his lordship couldn’t be bothered 
with that.” 

Again, she could not find a definite day, to fix the beginning of Ed’s 
proprietorship. It became his custom to kiss her on the mouth when he 
came in, as well as for farewell, and he gave her little quick kisses of 
approval all through the evening. She liked this rather more than she 
disliked it. She never thought of his kisses when she was not with him. 

He would run his hand lingeringly over her back and shoulders. 

“Some dizzy blonde, eh?” he would say. “Some doll.” 

One afternoon she came home from Mrs. Martin’s to find Herbie in 
the bedroom. He had been away for several nights, evidently on a pro- 
longed drinking bout. His face was gray, his hands jerked as if they 
were on wires. On the bed were two old suitcases, packed high. Only 
her photograph remained on his bureau, and the wide doors of his closet 
disclosed nothing but coat-hangers. 

“I’m blowing,” he said. “I’m through with the whole works. I got a 
job in Detroit.” 

She sat down on the edge of the bed. She had drunk much the night 
before, and the four Scotches she had had with Mrs. Martin had only 
increased her fogginess. 

“Good job?” she said. 

^h, yeah,” he said. “Looks all right.” 

He closed a suitcase with difficulty, swearing at it in whispers. 

“There’s some dough in the bank,” he said. “The bank book’s in your 
top drawer. You can have the furniture and stuff.” 

He looked at her, and his forehead twitched. 

“God damn it. I’m through, I’m telling you,” he cried. “I’m through.” 

“All right, all right,” she said. “I heard you, didn’t I?” 

She saw him as if he were at one end of a canyon and she at the other. 
Her head was beginning to ache bumpingly, and her voice had a dreary, 
tiresome tone. She could not have raised it. 

“Like a drink before you go?” she asked. 
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Again he looked at her, and a corner of his mouth jerked up. 

“Cockeyed again for a change, aren’t you?” he said. “That’s nice. Sure, 
get a couple of shots, will you?” 

She went to the pantry, mixed him a stiff highball, poured herself 
couple of inches of whisky and drank it. Then she gave herself another 
portion and brought the glasses into the bedroom. He had strapped 
both suitcases and had put on his hat and overcoat. 

He took his highball. 

“Well,” he said, and he gave a sudden, uncertain laugh. “Here’s mud 
ill your eye.” 

“Mud in your eye,” she said. 

They drank. He put down his glass and took up the heavy suitcases.. 

“Got to get a train around six,” he said. 

She followed him down the hall. There was a song, a song that Mrs. 
Martin played doggedly on the phonograph, running loudly through 
her mind. She had never liked the thing. 

"'Night and daytime. 

Always playtime. 

Ain't we got fun?'" 

At the door he put down the bags and faced her. 

“Well,” he said. “Well, take care of yourself. You’ll be all right, wil 
you?” 

“Oh, sure,” she said. 

He opened the door, then came back to her, holding out his hand. 

“ ’By, Haze,” he said. “Good luck to you.” 

She took his hand and shook it. 

“Pardon my wet glove,” she said. 

When the door had closed behind him, she went back to the pantry. 

She was flushed and lively when she went in to Mrs. Martin’s that 
evening. The Boys were there, Ed among them. He was glad to be in 
town, frisky and loud and full of jokes. But she spoke quietly to him 
for a minute. 

“Herbie blew today,” she said. “Going to live out West.” 

“That so?” he said. He looked at her and played with the fountain 
pen clipped to his waistcoat pocket. 

“Think he’s gone for good, do you?” he asked. 

“Yeah,” she said. “I know he is. I know. Yeah.” 

“You going to live on across the hall just the same?” he said. “Know 
vvhat you’re going to do?” 

“Gee, I don’t know,” she said. “I don’t give much of a damn.” 



DOROTHY PARKER 


936 

“Oh, come on, that’s no way to talk, ’ he told her. “What you need*- 
you need a little snifter. How about it? ’ 

“Yeah,” she said. “Just straight.” 

She won forty-three dollars at poker. When the game broke up, Ed 
took her back to her apartment. 

“Got a little kiss for me?” he asked. 

He wrapped her in his big arms and kissed her violently. She was 
entirely passive. He held her away and looked at her, 

“Little tight, honey?” he asked, anxiously. “Not going to be sick, are 
you?” 

“Me?” she said. “I’m swell.” 


II 

When Ed left in the morning, he took her photograph with him. He 
said he wanted her picture to look at, up in Utica. “You can have that 
one on the bureau,” she said. 

She put Herbie’s picture in a drawer, out of her sight. When she could 
look at it, she meant to tear it up. She was fairly successful in keeping 
her mind from racing around him. Whisky slowed it for her. She was 
almost peaceful, in her mist. 

She accepted her relationship with Ed without question or enthu- 
siasm. When he was away, she seldom thought definitely of him. He 
was good to her; he gave her frequent presents and a regular allowance. 
She was even able to save. She did not plan ahead of any day, but her 
wants were few, and you might as well put money in the bank as have 
it lying around. 

When the lease of her apartment neared its end, it was Ed who 
suggested moving. His friendship with Mrs. Martin and Joe had be- 
come strained over a dispute at poker; a feud was impending. 

“Let’s get the hell out of here,” Ed said. “What I want you to have 
is a place near the Grand Central. Make it easier for me.” 

So she took a little flat in the Forties. A colored maid came in every 
d^y to clean and to make coffee for her — she was “through with that 
housekeeping stuff,” she said, and Ed, twenty years married to a pas- 
sionately domestic woman, admired this romantic uselessness and felt 
doubly a man of the world in abetting it. 

The coffee was all she had until she went out to dinner, but alcohol 
kept her fat. Prohibition she regarded only as a basis for jokes. You 
could always get all you wanted. She was never noticeably drunk and 
seldom nearly sober. It required a larger daily allowance to keep her 
misty-minded. Too little, and she was achingly melancholy. 

Ed brought her to Jimmy’s. He was proud, with the pride of thf 
transient who would be mistaken for a native, in his knowledge of 
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small, recent restaurants occupying the lower floors of shabby brown- 
stone houses; places where, upon mentioning the name of an habitu6 
triend, might be obtained strange whisky and fresh gin in many of 
their ramifications. Jimmy’s place was the favorite of his acquaintances. 

There, through Ed, Mrs. Morse met many men and women, formed 
quick friendships. The men often took her out when Ed was in Utica. 
He was proud of her popularity. 

She fell into the habit of going to Jimmy’s alone when she had no 
engagement. She was certain to meet some people she knew, and join 
them. It was a club for her friends, both men and women. 

The women at Jimmy’s looked remarkably alike, and this was curi- 
ous, for, through feuds, removals and opportunities of more profitable 
contacts, the personnel of the group changed constantly. Yet always the 
newcomers resembled those whom they replaced. They were all big 
women and stout, broad of shoulder and abundantly breasted, with 
faces thickly clothed in soft, high-colored flesh. They laughed loud and 
often, showing opaque and lusterless teeth like squares of crockery. 
There was about them the health of the big, yet a slight, unwholesome 
suggestion of stubborn preservation. They might have been thirty-six 
or forty-five or anywhere between. 

They composed their titles of their own first names with their hus- 
bands’ surnames — Mrs. Florence Miller, Mrs. Vera Riley, Mrs. Lilian 
Block. This gave at the same time the solidity of marriage and the 
glamour of freedom. Yet only one or two were actually divorced. Most 
of them never referred to their dimmed spouses; some, a shorter time 
separate, described them in terms of great biological interest. Several 
were mothers, each of an only child — a boy at school somewhere, or a girl 
being cared for by a grandmother. Often, well on towards morninga 
there would be displays of kodak portraits and of tears. 

They were comfortable women, cordial and friendly and irrepressibly 
matronly. Theirs was the quality of ease. Become fatalistic, especially 
about money matters, they were unworried. Whenever their funds 
dropped alarmingly, a new donor appeared; this had always happened. 
The aim of each was to have one man, permanently, to pay all her bills, 
in return for which she would have immediately given up other ad- 
mirers and probably would have become exceedingly fond of him; for 
the affections of all of them were, by now, unexacting, tranquil, and 
easily arranged. This end, however, grew increasingly difficult yearly. 
Mrs. Morse was regarded as fortunate. 

Ed had a good year, increased her allowance and gave her a sealskin 
coat. But she had to be careful of her moods with him. He insisted upon 
g^iyeiy. He would not listen to admissions of aches or weariness. 

''Hey, listen.” he would say, “I got worries of my own, and plenty. 
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Nobody wants to hear other people’s troubles, sweetie. What you got to 
do, you got to be a sport and forget it. See? Well, slip us a Uttle smile 
then. That’s my girl.” ’ 

She never had enough interest to quarrel with him as she had with 
Herbie, but she wanted the privilege of occasional admitted sadness. 
It was strange. The other women she saw did not have to fight their 
moods. There was Mrs. Florence Miller who got regular crying jags, 
and the men sought only to cheer and comfort her. The others spent 
whole evenings in grieved recitals of worries and ills; their escorts paid 
them deep sympathy. But she was instantly undesirable when she was 
low in spirits. Once, at Jimmy’s, when she could not make herself lively, 
Ed had walked out and left her. 

“Why the hell don’t you stay home and not go spoiling everybody’s 
evening?” he had roared. 

Even her slightest acquaintances seemed irritated if she were not 
conspicuously light-hearted. 

“What’s the matter with you, anyway?” they would say. “Be your 
age, why don’t you? Have a little drink and snap out of it.” 

When her relationship with Ed had continued nearly three years, he 
moved to Florida to live. He hated leaving her; he gave her a large check 
and some shares of a sound stock, and his pale eyes were wet when he 
said good-by. She did not miss him. He came to New York infre- 
quently, perhaps two or three times a year, and hurried directly from 
the train to sec her. She was always pleased to have him come and 
never sorry to see him go. 

Charley, an acquaintance of Ed’s that she had met at Jimmy’s, had 
long admired her. He had always made opportunities of touching her 
and leaning close to talk to her. He asked repeatedly of all their friends 
if they had ever heard such a fine laugh as she had. After Ed left, Char- 
ley became the main figure in her life. She classified him and spoke of 
him as “not so bad.” There was nearly a year of Charley; then she 
divided her time between him and Sydney, another frequenter of Jim- 
ijvy’s; then Charley slipped away altogether. 

Sydney was a little, brightly dressed, clever Jew. She was perhaps 
nearest contentment with him. He amused her always; her laughter 
was not forced. 

He admired her completely. Her softness and size delighted him. 
And he thought she was great, he often told her, because she kept gay 
and lively when she was drun’K. 

“Once I had a gal,” he said, “used to try and throw herself out of the 
window every time she got a can on. jee-zuss/* he addec, feelingly. 

Then Sydney married a rich and watchful bride, and then there was 
billy. No— after Sydney came Fcrd, then Billy. In her haze, she never 
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recalled how men entered her life and left it. There were no surprises. 
She had no thrill at their advent, nor woe at their departure. She seemed 
to be always able to attract men. There was never another as rich as Ed, 
but they were all generous to her, in their means. 

Once she had news of Herbie. She met Mrs. Martin dining at Jim- 
my’s, and the old friendship was vigorously renewed. The still admiring 
Joe, while on a business trip, had seen Herbie. He had settled in Chi- 
cago, he looked fine, he was living with some woman — seemed to be 
crazy about her. Mrs. Morse had been drinking vastly that day. She 
took the news with mild interest, as one hearing of the sex peccadilloes 
of somebody whose name is, after a moment’s groping, familiar. 

“Must be damn near seven years since I saw him,” she commented. 
“Gee. Seven years.” 

More and more, her days lost their individuality. She never knew 
dates, nor was sure of the day of the week. 

“My God, was that a year ago!” she would exclaim, when an event 
was recalled in conversation. 

She was tired so much of the time. Tired and blue. Almost everything 
could give her the blues. Those old horses she saw on Sixth Avenue — 
struggling and slipping along the car-tracks, or standing at the curb, 
their heads dropped level with their worn knees. The tightly stored 
tears would squeeze from her eyes as she teetered past on her aching 
feet in the stubby, champagne-colored slippers. 

The thought of death came and stayed ’’uih her and lent her a sort 
of drowsy cheer. It would be nice, nice and restful, to be dead. 

There was no settled, shocked moment when she first thought of 
killing herself; it seemed to her as if the idea had always been with her. 
She pounced upon all the accounts of suicides in the newspapers. There 
was an epidemic of self-killings — or maybe it was just that she searched 
for the stories of them so eagerly that she found many. To read of 
them roused reassurance in her; she felt a cozy solidarity with the big 
company of the voluntary dead. 

She slept, aided by whisky, till deep into the afternoons, then lay 
abed, a bottle and glass at her hand, until it was time to dress to go out 
for dinner. She was beginning to feel toward alcohol a litde puzzled 
distrust, as toward an old friend who has refused a simple favor. Whisky 
could still soothe her for most of the time, but there were sudden, in- 
explicable moments when the cloud fell treacherously away from her, 
and she was sawn by the sorrow and bewilderment and nuisance of all 
living. She played voluptuously with the thought of cool, sleepy retreat. 
She had never been troubled by religious belief and no vision of an 
after-life intimidated her. She dreamed by day of never again putting 
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on tight shoes, of never having to laugh and listen and admire, of never 
more being a good sport. Never. 

But how would you do it? It made her sick to think of jumping from 
heights. She could not stand a gun. At the theater, if one of the actors 
drew a revolver, she crammed her fingers into her ears and could not 
even look at the stage until after the shot had been fired. There was no 
gas in her flat. She looked long at the bright blue veins in her slim 
wrists — a cut with a razor blade, and there you’d be. But it would hurt, 
hurt like hell, and there would be blood to see. Poison — something 
tasteless and quick and painless — was the thing. But they wouldn’t sell 
it to you in drug-stores, because of the law. 

She had few other thoughts. 

There was a new man now — ^Art. He was short and fat and exacting 
and hard on her patience when he was drunk. But there had been only 
occasional for some time before him, and she was glad of a little 
stability. Too, Art must be away for weeks at a stretch, selling silks, and 
that was restful. She was convincingly gay with him, though the effort 
shook her. 

“The best sport in the world,” he would murmur, deep in her neck. 
“The best sport in the world.” 

One night, when he had taken her to Jimmy’s, she went into the 
dressing-room with Mrs. Florence Miller. There, while designing curly 
mouths on their faces with lip-rouge, they compared experiences of 
insomnia. 

“Honestly,” Mrs. Morse said, “I wouldn’t close an eye if I didn’t 
go to bed full of Scotch. I lie there and toss and turn and toss and turn. 
Blue! Does a person get blue lying awake that way!” 

“Say, listen. Hazel,” Mrs. Miller said, impressively, “I’m telling you 
I’d be awake for a year if I didn’t take veronal. That stuff makes you 
sleep like a fool.” 

“Isn’t it poison, or something?” Mrs. Morse asked. 

“Oh, you take too much and you’re out for the count,” said Mrs. 
Miller. “I just take five grains — they come in tablets. I’d be scared to 
fool around with it. But five grains, and you cork off pretty.” 

“Can you get it anywhere?” Mrs. Morse felt superbly Machiavellian. 

“Get all you want in Jersey,” said Mrs. Miller. “They won’t give it to 
you here without you have a doctor’s prescription. Finished? We’d 
better go back and see what the boys are doing.” 

That night, Art left Mrs. Morse at the door of her apartment; his 
mother was in town. Mrs. Morse was still sober, and it happened that 
there was no whisky left in her cupboard. She lay in bed, looking up at 
<he black ceiling. 

She rose early, for her, and went to New Jersey. She had never takep 
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the tube, and did not understand it. So she went to the Pennsylvania 
Station and bought a railroad ticket to Newark. She thought of nothing 
in particular on the trip out. She looked at the uninspired hats of the 
women about her and gazed through the smeared window at the flat, 
gritty scene. 

In Newark, in the first drug-store she came to, she asked for a tin 
of talcum powder, a nail-brush and a box of veronal tablets. The pow- 
der and the brush were to make the hypnotic seem also a casual need. 
The clerk was entirely unconcerned. “We only keep them in bottles,” 
he said, and wrapped up for her a little glass vial containing ten white 
tablets, stacked one on another. 

She went to another drug-store and bought a face-cloth, an orange- 
wood stick and a bottle of veronal tablets. The clerk was also uninter- 
ested. 

“Well, I guess I got enough to kill an ox,” she thouglit, and went 
back to the station. 

At home, she put the little vials in the drawer of her dressing-table 
and stood looking at them with a dreamy tenderness. 

“There they are, God bless them,” she said, and she kissed her finger- 
tip and touched each bottle. 

The colored maid was busy in the living room, 

“Hey, Nettie,” Mrs. Morse called. “Be an angel, will you? Run 
around to Jimmy’s and get me a quart of Scotch.” 

She hummed while she awaited the girl'o return. 

During the next few days, whisky ministered to her as tenderly as it 
had done when she first turned to its aid. Alone, she was soothed and 
vague, at Jimmy’s she was the gayest of the groups. Art was delighted 
with her. 

Then, one night, she had an appointment to meet Art at Jimmy’s 
for an early dinner. He was to leave afterward on a business excursion, 
to be away for a week. Mrs. Morse had been drinking all the afternoon; 
while she dressed to go out, she felt herself rising pleasurably from 
drowsiness to high spirits. But as she came out into the street the effects 
of the whisky deserted her completely, and she was filled with a slow, 
grinding wretchedness so horrible that she stood swaying on the pave- 
ment, unable for a moment to move forward. It was a gray night with 
spurts of mean, thin snow, and the streets shone with dark ice. As she 
slowly crossed Sixth Avenue, consciously dragging one foot past the 
other, a big, scarred horse pulling a rickety express-wagon crashed to 
his knees before her. The driver swore and screamed and lashed the 
beast insanely, bringing the whip back over his shoulder for every 
blow, while the horse struggled to get a footing on the slippery asphalt 
A group gathered and watched with interest- 
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Art was waiting when Mrs. Morse reached Jimmy’s. 

“What’s the matter with you, for God’s sake?” was his greeting to 
her. 

“I saw a horse,” she said. “Gee, I — a person feels sorry for horses. I— 
it isn’t just horses. Everything’s kind of terrible, isn’t it? I can’t help 
getting sunk.” 

“Ah, sunk, me eye,” he said. “What’s the idea of all the bellyaching? 
What have you got to be sunk about?” 

“I can’t help it,” she said. 

“Ah, help it, me eye,” he said. “Pull yourself together, will you? Come 
on and sit down, and take that face off you.” 

She drank industriously and she tried hard, but she could not over- 
come her melancholy. Others joined them and commented on her 
gloom, and she could do no more for them than smile weakly. She 
made little dabs at her eyes with her handkerchief, trying to time her 
movements so they would be unnoticed, but several times Art caught 
her and scowled and shifted impatiently in his chair. 

When it was time for him to go to his train, she said she would leave, 
too, and go home. 

“And not a bad idea, either,” he said. “See if you can’t sleep yourself 
out of it. ni see you Thursday. For God’s sake, try and cheer up by 
then, will you?” 

“Yeah,” she said. “I will.” 

In her bedroom, she undressed with a tense speed wholly unlike her 
usual slow uncertainty. She put on her nightgown, took off her hair-net 
and passed the comb quickly through her dry, vari- colored hair. Then 
she took the two little vials from the drawer and carried them into the 
bathroom. The splintering misery had gone from her, and she felt the 
quick excitement of one who is about to receive an anticipated gift. 

She uncorked the vials, filled a glass with water and stood before the 
mirror, a tablet between her fingers. Suddenly she bowed graciously to 
her reflection, and raised the glass to it. 

"’^“Well, here’s mud in your eye,” she said. 

The tablets were unpleasant to take, dry and powdery and sticking 
obstinately half-way down her throat. It took her a long time to swallow 
all twenty of them. She stood watching her reflection with deep, im- 
personal interest, studying the movements of the gulping throat. Once 
more she spoke aloud. 

“For God’s sake, try and cheer up by Thursday, will you?” she said. 
“Well, you know what he can do. He and the whole lot of them.” 

She had no idea how quickly to expect effect from the veronal. When 
she had taken the last tablet, she stood uncertainly, wondering, still with 
a courteous, vicarious interest, if death would strike her down then 
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and there. She felt in no way strange, save for a slight stirring of sick' 
ness from the effort of swallowing the tablets, nor did her reflected face 
look at all different. It would not be immediate, then; it might even 
take on hour or so. 

She stretched her arms high and gave a vast yawn. 

‘‘Guess ril go to bed,” she said. “Gee, I’m nearly dead.” 

That struck her as comic, and she turned out the bathroom light and 
went in and laid herself down in her bed, chuckling softly all the time, 

“Gee, I’m nearly dead,” she quoted. “That’s a hot one!” 

Ill 

Nettie, the colored maid, came in late the next afternoon to clean the 
apartment, and found Mrs. Morse in her bed. But then, that was not 
unusual. Usually, though, the sounds of cleaning waked her, and she 
did not like to wake up. Nettie, an agreeable girl, had learned to move 
softly about her work. 

But when she had done the living room and stolen in to tidy the 
little square bedroom, she could not avoid a tiny clatter as she arranged 
the objects on the dressing-table. Instinctively, she glanced over her 
shoulder at the sleeper, and without warning a sickly uneasiness crept 
over her. She came to the bed and stared down at the woman lying 
there. 

Mrs. Morse lay on her back, one flabby, white arm flung up, the 
wrist against her forehead. Her stiff hair hung untenderly along her 
hce. The bed covers were pushed down, exposing a deep square of soft 
neck and a pink nightgown, its fabric worn uneven by many launder- 
ings; her great breasts, freed from their tight confiner, sagged beneath 
her arm-pits. Now and then she made knotted, snoring sounds, and 
from the corner of her opened mouth to the blurred turn of her jaw 
ran a lane of crusted spittle. 

“Mis Morse,” Nettie called. “Oh, Mis’ Morse! It’s terrible late.” 

Mrs. Morse made no move. 

“Mis’ Morse,” said Nettie. “Look, Mis’ Morse. How’m I goin’ get this 
bed made.?” 

Panic sprang upon the girl. She shook the woman’s hot shoulder. 

“Ah, wake up, will yuh?” she whined. “Ah, please wake up.” 

Suddenly the girl turned and ran out in the hall to the elevator door, 
keeping her thumb firm on the black, shiny button until the elderly car 
and its Negro attendant stood before her. She poured a jumble of words 
over the boy, and led him back to the apartment. He tiptoed creakingly 
hi to the bedside; first gingerly, then so lustily that he left marks on 
the soft flesh, he prodded the unconscious woman. 

“Hey, there!” he cried, and listened intently, as for an echo. 



944 


DOROTHY PARKER 


“Jeez. Out like a light,** he commented. 

At his interest in the spectacle, Nettie’s panic left her. Importance was 
big in both of them. They talked in quick, unfinished whispers, and it 
was the boy’s suggestion that he fetch the young doctor who lived on 
the ground floor. Nettie hurried along with him. They looked forward 
to the limelit moment of breaking their news of something untoward, 
something pleasurably unpleasant. Mrs. Morse had become the me- 
dium of drama. With no ill wish to her, they hoped that her state was 
serious, that she would not let them down by being awake and normal 
on their return. A little fear of this determined them to make the 
most, to the doctor, of her present condition. “Matter of life and 
death,” returned to Nettie from her thin store of reading. She con- 
sidered startling the doctor with the phrase. 

The doctor was in and none too pleased at interruption. He wore 
a yellow and blue striped dressing-gown, and he was lying on his 
sofa, laughing with a dark girl, her face scaly with inexpensive pow- 
der, who perched on the arm. Half-emptied highball glasses stood 
beside them, and her coat and hat were neatly hung up with the com- 
fortable implication of a long stay. 

Always something, the doctor grumbled. Couldn’t let anybody alone 
after a hard day. But he put some bottles and instruments into a case, 
changed his dressing-gown for his coat and started out with the 
Negroes. 

“Snap it up there, big boy,” the girl called after him. “Don’t be all 
night.” 

The doctor strode loudly into Mrs. Morse’s flat and on to the bed- 
room, Nettie and the boy right behind him. Mrs. Morse had not 
moved; her sleep was as deep, but soundless, now. The doctor looked 
sharply at her, then plunged his thumbs into the lidded pits above 
her eyeballs and threw his weight upon them. A high, sickened cry 
broke from Nettie. 

“Look like he tryin’ to push her right on th’ough the bed,” said 
theTboy. He chuckled. 

Mrs. Morse gave no sign under the pressure. Abruptly the doctor 
abandoned it, and with one quick movement swept the covers down 
to the foot of the bed. With another he flung her nightgown back and 
lifted the thick, white legs, cross-hatched with blocks of tiny, iris- 
colored veins. He pinched them repeatedly, with long, cruel nips, back 
of the knees. She did not awaken. 

“What’s she been drinking.^” he asked Nettie, over his shoulder. 

With the certain celerity of one who knows just where to lay hands 
on a thing, Nettie went into the bathroom, bound for the cupboard 
where Mrs. Morse kept her whisky. But she stopped at the sight of 
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the two vials, with their red and white labels, lying before the mirror. 
She brought them to the doctor. 

“Oh, for the Lord Almighty’s sweet sake!” he said. He dropped Mrs. 
Morse’s legs, and pushed them impatiently across the bed. “What did 
she want to go taking that tripe for? Rotten yellow trick, that’s what 
i thing like that is. Now we’ll have to pump her out, and all that stuff, 
sjuisance, a thing like that is; that’s what it amounts to. Here, George, 
take me down in the elevator. You wait here, maid. She won’t do any- 
thing.” 

“She won’ die on me, will she?” cried Nettie. 

“No,” said the doctor. “God, no. You couldn’t kill her with an ax.^^ 

IV 

After two days, Mrs. Morse came back to consciousness, dazed at first, 
then with a comprehension that brought with it the slow, saturating 
wretchedness. 

“Oh, Lord, oh, Lord,” she moaned, and tears for herself and for life 
striped her cheeks. 

Nettie came in at the sound. For two days she had done the ugly, 
incessant tasks in the nursing of the unconscious, for two nights she 
had caught broken bits of sleep on the living-room couch. She looked 
coldly at the big, blown woman in the bed. 

“What you been tryin’ to do, Mis’ Morse?” she said. “What kinc o’ 
work is that, takin’ all that stuff?” 

“Oh, Lord,” moaned Mrs. Morse, again, and she tried to cover her 
eyes with her arms. But the joints felt stiff and brittle, and she cried 
out at their ache. 

“Tha’s no way to ack, takin’ them pills,” said Nettie. “You can thank 
you’ stars you heah at all. How you feel now?” 

“Oh, I feel great,” said Mrs. Morse. “Swell, I feel.” 

Her hot, painful tears fell as if they would never stop. 

“Tha’s no way to take on, cryin’ like that,” Nettie said. “After what 
you done. The doctor, he says he could have you arrested, doin’ a thing 
like that. He was fit to be tied, here.” 

“Why couldn’t he let me alone?” wailed Mrs. Morse. “Why the hell 
couldn’t he have?” 

“Tha’s tcrr’blc. Mis’ Morse, swearin’ an’ talkin’ like that,” said 
Nettie, “after what people done for you. Here I ain’ had nc sleep at all 
for two nights, an’ I had to give up goin’ out to my other ladies!” 

“Oh, I’m sorry, Nettie,” she said. “You’re a peach. I’m sorry I’ve 
given you so much trouble. I couldn’t help it. I just got sunk. Didn’t 
you ever feel like doing it? When everything looks just lousy to you?” 
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“I wouldn’ think o’ no such thing,” declared Nettie, “You got to chcei 
up. Tha’s what you got to do. Everybody’s got their troubles.” 

“Yeah,” said Mrs. Morse. “I know.” 

“Come a pretty picture card for you,” Nettie said, “Maybe that will 
cheer you up.” 

She. handed Mrs. Morse a post-card. Mrs. Morse had to cover one 
eye with her hand, in order to read the message; her eyes were not yet 
focusing correctly. 

It was from Art. On the back of a view of the Detroit Athletic Club 
he had written: “Greeting and salutations. Hope you have lost that 
gloom. Cheer up and don’t take any rubber nickels. See you on Thurs- 
day.” 

She dropped the card to the floor. Misery crushed her as if she were 
between great smooth stones. There passed before her a slow, slow 
pageant of days spent lying in her flat, of evenings at Jimmy’s being a 
good sport, making herself laugh and coo at Art and other Arts; she 
saw a long parade of weary horses and shivering beggars and all 
beaten, driven, stumbling things. Her feet throbbed as if she had 
crammed them into the stubby champagne-colored slippers. Her heart 
seemed to swell and harden. 

“Nettie,” she cried, “for heaven’s sake pour me a drink, will you.?^” 

The maid looked doubtful. 

“Now you know, Mis* Morse,” she said, “you been near daid. I don 
know if the doctor he let you drink nothin’ yet.” 

“Oh, never mind him,” she said. “You get me one, and bring in the 
bottle. Take one yourself.” 

“Well,” said Nettie. 

She poured them each a drink, deferentially leaving hers in the bath- 
room to be taken in solitude, and brought Mrs. Morse’s glass in to her. 

Mrs. Morse looked into the liquor and shuddered back from its odor. 
Maybe it would help. Maybe, when you had been knocked cold for a 
few days, your very first drink would give you a lift. Maybe whisky 
wflwld be her friend again. She prayed without addressing a God, 
without knowing a God. Oh, please, please, let her be able to get 
drunk, please keep her always drunk. 

She lifted the glass. 

“Thanks, Nettie,” she said. “Here’s mud in your eye.” 

The maid giggled. “Tha’s the way, Mis’ Morse,” she said. “You cheer 
up, now.” 

“Yeah,” said Mrs. Morse. “Sure 
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by CHRISTOPHER MORLEY 


I SUPPOSE the reason why cabin 
stewards fold them like that, instead of tucking ’em in as bed-clothes are 
arranged on shore, is that if the ship founders you can get out of your 
bunk so much quicker. The life preservers are up there, on top of the 
little wardrobe. The picture of Mr. Boddy-Finch, the resolute-looking 
man with a mustache, showing how to wear the life waistcoat, is 
on the panel of the door. Mr. Boddy-F inch’s mustache has a glossy 
twist, probably waxed like that to keep it from getting wet while he’s 
demonstrating his waistcoat. He guarantees that the thing^ will keep 
you afloat for forty-eight hours: how can he tell unless hes tried it? 
Amusing scene, Mr, Boddy-Finch floating competently in the Mersey 
while a jury of ship owners on the dock cheer him on toward the 
forty-eighth hour. 

So he was thinking as he got into the berth and carefully snugged 
himself into the clothes that were folded, not tucked. The detective 
story slid down beside the pillow. No bed companion is so soothing 
as a book you don’t intend to read. He had realized just now that 
the strangeness had worn off. This was his first voyage. He had 
supposed, of course, he would be ill, but he had never felt more at 
home, physically, in his life. The distemper that had burdened him 
was of another sort; but now it was gone— gone so quietly and com- 
pletely that he hardly missed it yet. He only knew that some secretive 
instinct had brought him early to his bunk, not to sleeps but because 
there, in that narrow solitude, he could examine the queer delicious 

mood now pervading him. . r 

The steady drum and quiver of a slow ship finding her own com- 
fortable way through heavy sea. The little stateroom, which he to 
himself, was well down and amidships; the great double crash and 
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rhythm of the engines was already part of his life. A pounding hum, 
pounding hum, pounding hum. He invented imitative phrases to 
accompany that cadence. Oh, lyric love, half piston and half crank! 
Roofed over by the upper berth, shaded from the lamp by the clicking 
chintz curtain, this was his lair to spy out on the laws of life. He could 
see bis small snug dwelling sink and sway. Marvellous cradling ease, 
sweet equation of all forces. He studied the pattern of honest bolts 
in the white iron ceiling. Surely, with reference to himself, they were 
rigid: yet he saw them rise and dip and swing. The corridor outside 
was one long creak. There was a dropping sag of his berth as it caved 
beneath him, then a climbing push as it rose, pressing under his 
shoulders. He waited, in curious lightness and thrill, to feel the long 
slow lift, the hanging pause, the beautiful sinking plunge. The down- 
ward slope then gently tilted sideways. His knees pressed hard against 
the board, he could see his toothbrush glide across the tumbler. He 
was incredibly happy in an easy bliss. This primitive cycle of move- 
ment seemed a part of the secret rhymes of biology. Now he under^ 
stood why sailors often feel ill when they reach the dull, flat solidity 
of earth. 

The lull and ecstasy of the sea is what man was meant for. The 
whole swinging universe takes you up in its arms, and you know both 
desire and fulfilment. And down below, from far within, like— oh, 
like things you believed you’d forgotten — that steady, grumbling hum. 
The first night he was a bit anxious when she rolled: his entrails yawned 
when she leaned over so heavily on emptiness. But then he had divined 
something; it is the things that frighten you that are really worth 
while. Now, when she canted he did not hold back; he leaned with 
her, as though eager to come as close as possible to that seethe and 
hiss along her dripping side. It was the inexpressive faces of stewards 
and stewardesses that had best fortified him. They stood on duty along 
the exclaiming passages, priests of this white ritual world. Their sallow 
sexton faces seemed gravely reassuring the congregation that all was 
caltulated, charted, and planned. They flexed and balanced serenely 
like vicars turning eastward at the appointed clause. He had barely 
escaped horrifying one of them, his bedroom steward who came in 
suddenly — the door was open — while he was doing a private caper of 
triumph at realizing he wasn’t ill. He repeated his silly chant, smiling 
in the berth: 

Wallow in a hollow with a pounding hum. 

Pillow on a billow with a pounding hum. 

Now the Atlantic 

Drives me frantic, 

Pounding pounding pounding huml** 
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If you ever tell anyone this story, he said to me — ^long afterward, 
when he first talked about it — make it very matter-of-fact. I know that 
some writers have a way of putting things handsomely, picturesquely, 
full of ingenious, witty phrases. That’s dangerous, because people get 
a notion that these affairs are only the invention of literary folks. 

The first days were very uneasy. He couldn’t read, he couldn’t bear 
talking the gay chaff that is legal tender on shipboard, he dreaded the 
discovery of a mutual friend in Pelham Manor that thrills adjoining 
deck chairs. He couldn’t write, nor imagine concentrating his mind on 
cards; besides, he was young enough to be alarmed by the warning 
notice about Professional Gamblers. He’d have enjoyed more deck 
tennis but the courts were usually occupied by young engineer-officers 
and a group of girls whose parents, in desperation, were sending them 
abroad to school. They were rather noisily true to type and carried 
with them everywhere a toy phonograph, the size of a candy box. 
1 his occult machine, busily rotating dark spirals of jazz, was heard 
intermittently like a pagan refrain. It uttered such cries as Pan might 
ejaculate under ether. Long after the diligent ship’s orchestra had 
couched themselves it chattered, in dark corners of the deck, against 
the thunder of yeasty sea. Evidently it was hastening its damsels into 
a concentric cul de sac where they would eventually find themselves 
[docked. There would, perhaps, be the momentary alleviation of a 
picture in the Sunday paper (“Among the season’s interesting brides”) 
after which they would be irretrievable wives and mothers — with 
friends in Pelham Manor. 

He paced the deck endlessly in windy bright September. Weariness 
is the only drug for that sea unease. At night the mastheads swung 
solemnly against clear grainy sky. Even the Dipper seemed swinging. 
Here and there he paused, in a kind of dream, vacantly studying the 
log of the day’s run, pondering on the chart a shoal called the Virgins, 
or watching, through a brass-rimmed port, cheerful people gossiping 
in the lounge. He was too shy and too excited to enter into the innocent 
pastimes of the voyage. Sometimes he went into the smokeroom for a 
drink. Brought up in the Prohibition era, acquainted only with r^w 
gin and fusel oils, leprous distilments, he had never before encountered 
honest ripened Scotch. When that hale benevolent spirit amazed him 
with its pure warmth, it occurred to him that perhaps there is no 
reason why the glamor of life should not be taken neat. It need not 
always be smuggled about in medicine bottles or under false and 
counterfeit labels. But the smokeroom frightened some essential 
Aastity in his mind. It was full of women smoking and drinking. 
They wore cheese-colored silk stockings, provokingly obvious, and 
their eyes were soortively bright. Perhaps they were gamblers even more 
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professional dian those referred to in the sign. One evening) when he 
had a bad cold, the doctor gave him some phenacetin and aspirin 
tablets to take with hot toddy. That night he lay stewing in his warm 
cradle, submerged in a heavy ocean of sleep, rolled in a nothingness 
so perfect it was almost prenatal. So he told the doctor the next 
morning, and caught a flash from that officer’s eyes. Both put the 
phrase aside where it wouldn’t get broken, for private meditation. 
Being diffident, he did not tell the doctor what jolly dreams had swum 
through the deep green caverns of his swoon. His mind lay on the 
bottom like a foundered galleon, its treasures corroding in the strong 
room, while white mermaids . . . No, they weren’t mermaids, he said 
to himself. 

But now I know why the steamship companies arrange so many 
distractions for their passengers. 

As nearly as I can make out, his obscure agitations resolved them- 
selves into a certainty that something was going to happen. But he 
could put no label on this strange apprehensive sentiment. When you 
can put your feelings into words, they cease to be dangerous. Now 
you see, he added, why my bunk was the safest place. 

He paused. I think he realized that I didn’t see, altogether; and I 
nearly remarked, in the jocular way an old friend can say things, that 
if he expected any editor to be interested in this story it was time he 
got into it something more tangible than phenacetin mermaids. The 
ladies with cheese-colored stockings had sounded promising. But some- 
how, with no notion at all of what he was coming to, I wanted him 
to work it out in his own way. After all, it’s only the very cheap kind 
of stories that have to be told in a hurry. 

Evidently it would be wrong to imagine that his disturbance was 
unhappy. For I get the impression that, little by little, a secret elation 
possessed him: on that special evening when he retired early to his 
berth, he was particularly certain that some blissful meaning lay in- 
side this experience. For suddenly, at the heart of that unsteady clamor, 
he lay infinitely at peace. The dull crash of those huge pistons was an 
unerring music; the grave plunging of the ship was perfect rest. He 
lay trembling with happiness, in what he described (rather oddly) as 
a kind of piety; a physical piety. 

I wanted him to make this a little plainer, but he was rather vague. 
*‘I felt, more truly than ever before, a loyalty to the physical principles 
of the universe. I felt like Walt Whitman.” 

I decided not to pursue this further, but in a determined effort to 
explain himself he made another odd remark, which I suppose ought 
to be put in the record. “One day the chief engineer took me down to 
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sec the machinery. But before we went below he made me leave my 
watch in his cabin. He said that if I had it on me when we went 
by the dynamos their magnetic power was so strong that it would 
throw my watch into a kind of trance. It would be interesting as a 
specimen of polarization, he said, but it wouldn’t be a timepiece. Well, 
it was like that with me. There arc some instincts that it’s better to 
leave behind when you go in a ship. I felt polarized.” 

It appears that he felt himself on the verge of great mental illu- 
minations; but, as one turns away from a too brilliant light, he averted 
himself from the effort of thinking. He took up the detective story, 
but it lacked its usual soporific virtue. And presently, still wakeful, he 
slipped on his dressing gown and went for a hot bath. The bathroom, 
farther down the corridor, would be unoccupied at this hour. On that 
deck all ports were screwed up, on account of the heavy weather, and 
it was undeniably stuffy. Several stateroom doors were hooked ajar, 
for ventilation, and as he passed along . . . 

“1 should have told you” (he interrupted himself) “about the day 
we sailed from New York, a marvelous warm autumn noon, the 
buoys chiming like lunch bells as we slipped down toward Staten 
Island. I got down to the ship rather early. After seeing my baggage 
safely in the stateroom and looking at some parcels that had been sent 
me— you know that little diary, My Trip Ahroad, that someone always 
gives you; I’m sorry to have to say its pages are still blank — I sat in 
the writing room scribbling some postcards. You must realize what 
an extraordinary adventure all this was for me. My Trip AbroadI 
With a sense of doing something rather dangerous, I went off the pier 
to mail my cards. I remember the drowsy Saturday sunlight of that 
wide cobbly space; taxis driving up; the old Fourteenth Street 
trolleys rumbling along as usual, and in a few hours I should be far 
away from it all. It was then, returning across the street, that I noticed 
the head of some goddess or other carved over the piers. I wondered 
why, but I didn’t dally to speculate. I had a naive fear that the ship 
might somehow slide off without me— though there was still nearly 
an hour to sailing rime. 

“A friend had come down to see me off, and we palavered about 
this and that: he was an old traveler and was probably amused at my 
excitement The deck was thronged with people saying good-by, and 
while my friend and I were having our final words, there was a bunch 
of women near us. My companion may have observed that I was hardly 
paying attention to our talk. I was noticing a gray dress that had its 
^ack turned toward me. It was an exquisitely attractive thing, a sort 
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of cool silky stuff with crisp little pleats. Its plain simplicity made it 
admirably piquant. Somehow I had a feeling that anyone who would 
wear so delicious a costume must be interesting. I can’t attempt to 
describe the garment in technical terms, but it was draped just properly 
flat behind the shoulders and tactfully snug over the hips. What caught 
my eye especially was a charming frill that went down the middle, 
accompanied by a file of buttons and ending in a lively little black bow. 
1 only saw the back of this outfit, which included a bell-shaped gray 
hat and a dark shingled nape. I noted that its wearer was tall and 
athletic in carriage, but my friend then recaptured my attention. When 
he had gone the dress had vanished. A visitor, I supposed; it was 
obviously the summery kind of thing that would be worn, on a warm 
day, to go down to say good-by to someone who was leaving. But 
several times, in my various considerings, I had remembered it. I 
thought particularly of what I called the Spinal Frill and the impudent 
little twirl of ribbon that ended it. Did or did not anyone v/ho wore 
that know how enchantingly inciting it was? It must be put there 
with some intention. But was it the wearer’s intention, or only some 
casual fancy of the dressmaker’s? Yet it was there to be admired; and 
if I had gone to the lady and told her how much I admired it, wouldn’t 
I only have been doing my duty ? 

*^Well, as I started to say, when I went by that partly open door I 
saw that gray dress hanging in a stateroom. It was on a hanger, its 
back toward me. It looked rather limp and dejected, but there could 
be no doubt about the frill and the buttons and the bow. 

“I was hurrying, as you do hurry when you go along a public 
passage in your dressing gown, arid it really didn’t occur to me until 
I was comfortably soaking in a deep tub of slanting hot water that 
I might have noted the number of the room. Then I could probabl)i 
have found out from the passenger list who she was. But even so, 1 
was glad I hadn’t. I didn’t want to seem to spy on the gray dress: ) 
admired it too much for that; and also, just in the instant I saw it, 
i^looked so emaciated, so helpless, almost as if it were seasick. 1 
couldn’t have taken advantage of it. I dallied in my bath for some time? 
when I returned, all the doors were shut.” 

II 

The following day there was that subtle change that comes over every 
Atlantic voyage about three-quarters of the way across. Perhaps it 
happens at the place where the waves are parted, like hair. For on one 
side you see them rolling in toward America; on the other they move 
with equal regularity toward England and France. So obviously there 
must be a place where they turn back to back. The feeling of Europe 
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being near increased the humility of passengers making their maiden 
voyage; more than ever they shrank from the masterful condescension 
of those anxious to explain what an intolerable thrill the first sight of 
Land’s End would be. A certain number of English ladies, who had 
lain mummified and plaided in their chairs, now began to pace the 
deck like Britannia’s daughters. Even one or two French, hitherto 
almost buried under the general mass of Anglo-Saxon assertiveness, 
pricked up and showed a meager brightness. The young women with 
the phonograph, if they had been listening, might now have learned 
how to pronounce Cherbourg. Friendships that had been still a trifle 
green and hard suddenly ripened and even fell squashily overripe. 
Champagne popped in the dining saloon; the directors of Messrs. Bass 
prepared to declare another dividend; there was a fancy-dress ball. 
A homeward-bound English lecturer hoped that the weather would be 
clear going up the Chops of the Channel; for then, he said, in the 
afternoon light you will see the rocks of Cornwall shining like opals. 
But the weather grew darker and wetter; and with every increase of 
moisture and gale the British passengers grew ruddier and more keen. 
Even the breakfast kippers seemed stronger, more pungent, as they 
approached their native waters; the grapefruit correspondingly pulpier 
and less fluent. It was borne in upon the Americans that they were 
now a long way from home. Hard-headed business men, whose trans- 
actions with the smokeroom steward now proved to have had some 
uses, were showing their wives how to distinguish the half-crown from 
the florin. It struck them oddly that it might be some time before they 
would see again the Detroit Free Press or the Boston T ranscripL Thus, 
in varying manners, came the intuition (which always reaches the 
American with a peculiar shock) that they were approaching a different 
world — a world in which they were only too likely to be regarded as 
spoiled and plunderable children. The young women with the phono- 
graph, subconsciously resenting this, kept the record going prodigiously. 

In a mildly expectant way he had kept an eye open for a possible 
reappearance of the gray frock; but ratiocination persuaded him it 
was unlikely. For it was not the kind of dress one would wear for 
dancing — obviously, it was not an evening gown, for it had no hos- 
pitable exposures; yet it certainly had looked too flimsy for outdoor 
appearance in this weather. Perhaps it was a garment too tenuous 
ever to be worn at all in Britain, he pondered, as the chill increased. 
Then came the fancy-dress ball, for which he was enlivened by the 
Scotch and the enthusiasm of his steward, who admired his tentatively 
suggested costume of bath towels and curtains. A stewardess pinned 
him together, loudly praising his originality, although she had seen 
one Just like it almost every voyage for twenty years. He found himself 
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dancing with a charming creature who might even, by her build and 
color, have been the gray unknown. He had intended to be a trifle 
lofty with her, for he doubted whether she was his intellectual equal; 
but neither the cocktails nor the movement of the ship were conducive 
to Platonic demeanor. He decided to try her with a hypothetical 
question. 

“If you had a gray dress with long sleeves and a nice little white 
:ollar, on what sort of occasion would you wear it?” he asked. 

“When I became a grandmother,” she replied promptly. 

“There was nothing grandmotherly about it,” he insisted. “It had a 
spinal frill and a velvet bow on the bottom.” 

She laughed so they had to stop twirling. 

“The bottom of what? the skirt?” 

“No, at the end of the frill. On the saddle, so to speak — the haunches.” 

“Haunches!” she cried. “If you were any good as a dancer you’d 
know they don’t have haunches nowadays. D’you see any haunches 
on me? I’m sorry I didn’t get to know you sooner, you’re priceless. 
This music is spinal frill enough for me. Come on, Rudolph, step on it.” 

So they danced. The second-cabin saloon, tables and chairs re- 
moved (she was a one-class ship in her last years), was now called the 
Italian Garden, a humorous attempt on the part of the steamship 
architects to persuade passengers they were not at sea. It was used 
for dancing and Divine Service, two activities so diverse that they 
canceled out perfectly. The slippery floor swung gravely; every now 
and then there was a yell and a merry shuffling as a deeper roll tilted 
the crowd out of step and they slid against stanchions and the potted 
shrubs that symbolized Italy. The musicians, remembering that to- 
morrow would be the day to take up their collection, braced themselves 
on their chairs and played valiantly. Like a drumming undertone came 
the driving tremor of the hull, pounding hum, pounding hum; the 
ceaseless onward swing of the old vessel, dancing with them, curtseying 
stiffly to her partner, smashing her wide wet bows into swathes of 
whife darkness. Then the serio-comic yammer of the tunc overcame 
everything, moving pulse and nerves to its rhythm, repeated again and 
again until it seemed as though the incessant music must cause some 
actual catabolism in the blood. You remember the song that was the 
favorite that year: 

**Whcn Katie has fits of the vapours 
And feels that occasional peeve 
That cuts such irrational capers 
In the veins of the daughters of Eve, 

Therms still one elixir 





THE ARROW 955 

Tiat surely can fix her. 

Whatever depressions may vex^ 

Sitting up late, 

Tete-^'tete, 

With the so-called Opposite Sex!* 

Before quitting, they went on deck for a gust of fresh air. He 
wondered vaguely why he had not enjoyed more of this sort of frolic 
during the previous eight days. This, evidently, was what life was 
intended for : he was as healthily and gladly weary as a woodchopper. 
Would she expect him to offer a few modest endearments? It seemed 
almost discourteous not to, when the whole world was so lyric and 
propitious. But as they rounded the windbreak into the full dark blast 
of the night, they collided with one of the phonograph urchins, em- 
bracing and embraced with some earnest young squire. They hurried 
by and stood a few moments alone forward of the deckhouse. There 
was a clean cold scourge of wind, a bitter sparkle of stars among cloudy 
scud. 

“Oh,” she exclaimed angrily, “will we never be there? I hate it, hate 
it, this sensual rolling sea.” 

She cried an embarrassed good-night and was gone. He remembered 
the head carved on the piers and guessed now who the goddess was. 

The next day was the last. At the Purser’s office appeared the notice 
Heavy Baggage for Plymouth Must Be Read^ for Removal by 6 P. M. 
The tender bubble of timelessness was pricked. The heaviest baggage ot 
all, the secret awareness of Immensity, was rolled away from the heart. 
Again the consoling trivialities of earth resumed their sway; though 
those not debarking until Cherbourg had a sense of reprieve, as of 
criminals not to die until a day later. The phonograph wenches, 
regardless of a whole continent of irregular verbs waiting for them, 
packed the French grammars they had never opened during the 
voyage, and unaware of plagiarism, made the customary jokes about 
the Scilly Islands. 

He slept late. When he came on deck in mid-morning he could 
smell England. The wind was still sharp but ingrained with fragrance, 
motes of earthen savor. Almost with dismay, as they drew in toward 
narrower seas, he felt the long plunge of the ship soften to a gentler 
swing. In the afternoon a fiery sunset broke out in the debris of storm 
they had left astern; the blaze licked along rags of oily cloud, just in 
time to tinge the first Cornish crags a dull purple. He avoided the 
English ladies whose voices were rising higher and higher toward 
their palates, but he forgave them. This was plainly fairyland, and 
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those returning to it might well grow a little crazed. He saw comic 
luggers with tawny sails, tumbling in the Channel, like pictures from 
old books: he imagined them manned by gnomes. He was almost 
indignant at the calm way the liner pushed on into the evening, re- 
gardless of these amazements. He would have liked her to go shouting 
past these darkening headlands, saluting each jeweled lighthouse with 
a voice of silver steam. 

It was late when she stole gently up Plymouth Sound and anchored 
in quiet blackness. There was Stygian solemnity in that silent unknown 
waterway: the red wink of a beacon and the far lights of the town 
only increased the strangeness. After days of roll and swing, the strong 
deck seemed lifeless underfoot, while some spirit level in his brain was 
still tilting to and fro. The good fabric of the ship was suddenly alien 
and sorry; stairways and passages and smells that had grown dearly 
familiar could be left behind without a pang. It was truly a death, 
things that had had close intimacy and service now lost their meaning 
forever. Glaring electric lights were hung outside, brightening the dead 
water; slowly into this brilliance came a tender, ominous as Charon’s 
ferry. He waited anxiously to hear the voices of its crew, the voices 
of ghosts, tne voices of another life. It was called Sir Richard Grenville, 
amusing contrast to the last boat whose name he had noticed in New 
York, the tug Francis X, McCafferty. Then, realizing that the Sir 
Richard was coming for him, he broke from his spell, hurrying to 
join the drill of departing passengers. 

“Stand close about, ye Stygian set,” he thought, remembering Landor, 
as they crowded together on the small tender, craning upward. The 
ship loomed over them like an apartment house, the phonograph girls 
and others, making a night of it before reaching Cherbourg, chirping 
valediction and rendezvous. As they moved gently away, a curly puff 
of flame leaped from the ships funnel. Some accumulation of soot 
or gases, momentarily ignited, gushed rosy sparks. He never knew 
whether this was a customary occurrence or an accident, but for an 
insfSnt it weirdly strengthened the Stygian color of the scene. It was 
as though the glory of her burning vitals, now not spent in threshing 
senseless sea, must ease itself by some escape. In the hush that followed 
the passengers* squeaks of surprise he heard the toy phonograph, 
poised on the rail, tinning its ultimatum. 

Later, just as he was getting into the boat train, he thought he saw, 
far down the platform a glimpse of the gray dress. 

So, by night, he entered into fairyland. 
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III 

What he remembered best of those first days in London was an ex- 
traordinary sense of freedom; freedom not merely from external control 
but also from the uneasy caperings of self. To be in so great a city, 
unknown and unregarded, was to have the privileged detachment of 
a god. It was a cleansing and perspective experience, one which few 
of our gregarious race properly relish. He had no business to transact, 
no errand to accomplish, no duty to perform. Only to enjoy, to observe, 
to live in the devotion of the eye. So, in his quiet way, he entered 
unsuspected into circulation, passing like a well-counterfeited coin. 
Comedy herself, goddess of that manly island, seemed unaware of 
him. Occasionally, in the movement of the day, he saw near him others 
who were evident compatriots, but he felt no impulse to hail and 
fraternize. The reticence of that vastly incurious city was an excellent 
sedative. Once he got out his My Trip Abroad album to record some 
impressions, but desisted after a few lines. “I felt too modest to keep 
a diary,” was his explanation. 

Except for the left-hand traffic, which cost him some rapid skipping 
on street crossings, he encountered no phenomena of surprise. London 
seemed natural, was exactly what it should be. At first the dusky light 
led him to believe, every morning, that some fierce downpour was im- 
pending; but day after day moved through gossamer tissues and 
gradations of twilight, even glimmered into cool fawn-colored sunshine, 
without the apparently threatened storm. Ir the arbored Bloomsbury 
squares morning lay mild as yellow wine; smoke of burning leaves 
sifted into the sweet opaque air. Noon softly thickened into evening; 
evening kept tryst with night. 

His conviction of being in fairyland, when I come to put down 
what he said, seemed to rest on very trifling matters. The little hotel 
where he stayed was round the corner from a post office, and in an 
alley thereby were big scarlet vans, with horses, and initialed by the 
King. These ruddy wagons in the dusk, the reliable shape of police- 
men’s helmets and boots, a bishop in the hotel who fell upon his 
breakfast haddock as though it were a succulent heresy, the grossness 
of “small” change, and a black-gowned bar lady in a bodega who 
served glasses of sherry with the air of a duchess — these were some of 
the details he mentioned. His description of men in the subway, 
sitting in scats with upholstered arms, smoking pipes and wearing silk 
hats, was, perhaps, to a New Yorker, more convincing suggestion of 
sorcery. But apparently the essence of London’s gramarye was just 
Aat there were no shocking surprises. Fairyland should indeed be where 
all the incongruous fragments of life might fall into place, and things 
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happca beautifully without indignation or the wrench of comedv. 
London seemed so reasonable^ natural, humane, and polite. If ever 
you felt any inclination to be lonely or afraid, he said, the mere look 
of the taxicabs was reassuring. They were so tall and bulky and re- 
spectable; they didn’t look “fast,” their drivers were settled and genceel. 
He even formed an idea that London fairies, if encountered, would 
wear very tiny frock coats and feed on the daintiest minuscule sausages; 
with mustard, of course; and miniature fried fish after the theater. 

The region where Shaftesbury Avenue and Charing Cross Road 
transect in an X, like policemen’s braces, was his favorite resort. There 
was no rectitude in the union of these highways, theirs was a gay 
liaison that had begotten huge families of promiscuous byways and 
crooked disorderly stepstreets. One parent absorbed in literature, the 
other gayly theatrical, the young streets had grown up as best they 
could. In the innumerable bookshops of Charing Cross Road he spent 
October afternoons; the public lavatory of Piccadilly Circus was near 
for washing his hands, always necessary after browsing along second- 
hand shelves. Then the cafes of Soho were pleasant to retire to, taking 
with him some volume he had found. No man is lonely while eating 
spaghetti, for it requires so much attention. He dined early, to visit 
the pit queues before the theaters opened. There courageous eccentrics 
sang or juggled or contorted, to coax largesse from the crowd. 

It may have been some book he was looking at that sharpened his 
car. Outside the bookshop a street piano was grinding, and presently 
the bathos of the tunc, its clapping clanging gusto, became unendurable. 
It was sad with linked saccharine long drawn out, braying and gulping 
a fat glutton grief. It had an effect, he said, of sweet spaghetti boiled 
in tears. It was an air that had been much played on the ship, and for 
a moment he felt the dingy bookshop float and sway. The verses he 
had been reading may also have had some effect: poetry, pointed so 
brutally direct at the personal identity, is only too likely to bring the 
htfSrt back to itself and its disease of self-consciousness that is never 
quite cured. The melody ended and began again. It was a tune con- 
cocted specially for dusk, for the hour when filing cases arc shut and 
vanity cases opened; for the dusk, dreadful to solitary men; and he 
fled down Shaftesbury Avenue to escape. But the deboshed refrain 
pursued him, it lodged in his fertile cortex like a spore and shot jigging 
tendrils along his marrow. The ship, forgotten in these days of fresh 
experience, returned to his thought. He felt her, rolling the whole 
pebbled sky and wrinkled sea like a cloak about her wet shoulders; he 
taw her, still in a dark harbor, gushing a sudden flight of sparks. 

ril wash my hands and go up to a show, he thought. 
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A golden filtration was flowing into the cool dusk of Piccadilly 
Circus. The imprisoned fire had begun to pace angrily to and fro in 
the wire cages of advertising signs. Rows of sitting silhouettes, carried 
smoothly forward on the tops of buses, moved across the pale light. 
Black against the shimmer was the figure of a winged boy, lifted on 
one foot’s tiptoe, gazing downward part in mischief, part in serene 
calculation. His outstretched bow was lax, his hand still drawn back 
after loosing the string. The frolic knave, tilted in airy balance, gauged 
the travel of his dart. His curved wings, tremulous to poise him so, 
seemed visibly to spread and flatten in the diamond air. Along a slant 
of shadow, where light was grained with slopes of sunset, sped the 
unseen flash. 

And having, as he thought, washed his hands of the matter; coming 
blithely upstairs from the basin, he received the skewer full in the 
breast. 

The shock thrust him backward upon another pedestrian. “Careful 
how you poke that umbrella about,” someone said. At first he felt 
dizzy, and did not know what had happened until a warm tingling 
drew his attention. The thing had pierced clean through him, a little 
aside of the middle waistcoat button. 

It was prettily opalescent, with tawny gilt feathers. Sparkles from 
the electric signs played on the slender wand; the feathered butt pro- 
jected at least eight inches in front of his midriff. Anxiously reaching 
behind, he felt that an equal length protruded from his back, ending 
in a barbed head, dreadfully keen. 

His first thought was not one of alarm, though he realized that 
such a perforation might be serious. “Isn’t that just my luck,” he 
reflected, “with my new suit on.?” For only that morning he had put 
on his first British tweeds. 

The horns of buses and cars, the roar of traffic, seemed very loud: 
almost like a crash of applause, the great shout of a sport-loving throng 
acclaiming this champion shot. He stood there, tottering a little, 
suddenly concentrated full on himself. It was surprising that there was 
no pain. A hot prickling and trembling, that was all. Indeed he felt 
unusually alert, and anxious to avoid attracting attention. People might 
think it somehow ill-mannered to be transfixed like this in such a 
public place; an American kind of thing to do. He tried to pull out 
the arrow, teth forward and backward, but it would not, budge; and 
bugging at it merely suffused his whole system with eddies of fever. 
Already several people were looking curiously at him. He hastily 
gathered his loose overcoat, which had been flapping open when he 
Was hit, over the feathery tail. Unpleasantly conscious of the shaft 
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emerging from his back, and which he could not hide, he set off 
*oward the nearest policeman. 

As he crossed the darkening and crowded Circus, edging carefully 
sideways to avoid spitting anyone with his awkward fixture, it appeared 
more and more difficult to consult a policeman in this matter. The 
all-con:pctent, solid, and honorable London bobby seemed the last per- 
son to whom one would willingly confess so intimate and absurd a 
humiliation. And as he was not in pain or weakened, but even strongly 
exhilarated and feeling a desire to sing, when he stood beside the con- 
stable he found it difficult to mention the topic. 

Without removing his vigilant gaze from the traffic, the policeman 
Dent a courteous ear down toward him. 

“Which bus for Bedford Square.'^” he found himself asking. 

“Number 38, sir.” (Or whatever the number was.) 

He had intended to remark, as casually as possible, and with his 
best English lift of intonation, “I say, constable. I’ve had a little 
accident, I wonder if you’d help me.” But he had a clear vision of the 
astounded officer halting all the traffic and a morbid crowd gathering to 
stare while the stalwart fellow placed a huge foot on his chest and hauled 
out the shaft. He would have to lie down on the pavement, it would 
be very painful, he might scream. No, it was too public. 

“See here, constable,” he said nervously, “has anyone been shooting 
arrows round here?” 

Still watching the stream of vehicles, the policeman took his arm 
in a powerful grasp and held it kindly but firmly until there was a 
pause. Then he turned and looked at him carefully. 

“Not this early in the evening,” he said. “Why the pubs is only just 
open. Later on, I dare say, the air is thick with ’em. Now, you take 
my advice, get along ’ome to Bedford Square and ’ave some black 
coffee.” 

“Well, look here!” he cried angrily. “What do you think of that?” 
He flung open his overcoat to show the thin pearly shaft and the 
sparkling feathers. 

The bobby gazed unmoved. “Button up your coat,” he advised. 
“Someone’ll nip that nice watch chain.” He escorted him to a neighbor- 
ing curb. 

“Here’s where your bus stops. Now, no more o’ your nonsense.” 

The attentive faces of the throng alarmed the young American into 
silence. He mounted the omnibus, and sat carefully ajar on the outside 
of a seat, to prevent the arrow striking anything. But even so, three 
passengers complained that he was jabbing them, and he was put off 
before they reached Oxford Street, 
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IV 

Returned to his hotel, he evaded the talkative doorman and gained 
the privacy of his chamber. He took off his outer garments, though 
with some difficulty, and studied his casualty. The arrow had caused 
no laceration or visible injury; it had pierced him as cleanly as a 
needle would enter a pudding. He v/as aware of a warm tickling, a 
quickening excitement threaded through some inmost node of his 
being. The unreasonable missile had traversed some region more in- 
timate even than heart or brain or anything palpable. It seemed to be 
lodged in his very identity, in some surprised and tender essence he 
could only describe as Me. He tried to break off the projecting ends 
of the dart; but when he wrenched and twisted, it proved strangely 
flexible though apparently so glassy and brittle. He backed against the 
window, hooked the barbed point over the sill, and gave a gigantic 
heave to pull it out. It was immovable, and the effort only left him 
dizzy and shaken, with flying volleys of anguish that scattered down 
every frantic nerve. He desisted and sat for a while almost faint while 
the chair twirled under him and the delicate engine shone and burned 
and quivered in his vitals. Now it glowed and sparkled with frolic 
luster until he was almost proud of so singular a stickpin; now it 
paled and dwindled until he clutched at his breast to see if it were 
really there. 

He was aroused by the dinner gong. Evidently he must make plans 
to carry on his life with this fantastic inherent. He rang for hot water. 
When the chambermaid appeared he was standing in his shirt sleeves 
directly under the light, waiting anxiously to see if she would cry out 
when she noticed his condition. Chambermaids, he reasoned, arc 
trained to observe anything unusual. 

She brought the water, drew the blinds, and turned down the bed 
without comment. He stood rotating under the lamp so that she could 
see him from all angles. 

“Chambermaid,” he said nervously, “I wonder if you would ” 

He hesitated, realizing that someone in the hall might overhear. 
He closed the door. The maid looked surprised, as his previous conduct 
in the house had given no suggestion of eccentricity. 

He wished he knew her name: it woul have made it easier, somehow, 
to call her Betsy or Maggie. 

“My shirt,” he said, struggling for an easy familiar tone. “I want you 
to help me with my shirt.” 

“It’s a pretty pattern, ain’t it, sir.?” she remarked cheerfully. “Oh. 
you want it mended, don’t you? It’s torn, what a pity; you must’ve 
caught it on a nail.” 
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“Yes, but how about the back?” he asked, turning. “Is that torn 
too?” 

“Oh, Lor’, so it is; a nasty little ’ole.” 

“Is that all?” 

“Well, beg pardon, sir. I b’lieve your undervest’s tore too, let me^ 
ouchl” 

She gave a squeak. 

“What’s the matter?” he cried. 

“That’s not fair I” she exclaimed angrily, rubbing her plump fore- 
arm, evidently puzzled whether this was a practical joke or some new 
method of beginning a flirtation. 

His spirits improved at this evidence of the arrow’s invisibility. Keep- 
ing at a discreet distance, he suggested that she must have pricked her- 
self on some fastening in her dress. 

“All I say is, it’s taking a liberty to go shoving pins into people that’s 
trying to be ’elpful.” 

He pacified her by making a generous offer for the repair of his linen. 

“You sec,” he explained, “the doctor says I don’t get enough ventila- 
tion. He wants me to have a little loophole in the front and back of 
my clothes — then there’ll always be a current of air. Now if you’ll do 
that for me, I mean cut out the holes and hem them, I’ll give you a 
pound.” 

“It’ll be blessed draughty with winders cut in your clo’es,” she said. 
“You ain’t seen a London winter. ’Owever, it’s your fun’ral, not mine. 
A quid? I’ll embroider them ’oles proper for a quid.” 

He went down to dinner somewhat fortified. It was the first time 
he had taken any meal except breakfast in the hotel, and his arrival 
agitated the head waiter, a small pallid creature troubled by any sud- 
den decision. He had to stand in full publicity while a table was found 
for him, but none of the diners noticed any oddity in his outline. II 
they only knew, he thought. 

The places against the wall were all occupied; he must take one in 
the^entcr of the room; and he discovered that when he sat the butt of 
the arrow exactly encountered the edge of the board, while the point 
protruded below the top rail of the open chairback. He had to sit far 
out, reaching his food at arm’s length; worse still, this brought him 
dangerously near an adjoining table, where the Bishop was. The head 
waiter, perpetually anxious about offending someone or inadvertently 
making some blunder in sedentary precedences, presently approached 
to push in his scat for him. The American foresaw the maneuver just 
in time, and leaped to his feet; the servant, very much startled, apolo^ 
gized, wondering what error had been committed. He managed to 
frame some explanation about a sudden cramp in his foot, and pro* 
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vented a second attempt on the chair by saying that a leg of the fable 
was in the way. But the waiter, with the timorous obstinacy of his kind, 
hung about zealously. Already a number of eyes were on them, keen 
with that specially recognizable disapproval which human beings ex- 
hibit when anyone behaves queerly in a dining room. Even the Bishop, 
who was doing wonders with some sort of steaming jam roll, looked 
halfway round. 

“It was really damned embarrassing,” he told me. “By some acci- 
dental recommendation I had fallen into a hotel — or an hotel, as they 
called it — that catered solely to English. A Continental or American 
visitor was almost unheard of; most of their patrons, as I noted in the 
register, had such extravagantly British names as Mrs. Elphin-Elphin- 
stone, The Moated Grange, Monk Hopton, Salop. There was even a 
Lady in the house, for, turning over the mail on the hall table, I had 
noted a letter delightfully addressed to Nurse Edwards, care of Lady 
Smithers; you can hardly guess how unco that seemed to me. As for 
the Bishop, I don’t know that he really was one; I call him so because 
that was the impression he gave me, but he may have been something 
even more mysterious, such as a Prebendary. Anyhow, in those first 
days I had been pleasantly aware of having slipped by good hazard 
into a pure tissue of England. I had been faced by unfamiliar ques- 
tions, propounded with sacred solemnity, as when that fool waitei 
would ask if I wanted thick soup or clear; or my coffee black or white; 
or sweet or savory? But I had successfully disguised my excitements, 
happy just not to be noticed. Now this was ail ended. The villainy of 
chance had marked me with a stigma sure to make me grotesque, and 
not even pitiable because it could not be seen. I wondered desperately, 
as I carefully conveyed my soup in long trajectory toward my mouth, 
whether a cube of that solid Yorkshire pudding of theirs could be used 
as a buffer on the point of my arrow, to prevent the waitress from 
spearing herself. She was an enthusiastic girl and kept rushing toward 
the narrow space between my chair and the Bishop’s with relays of 
Brussels sprouts or stewed cheese; and each time I had to turn hurriedly 
and reach for whatever she brought before she could get behind me. 

“In this morbid sharpening of my senses, I’m afraid I may have 
returned a little resentfully the gazes that came my way. The fact is, 
I was studying the other guests more closely than before. I envied them 
their perfect adaptation to the scene, their rich normality, their sub- 
conscious certainty that what they were doing was regular and right 
They could not possibly have guessed that their fresh gobbling voices, 
their simultaneous use of knife and fork, the actual food they ate and 
clothes they wore, were all astounding to me: they were happy, bless, 
them, because they were unaware of themselves, just as T hM been; 
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their tender psyche was not spitted like an unchloroformcd butterfly. 
I thought bitterly how mad a man is to come abroad, for it makes him 
sensible of the strangeness of life instead of merging undissenting into 
it, which is the only peace. But queerer still: as soon as my behavior 
became indecorously odd, as it now unavoidably was, they seemed more 
cordial. I suppose that in some way the report had gone round that I 
was an American; well, as long as my demeanor was indistinct from 
that of any other well-behaved young man, they were gently disap- 
pointed ; but when I showed signs of strangeness it satisfied some vague 
notion in their minds. And in the oblique profile of the Bishop, as I 
glanced over my shoulder, I could divine the enigmatic radiation of a 
man who is about to say something. I watched him apprehensively, and 
when he pushed his chair back, I got hastily to my feet. He seemed 
surprised at what he can only have thought an excessive courtesy; but 
he had his cup in his hand and asked me, most charmingly, if he might 
take coffee at my table. 

“I may as well admit that he captivated me at once. I had thought, 
watching him a few times at breakfast, that there was a certain ludicrous 
discrepancy between his clean-shaven austerity and the extreme gusto 
with which he approached his food and his morning Times. I could 
imagine him removing from his mind things in the paper that dis- 
agreed with him just as efficiently as he set aside bones in his haddock 
But, after all, I don’t know why a bishop shouldn’t enjoy his meals as 
heartily as anyone else. And here he was, the star boarder, in pure 
goodness of heart taking pains to be gracious to a young alien. His 
clear gray eyes were so magnificently direct, it seemed incredible he 
should not see my gruesome predicament. In pursuit of theological 
niceties he must have accepted without question many paradoxes just 
as puzzling as my arrow; but he showed no sign. I yearned to coni ess 
my trouble. Who better than a bishop should be able to understand 
and console my difficulty? But, curiously, I saw in him the same ruddy 
benign solidity, the same aversion from surprise that had made it dif- 
figilt to appeal to the policeman. I suspected that he was being kind 
to me on the tacit understanding that I would behave more or less as 
he expected me to; and I made a resolute attempt to hide my distress. 
I tucked my napkin over the hole in my waistcoat and welcomed him 
as courteously as possible. 

“ 1 trust you won’t think I’m intruding,’ he said, ‘but I heard you 
were an American going up to Oxford, and as an old Oxonian myself 
I wanted to wish you luck. I suppose you are a Rhodes Scholar?’ 

“I assented. 

“ ‘I met a most charming Rhodes Scholar once, also from Ohio,’ he 
continued. (I wish you could have heard his genial pronunciation of 
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the word, equally accenting all three syllables.) ‘A fine, tnanl)i fcUow. 
It has been an excellent thing for the old varsity to have so many young 
Americans; you seem to bring us a freshness of outlook, vigorous high 
spirits that we need. 

“I feared inwardly that he must be disappointed in me as an example 
of high spirits. 

“‘I suppose you have already graduated from some American uni- 
versity,’ he said. ‘I wonder if it could be Princeton? I had a friendly 
invitation from there at one time, to lecture in the Divinity School? 
Nc? Having taken a degree already makes your men a little more 
mature in some ways than our undergraduates.’ 

“I explained that I was twenty-two. I did not insist how considerable 
an age it then seemed. 

“ ‘Which college are you going to at Oxford?’ he asked. 

“ ‘St. John’s.’ 

“ ‘Ah, quite one of the best. You will be very happy there. Trinity was 
my shop, but I often used to go to John’s for meetings of the Archery 
Club. Perhaps you didn’t know that there’s great enthusiasm at St. 
John’s about their historic Archery Club. They have marvelous lunches 
and then go out in the garden to shoot with bows and arrows. Some- 
times, when the lunch has been excessive, it’s a bit dangerous, arrows 
flying round all over the place. But it’s quite the leading club at John’s; 
it would be an amusing experience for you if you were elected.’ 

“I was far too depressed to enter with much enthusiasm into the 
notion of the Archery Club, or tell him that I would make a singularly 
appropriate member. I was realizing that, of course, my whole Oxford 
career, so eagerly anticipated, was completely blighted. Undergraduates, 
more than any others, are children of conformity, and anyone so cruelly 
unique must necessarily be a pariah. I mumbled doleful replies while he 
chatted kindly on. But the arrow fretted me with stealthy fire, and the 
cleric’s amiable regard became rather pebbly. His was an established 
mind, neatly reticulated into a seemly satisfying world; the slightest 
whisper of my furious fancies would have pained him unspeakably. 
The obvious necessity for concealing everything I was really thinking 
about made me gloomy and solemn. 

“‘I’m glad you approach your studies in a serious spirit,’ he said 
finally. ‘You won’t be wasting your time in mere pranks.’ 

“He finished his coffee and rose. Sunk in private misery, I forgot 
to rise with him. He turned to pick up his napkin from the next table, 
and standing so backed directly on my naked barb. It reached him 
blithely in the postern, honoring him in the breech as Piamlet might 
have said; that chub clastic region certainly had not been so invaded 
since he was an urchin at school. At the moment I was absently finish- 

L 
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ing my savory; when I heard him leap and yell I turned aghast; he, see- 
ing me fork in hand, can only have thought I had wantonly prodded 
him in sheer overplus of savagery. The head waiter came running; the 
other guests stared to see the admired prelate distractedly chafing his 
postremity and glaring excommunication. ‘Let me explain,* I cried 
wildly, ready to confess all and cast myself on his mercy; but the very 
phrase condemned me. I will not elaborate the dreadful scene. I still 
remember the face of the head waiter. If it had been Mrs. Elphin- 
Elphinstone herself who had been impaled, he could not have been 
more scandalized. There was only one decency possible. I packed, paid 
my bill, called a taxi, and sought another lodging. It occurred to me, 
in the cab, that perhaps I should have sent for Nurse Edwards, care of 
Lady Smithers, and offered to pay for a compress or tourniquet. But a 
tourniquet would have been awkward.” 


A. long and restless night gave ample opportunity for meditation. Sleep 
was difficult : he had to lie accurately on edge, and could not turn over 
on the other side without first getting out of bed. If he dozed into 
peaceful oblivion some uncanny movement would jar the weapon and 
bring him back to his affliction. There it was, fantastic, inextricable, 
struck through the very pulse of his consciousness. Besides being in- 
fernally uncomfortable, the thing suggested further privations. A life 
of celibacy, for instance — a thought distasteful to young men. If it had 
not been for a bottle of brandy in his luggage he would hardly have 
slept at all; but he discovered that generous potations seemed to dull 
the point of the shaft and make it smaller. A lukewarm consolation 
crept into his mind: perhaps everyone else was also concealing some 
equally embarrassing anguish— a secret that perhaps did not take the 
same awkward shape, but was just as disturbing. 

The following day the arrow baffled him by showing itself strangely 
variable. As he slunk shamefully from his lodging it seemed as big as 
a harpoon; he hailed a taxi, to avoid any possible collision, and went 
to fhe Express Company. There, after a difficult time standing sideways 
in the line of people pressing vigorously toward the teller’s grill, 
he managed to cash a check. He was leaving, intending to visit 
an American doctor, when he was greeted by an old crony who came 
boisterously forward. He dodged behind a pillar and extended his hand 
warily. His friend, thinking this a drollery of some sort, laughed gayly 
and peered round the column. “What’s on your chest?” he cried, noting 
the furtive behavior. The sufferer’s hand flew to his wishbone, but the 
remark was purely accidental, for the encumbrance had now shrunk 
to such modest size that he could lap his overcoat over the featheiV 
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butt and guard the rearward point by covering it with one gloved 
hand behind his back. Encouraged, he postponed medical consultation 
and, as his friend would not be shaken off, they lunched together. For 
a couple of hours, when he privily rummaged in his bosom, he could 
have sworn there was nothing there. Yet it returned again later, prick- 
ing him with impossible suggestions, so that he had to stand apart round 
less frequented street corners, struggling to master the glittering thing 
by strong force of will; or else hire a taxi and ride expensively secure 
until it shrank to manageable dimension. 

But, without committing himself in any way, he had learned from 
his friend one fact which promised to be helpful. At the American 
Embassy there was a young man employed who was, as the customary 
tautology has it, a fraternity brother of theirs. This means that the 
young official was bound, by some juvenile severities of their Grcck- 
letter union, to mutual succor in distress. So in one of the ante-rooms of 
the Embassy’s business office we see the stricken one mysteriously con- 
sulting his fellow Hellenist. There was an exchange of passwords as 
Greek met Greek, though not in any accent approvable by Liddell and 
Scott; and the visitor displayed, for identification, a generous sheaf of 
testimonials from Middle-Western pastors and pedagogues. With these 
muniments Rhodes Scholars are always plentifully provided. The at- 
tache, who, with spats and cutaway and a conviction that no gentle- 
man sallies abroad without a cane, had also put on certain fatigue of 
the homeland simplicities, glanced hastily through the assurances that 
his brother was of modest and winning natuic, a fine influence in the 
Christian life of the community, a brilliant scholar, a leader of glee 
clubs, and a triple-threat halfback. He noticed that, in spite of these 
resources, the caller looked somewhat haggard, exhaled a faint vapor 
of cognac, and had a curious habit of standing averted, holding one 
arm doubled back behind his shoulders. He prepared himself with 
several irrefutable reasons why the Ambassador was not at liberty. 

“See here,” said the caller, in whom after several days of wretched- 
ness the sentiment of anger was now uttermost, “is this the place to 
file a complaint against the British Government?” 

The young diplomat was fully aware that complaints against the 
British, or any other government, were rarely efficacious. And his pro- 
motion, slow at best, depended largely on his finesse in preventing the 
channels of communication from being choked with the assorted woes 
of American travelers. Accordingly he had framed a polite theorem 
for the various emergencies of his bureau, to the effect that the United 
States Government, though undoubtedly a sovereign power, cannot safe- 
o'^atd its citizens against all the miscellaneous vexations of life. This 
apothegm, though frequently in use, he was always able to utttcr as if 
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traveling citizens who were really attractive; but even so, not as alluring 
as the graceful creature who would soon be in St. James’s Street, taking 
her tea and pastry with only one hand. 

VI 

The plaintiff in Torrington Square was surprised to receive, a few 
days later, a letter from the American Embassy. It was embossed with 
the ofl5cial seal of the United States, which he was startled to observe 
consisted of an eagle with excessively straddled legs one of which held 
a cluster of arrows and the other a foliage that he took to be an olive 
bough. Arrows, he thought ironically, he could supply for himself; 
the message, written in the attache s own hand, was evidently intended 
to be of the nature of the olive branch. It was informal and cordial. 

“Your statement,” he read, “is having due attention. I have been 
thinking about the matter and, speaking as a friend and brother in old 
Nunu, I believe perhaps you take it too seriously. I think that when 
you get up to Oxford the pleasant surroundings of that peaceful place 
will soon remedy the condition; in the meantime I suggest that you 
enjoy some innocent diversion. Nothing is more entertaining than a 
professional Anglo-American Hands Across the Sea meeting, so I am 
enclosing a ticket to the annual luncheon of the Atlantic Harmony. 
You will find this well worth attending. Lord Aliquot is to take the 
chair and Admiral Stripes, U. S. N., will be one of the speakers. Yours 
cordially.” 

The date set for the luncheon was the day before he would leave for 
Oxford. He decided to go. 

The attache was right : one of those meetings at which the two chief 
branches of the Anglo-Saxon race convene to confess their mutual 
esteem is indeed fruitful study for the pensive. The Atlantic Harmony 
lunched in the ballroom of a huge hotel; behind the high table the 
banners of both nations were draped and blended; an orchestra in the 
gallery burst into traditional airs; cocktails began and champagne 
followed. Dishes sacred to England and America were on the menu, 
and judging by the notable bulk of most of the ladies, there was no 
danger of the race perishing of starvation. It was an orgy of friendly 
sentiment; tor the time being the Atlantic Ocean seemed a mere 
trickle; one had to remind one’s self that only the fortunately high rate 
of steamship fares prevented two mutually infatuated populations from 
putting their affections to the proof en masse. Even a man with a serious 
gravamen pending against Ae British Government could not resist 
the general infection of good will. He waited in the lobby until the 
crowd had gone in, which made it possible to reach his seat without 
spiking anyone; and by the time the wine had made a feiftJ circulations 
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he was in excellent humor. Contemplating the worthy people who arc 
drawn by irresistible magnetism to affairs of this sort, he began to 
wonder what was the law forbidding Anglo-American friendship to 
be endorsed by the young and slender. The ladies were mostly silvery 
and, in the case of his immediate neighbors, deaf; and the gentlemen 
solid; but their enthusiasm was terrific. References by Lord Aliquot to 
the Mother Country, cousins, blood thicker than water, the critical days 
of 1917, the language of Shakespeare, Magna Charta, Your Great Presi- 
dent, were received with instantaneous crashes of applause. Admiral 
Stripes, forgetting the extreme efficiency of the submarine cables, very 
nearly maae Lord Aliquot a present of the United States Navy. Lord 
Aliquot, after humorously remarking that he himself had made the 
sLi})j cme sacrifice for Anglo-American union by marrying an American 
wife, insisted that nothing could go seriously wrong between two na- 
tions nurtured in the same sense of fair play and reverence for pure 
womanhood. His Lordship, an old hand at these affairs, took care to 
end each paragraph with an obvious bait for applause. This gave him 
time to be quite sure that the next one would not "-ontain anything 
regrettable. An American minister, chaplain of the Harmony, offered 
a prayer for all branches of the English-Speaking Peoples, on whom 
heavier than elsewhere rests the great burden of human liberty. If any 
Frenchman had been taken, manacled, into the room, and compelled 
to listen to the speeches, he would have ended in convulsions. In short, 
it was one of those occasions, familiar to statesmen, that cannot possibly 
(Jo any harm and offer a hard-working nonconformist parson a free 
meal and an opportunity to address the Deity in public. Meanwhile, 
the Swiss and German waiters scoured about busily, the champagne 
flowed, and when “Dixie” was played, many who had never seen a 
cotton field scrambled up and shouted in pure hysteria. 

During the halloo that followed “Dixie” he rose and cheered with 
the rest. Then he saw, silting opposite across the large round table, a 
girl who had been hidden from him by a bushy centerpiece of flowers. 
Slie was dark, with close-cropped hair; a little absent-looking, as though 
she did not take this luncheon very seriously; she had a cloak thrown 
over her shoulders. He was just raising his glass, with a vague inten* 
lion of toasting the universe at large, when he caught her gaze. They 
studied each other solemnly, as becomes strangers crossing unexpectedly 
in so large a waste. Then, in the flush of the moment, he smiled and 
lifted his glass. She reached for hers, and they drank, look to look. 
Then, a little embarrassed, he sat down. 

But something in her face or gesture fretted him, bothered him as 
does a cut-off telephone call; he was waiting and wondering. He tried 
"o m another glimpse of her, but the floral piece was impenetrable. 
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There was no time to lose; one of the neighboring matrons was asking 
him what was that music which had just been played, and the chairman 

vas already hammering for silence. He stood up again for cne more 
iook, and saw that the man on her left, elevated by champagne and the 
gallant megalomania of the occasion, was still erect and vocal. He also 
saw how far back she sat from the table. Her hand, stretched out at 
arm’s length, still lingered on the wine glass stem. 

He ran round to her side of the table, and seized the joyful gentle- 
man. “Quick!” he said. “They want us to change places. Makes it 
more sociable!” The other gayly assented, and took his place between 
the two dowagers; nor did he ever discover their infirmity. 

“Aren’t you warm with that cloak on?” he asked. “Can I take it 
off for you?” 

Her quick little movement of alarm, drawing the wrap closer round 
her, showed him he had not made a mistake. But he did not pause to 
wonder at his certainty. Shy as he had always been, now it was as 
though he looked at a woman for the first time, and saw not the stran^^e 
capricious nymph of legend but the appealing creature of warmth and 
trouble, ridiculous as himself. Perhaps it was the grotesque pangs ol 
the previous days that had tutored him. Terror of other human beings 
had vanished; his blemish was not shameful but something to be proud 
of; and his next words were divinely inspired — they were brief but 
exactly right. 

“You darling,” he said. 

The clapping that followed was probably intended for the Viscount 
Aliquot-^ but it came too pat to be ignored. 

“And that’s the first thing that’s been said here that was really worth 
applause;*" he added. 

She looked at him steadily, something in her eyes that might once 
have been terror changing into amusement; and then returned her 
gaze to Lord Aliquot, who seemed very far away, gesticulating at the 
other end of the great room. “You mustn’t talk while people are 
whimpering,” she said. 

She couldn’t possibly have been any different, he thought trium- 
phantly. He had a strong conviction that those dark eyebrows, the de- 
lightful soft stubble at the base of her boyish neck, that wistfully short- 
ened upper lip had always been growing and curving like that jus) 
intentionally for him. He was waiting hopefully (as was Lord Aliquot) 
for Lord Aliquot to be interrupted by another round of applause. 

“Of course the proper thing to say,” he murmured, “would be: 
Haven’t we met before somewhere? But it’s more important to knov, 
When are we going to meet again?” 

“Wc haven’t parted vet.” 
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‘‘Splendid. But are you going to listen to ixic or to the speeches 

“Evidently I can’t do both.” 

“Well, there’ll be a National Anthem soon; I can feel it coming. 
They’ll stand up, and we can slip away. Besides, it always embarrasses 
me to sing ‘The Star-Spangled Banner’ before strangers. Let’s go and 
have tea somewhere.” 

“But we haven’t finished lunch yet.” 

“Don’t let’s waste time. I’ve got to go to Oxford tomorrow. By the 
way, if you had a gray dress with a little frill down the back, on what 
sore of occasions would you wear it?” 

‘Why, right here; but I can’t, it's got a hole in it.” 

He leaned toward her, to whisper something, and the ends of their 
arrows touched. There was a clear puff of sparkling brightness, like two 
highly charged wires making contact. Some weary guests at the speak- 
ers’ table brisked up and felt their cravats, believing the time for the 
flashlight pictures had come. Lord Aliquot, taking it for some sort of 
signal, called the company to their feet for the American Anthem. 

“Hurry! if we wait they’ll get beyond the words they know, then 
everyone will spot us beating it.” 

They reached the door before anyone except Lord Aliquot had got 
beyond “What so proudly we hailed.” 

“ ‘What so proudly we hailed,’ ” he said, as the words pursued them 
into the lobby. “That suggests taxis. Let’s grab one.” 

VII 

“Anthem? Nonsense, we’ve just had one.” 

But then they saw the old fellow meant a hansom. There it wasj^ 
drawn up by the 

“Bet you don’t know how they spell curb over here,” he said as they 
climbed in. “They spell it k, e, r, b. You know it’s the first time I ever 
rode in one of these things. Who’s that talking to us from the sky?” 

They looked up and saw a curious portrait floating upside down 
above them. It was framed in a little black square, like an old Flemish 
master— the color of Tudor brick grizzled with lichen. It proved to be 
the face of the lisping cabby. 

“Oh, anywhere where one does drive in London.” 

“I want to see the Serpentine,” she said. “I’m always reading about it.” 

“Very good, mith.” The brick portrait floated a moment genially 
and then said with bronchial jocularity, “Adam and Eve and the Thci 
pentine.” They laughed— the sudden perfect laughter of those overtaken 
nnawarcs by the excellence of the merry-making world. The cab tilted,, 
jingled, swayed off, rolling lightly like a canoe. 

“Of course this is simply magic. Things just don’t happen like ttiii^’‘ 
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he said as they settled themselves. ‘ Are you comfortable? If I put my 
arm around you, it would prevent the point of yours from punching 
into the scat. You sec, I can sit sort of diagonal, and then if you slide 
over this way ” 

“It gives me a spinal frill when it touches anything,” she admitted. 

He looked at her amazed. 

“Yes, that girl on the ship told me what you said. She was my room 
matc.’^ 

“Why didn’t I ever see your on board?” 

“You did, but you didn’t look at me.” 

“I’ll make up for it now.” 

“Besides, I was ill. Not just seasick ill, ill in my mind. Don’t let mt 
go in a ship again — it’s too elemental.” 

The tips of the two arrows touched, and again there was a linh 
fizzing flash. Just the thing for lighting cigarettes, they found, and 
practiced it. 

“As a matter of fact I have two arms,” he added presently. 

“The dusk comes early in London,” she said. 

“You darling,” he repeated, saying it with the accent that can only 
be uttered in a hansom. 

“I think mine’s loose, ' she said. “It seems to waggle a little.” 

“Mine doesn’t bother me a bit as long as we sit like this.” 

“I thought I was mad.” 

“So did I. Now I know it. I went to an astrologer, one of those fel- 
lows in a dressing gown on Oxford Street. He asked me my birthday, 
December 21 st. He said that I came just between two signs of the Zodiac, 
Sagittarius and the Goat. I guess I’m both of them at once.” 

Rocking lightly, tingling like a tray of highballs, the cab jingled. 
Music came from somewhere — a street piano perhaps — the same old 
tune, drifting sadly on waves of soft smoky air; a mendicant melody 
with no visible means of support. They called to the cabby to follow 
it, they pursued the vagrant chords down unknown ways of dusk, 
wifile London behind them muted its rhythm to a pounding hum. At 
last they found the minstrel, pulled up beside him, and startled him 
by their new method of lighting cigarettes. 

“I’m still not quite sure of the difference between a half-crown nad 
a florin,” he said. 

“Then give him both.” 

When they reached the Serpentine it was too dark to appreciate it. 

“Let’s bruise it with our heel,” she said. “I mean, let’s go somewhere 
Let’s go home, wherever that is.” 

“Where was it we first met?” He searched his memory. “Long 
Yes, at that hotel. We’ll go back there to tea.” 
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“Is it all right to fed a bit queer in a hansom cab? I mean, almost as 
though you were on board a ship? I guess I’m worried about my arrow. 
It doesn’t seem to fit as well as it did. My precious arrow. . . 

His also was trembling strangely. Two lonelinesses must always fed 
disconcerted when they encounter. 

“Darling, darling”; and as she came close into his arms with a queer 
shudder, the two sparkling darts slipped quietly to the back of the seat. 

In the palm room of that hotel is a ceiling of painted mythology. 
While you wait for anyone who may be coming to have tea with you, 
you can examine a series of episodes gracefully conjectured from the 
life of a famous family. First there is Aphrodite, rising alluringly from 
the foam of a blue sea whose crumbling surf is pink with sunrise. Then 
there is the marriage, if one calls it so, of Aphrodite and Hephaestus — 
Vulcan, if you prefer, the fellow the Swedes name their matches for. 
It was a queer marriage for so handsome a goddess when Aphrodite 
became the first Mrs. Smith; but handsome women so often choose 
odd-looking men. Then there’s their small boy, Eros, v/ith the toy bow 
and arrows his father made for him, asking Vulcan to sharpen the 
darts for him; and his father, busy about thunderbolts, replying that the 
toys are quite sharp enough. In the last scene Eros, grown to a braw 
laddie, is trying a chance shot at Psyche. You generally have plenty of 
time to study all four scenes. 

In that hour, late for tea and early for dinner, the palm room was 
comfortably quiet. The hotel, after the fitful fever of the Atlantic 
Harmony, slept well. The occasional clink of a teaspoon or a thicker 
waft of cigarette smoke rising through foliage gave the only trace of 
what various big game lurked in that jungle. An orchestra groaned 
softly somewhere far away. It was all so extremely hotel-like, they might 
just as well have still been on board a ship. 

“By the way,” he said, “you haven’t told me how you happened to 
go to that lunch,” 

“Why, it was a young man at the Embassy. He gave me a ticket 
when I went there to complain about Piccadilly Circus. I m ian, about 
arrows flying round like that. It shouldn’t be allowed.” 

It was at this moment that he noticed the ceiling. It interested him 
so that he stood up and cricked his neck to see it accurately. 

“Have you had all the tea you need? I’ve got an idea. There’s an 
errand we ought to do.” He carefully picked up the arrows which he 
had laid under his chair. 

The hansom was outside. 

“Why, it’s still waiting!” she cried. “‘What so proudly we hailed at 
the twilight’s last gleaming.’ ” 
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“He must have come back for us. I guess he knows the symptoms.’* 

“The blessed old thing.” 

“And for all he knew, he might have had to wait till tomorrow.” 

She made no reply to this, but skipped lightly in. The charioteer 
leaned indulgently downward, his head on one side, like a disillusioned 
old centaur looking kindly upon the pranks of a couple of young demi- 
gods. 

“Well, guvner, which way thith time? ’Ampthtead ’eath?” 

“We want to go and look at a statue.” 

“Lord love a duck, guvner, the gallerieth ith clothed.” 

“The statue in Piccadilly Circus. What do they call it?” 

“’Im? Why that’th Cupid.” 

They drew up in a side street and crossed the crowded space on foot. 
Happy as he was, quit of the infernal pang, once more oblivious of ter- 
ror, mortal loneliness, and dismay, yet the cicatrix of the arrow was 
still tender. For an instant, as she pressed close beside him, he realized 
that none of these exquisite moments could be lived again. 

The same bobby was directing the traffic; the same imprisoned fires 
paced like tigers on the rooftops. The winged boy, tiptoe in jaunty 
malice, was black against the emerald sky. He pointed to the dainty 
silhouette of the bow. 

“A circus is where one would expect to find sharpshooters,” she said, 

He climbed past the flower girls, who were arranging their stock ol 
evening boutonnieres, and laid the two shining arrows at the base of 
the frolic statue. 

“Here, you dropped something,” he said to Eros. 

The flower sellers, shrewdest critics of romance in the most romantic 
city in the world, held out their nosegays. But the two did not see. 

“Well, we’re only young once,” he said. 

“But there’s two of us. That makes us young twice.” 

“I suppose at least we ought to know each other’s names.” 

‘«:’s so much nicer not to.” 

“Much. Let’s be just P and Q,” 

“P for Psyche?” 

“And Q for Cupid.” 

They walked back to where the cab was waiting. 

“Do we have to mind them?” she asked 

“What?” 

“Our P’s and Q’s.” 

“Hop in, you adorable idiot.” 

“Where to, guvner?” 

“Wherever vou oleasr.” 





fH 




A Cycle of Manhattan 

BY THYRA SAMTER WINSLOW 
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.HE Rosenhcimcrs arrived in 
New York on a day in April. New York, flushed with the first touch 
of Spring, moved on inscrutably, almost suavely unaware. It was the 
greatest thing that had ever happened to the Rosenheimers, and even 
in the light of the profound experiences that were to follow it kept its 
vast grandeur and separateness, its mysterious and benumbing superior- 
ity. Viewed later, in half-tearful retrospect, it took on the character of 
something unearthly, unmatchable and never quite clear — a violent 
gallimaufry of strange tongues, humiliating questionings, freezing un- 
certainties, sudden and paralyzing activities. 

The Rosenheimers came by way of the Atlantic Ocean, and if any- 
thing remained unclouded in their minds it was a sense of that dour 
and implacable highway’s unfriendliness. They thought of it ever after 
as an intolerable motion, a penetrating and suffocating smell. They 
saw it through drenched skylights— now and then as a glimpse of blind- 
ing blue on brisk, heaving mornings. They remembered the harsh, 
unir^telligible exactions of officials in curious little blue coats. They 
dreamed for years of endless nights in damp, smothering bunks. They 
carried off the taste of strange foods, barbarously served. The Rosen- 
heimers came in the steerage. 

There were, at that time, seven of them, if you count Mrs. Feinberg. 
As Mrs. Feinberg had, for a period of eight years — the age of the oldest 
Rosenheimer child— been called nothing but Grandma by the family 
and occasionally Grandma Rosenheimer by outsiders, she was prac- 
tically a Rosenheimer, too. Grandma was Mrs. Rosenheimer’s mother, a 
decent simple, round-shouldered “sheideled,” little old woman, to whom 
life was a ceaseless washing of dishes, making of beds, caring fof chil- 
dren and cooking of meals. She ruled them 2l, unknowing. 

978 
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The head of the house of Rosenheimer was, fittingly, named Abra- 
ham. This had abbreviated itself, even in Lithuania, to a more intimate 
Abe. Abe Rosenheimer was thirty-three, sallow, thin-cheeked and 
bearded, with a slightly aquiline nose. He was already growing bald. 
He was not tall and he stooped. He was a clothing cutter by trade. 
Since his marriage, nine years before, he had been saving to bring bis 
family over. Only the rapid increase of its numbers had prevented him 
coming sooner. 

Abraham Rosenheimer was rather a silent man and he looked stern. 
Although he recognized his inferiority in a superior world, he was not 
without his ambitions. These looked toward a comfortable home, his 
own chair with a lamp by it, no scrimping about meat at meals and a 
little money put by. He had heard stories about fortunes that could be 
made in America and in his youth they had stirred him. Now he was 
not much swayed by them. He was fond of his family and he wanted 
them “well taken care of,” but in the world that he knew the rich and 
the poor were separated by an unscalable barrier. Unless incited tem- 
porarily to revolution by fiery acquaintances he was content to hope for 
a simple living, work not too hard or too long, a little leisure, tran- 
quillity. 

He had a comfortable faith which included the belief that, if a man 
does his best, he’ll usually be able to make a living for his family. 
“Health is the big thing,” he would say, and “The Lord will provide.” 
Outside of his prayer-book, he did little reading. It never occurred to 
him that he might be interested in the outside world. He knew of tKe 
existence of none of the arts. His home and his work were all he had 
ever thought about. 

Mrs. Rosenheimer, whose first name was Minnie, was thirty-one. 
She was a younger and prettier reproduction of her mother, plump 
and placid, with a mouth inclined to petulancy. 

There were four Rosenheimer children. Yetta was eight, Isaac six, 
Carrie three and little Emanuel had just had his first birthday. Yetta 
and Carrie were called by their own first names, but Isaac, in America, 
almost immediately gave way to Ike and little Emanuel became Man- 
nie. They were much alike, dark-haired, dark-eyed, restless, shy, won- 
dering. 

The Koaenheimers had several acquaintances in New York, people 
from the little village near Grodno who had preceded them to Amer- 
ica. Most of these now lived in the Ghetto that was arising on the East 
Side of New York, and Rosenheimer had thought that his family would 
go there, too, so as to be near familiar faces, ^..e had written several 
months before, to one Abramson, a sort of a distant cousin, who had 
been in America for tw^We years. As Abramson had promised to meet 
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them, he decided to rely on Abramson’s judgment in finding a home 
in the city. 

Abramson was at Ellis Island and greeted the family with vehement 
embraces. He seemed amazingly well dressed and at home. He wore 
a large watchchain and no less than four rings. He introduced his 
wife, whom he had married since coming to America, though she, too, 
had come from the old country. She wore silk and carried a parasol. 

“I’ve got a house all picked out for you,” he explained in familiar 
Yiddish. “It isn’t in the Ghetto, where some of our friends live, but it’s 
cheap, with lots of comforts and near where you can get work, too.” 

Any house would have suited the Rosenheimers. They were pitifully 
anxious to get settled, to rid themselves of the foundationless feeling 
which had taken possession of them. With eager docility, Yetta carrying 
Mannie and each of the others carrying a portion of the bundles of 
wearing apparel and feather comforts which formed their luggage, they 
followed Abramson to a surface car and to their new home. In their 
foreign clothes and with their bundles they felt almost as uncomfortable 
as they had been on shipboard. 

The Rosenheimers’ new home was in MacDougal Street. They looked 
with awe on the exterior and pronounced it wonderful. Such a fine 
building! Of red brick it was! There were three stories. The first story 
was a stable, the big open door. Little Isaac had to be pulled past the 
restless horses in front of it. The whole family stood for a moment, 
drinking in the wonders, then followed Abramson up the stairs. On 
the second floor several families lived in what the Rosenheimers thought 
was palatial grandeur. Even their own home was elegant. It consisted 
of two rooms — the third floor front. They could hardly be convinced 
that they were to have all that space. There was a stove in the second 
room and gas fixtures in both of them — and there was a bathroom, 
with running water, in the general hall! The Rosenheimers didn’t see 
that the paper was falling from the walls and that, where it had been 
gone for some years, the plaster was falling, too. Nor that the floor was 
roughly uneven. 

“Won’t it be too expensive.?” asked Rosenheimer. Abramson chuck- 
led. Though he himself was but a trimmer by trade, he was pleased 
with the role of fairy godfather. He liked twirling wonders in the 
faces of these simple folk. In comparison, he felt himself quite a suc- 
cess, a cosmopolite. Just about Rosenheimer’s age, he had small deposits 
in two savings banks, a three-room apartment, a wife and two American 
sons, Sam and Morrie. Both were in public school, and both could speak 
“good English.” He patted Rosenheimer on the back jovially. 

“You don’t need to worry,” he said. “A good cutter here in New 
York don’t have to worry. Even a ‘greenhorn’ makes a living. There’s 
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half a dozen places you can choose from. Fll tell you about it, and 
where to go, tomorrow. Now, we’ll go over to my house and have 
something to cat. Then you’ll see how you’ll be living in a few years. 
You can borrow some things from us until you get your own. My 
wife will be glad to go with Mrs. Rosenheimer and show her where 
to buy.” 

The Rosenheimers gave signs of satisfaction as they dropped their 
bundles and sat down on the empty boxes that stood around, or on 
the floor. This was something like it! Here they had a fine home in a 
big brick house, a sure chance of Rosenheimer getting a good job, 
friends to tell them about things — they had already found their place 
in New York! Grandma, trembling with excitement, took Mannie in 
her arms and held him up dramatically. 

“See, Mannie, see Mannischen — this is fine — this is the way to live!’* 

II 

Things turned out even more miraculously than the Rosenheimers had 
dared to hope. After only three days Rosenheimer found a job as a 
pants cutter at the fabulous wages he had heard of. He could not only 
pay the high rent, twelve dollars a month, he would also have enough 
left over for food and clothes, and to furnish the home, if they were 
careful. Maybe, after the house was in order, there would even be a 
little to put by. Of course it was no use being too happy about it, he 
told Mrs. Rosenheimer. 

“It looks fine now, but you know you can’t always tell. It takes a 
whole lot to feed a big family.” 

Although secretly delighted, he was solemn and rather silent over 
his good fortune. Abraham Rosenheimer was a cautious man. 

Mrs. Abramson initiated Grandma and Mrs. Rosenheimer into New 
York buying. It was fascinating, even more so than buying had been 
at home. There were neighborhood shops where Yiddish was spoken, 
and already the family was beginning to learn a little English. Mrs. 
Rosenheimer listened closely to what people said and the children 
picked up words, playing in the street. 

The next weeks were orgies of buying. Not that much was bought, 
for there wasn’t much money and it had to be spent very carefully, but 
each article meant exploring, looking and haggling. Grandma took the 
lead in buying — didn’t Grandma always do such things? Grandma 
was only fifty-seven and spry for her age. Didn’t she take care of the 
children and do more than her share of the housework? 

Grandma was supremely happy. She liked to buy and she felt that 
merchants couldn’t fool her, even in this strange country. A table was 
tbe first thing she purchased. It was almost new and quite large. It was 



982 THYRA SAMTER WINSLOW 

pine and bare; of finish, but after Grandma had scrubbed it and scoured 
it it looked clean and wholesome. It was quite a nice table and only 
wobbled a little when you leaned on it heavily, for the legs weren’t quite 
even. One was a little loose and Grandma didn’t seem able to fasten it, 
Assisted by Mrs. Rosenheimer and Yctta, she scrubbed the whole flat, 
so that it equalled the new table in immaculateness. There were families 
who liked dirt— Grandma had seen them, even in America— but she 
was glad she didn’t belong to one of them. 

Then came chairs, each one picked out with infinite care and much 
sibilant whispering between Grandma, Mrs. Rosenheimer and Mrs. 
Abramson. There was a rocker, slat-backed, from which most of the 
slats were missing, though it still rocked “as good as new.” The next 
chair was leather-covered, though the leather was cut through in places, 
allowing the horse-hair stuffing to protrude. But, as Mrs. Abramson 
pointed out, this was an advantage, it showed that the filling wasn’t an 
inferior cotton. There were two straight chairs, one with a leatherette 
scat, nailed on with bright-colored nails, the other with a wicker seat, 
quite neatly mended. There was a cot for Grandma and a bed for Mr. 
and Mrs. Rosenheimer and Emanue.. The other children were well and 
strong and could sleep on the floor, of course. Hadn’t they Drought fine 
soft feathers with them.^ 

All of the furniture was second- or third-hand and the previous 
owners had not treated it with much care. So Grandma got some boxes 
to help out, and she and the Rosenheimers worked over them, pulling 
and driving nails. Finally they had a cupboard which held all of the 
new dishes — almost new, if you don’t mind a few hardly noticeable 
nicked edges — and decorated with fine pink roses. Some of the boxes 
were still used as chairs, “to help out.” One fine, high one did very 
nicely as an extra table, with a grand piece of brand-new oilcloth, in a 
marbled pattern, tacked over it. They had a home now. 

Grandma and Mrs. Rosenheimer marketed every day at the stores 
and markets in the neighborhood. Rosenheimer sometimes complained 
that they used too much money, but then, he “liked to eat well.” The 
little ifosenheimers grew round and merry. 

Grandma and Mr. and Mrs. Rosenheimer, looking at the children and 
at their two big rooms— all their own and so nicely furnished— could 
hardly imagine anything finer. Grandma and Rosenheimer were abso- 
lutely at peace. But Mrs. Rosenheimer knew that, with more money, 
there were a lot of things you could buy. She had walked through 
Washington Square and up Fifth Avenue. She had seen people in fine 
dothes, people of her own race, too. She didn’t have much, after all. 
•Still, most of the time she was content. 

Gradually, too, Rosenheimer saw shadows of wealth. He heard 
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rumors of how fortunes were made overnight — his boss now, a few 
years before, had been a poor boy . . . Nevertheless, smoking his ciga- 
rettes and reading his Yiddish paper after his evening meal, or talking 
with Abramson or one of the men he had met, he was well satisfied with 
New York as he had found it. 


Ill 

As the months passed, the Rosenheimers drank in, unbelievably fast, 
ihe details of the city. Already the children were beginning to speak 
English, not just odd words, here and there, but whole sentences. 
Already, too, they were beginning to be ashamed of being “greenhorns” 
and were planning the time when they could say they had been over 
for years or had been born here. Little Mannie was beginning to talk 
and everyone said he spoke English without an accent. 

Yetta and Ike started to school. Each day they brought home some 
startling bit of information that the family received and assimilated 
without an eye-wink. Although most of the men at the shop spoke 
Yiddish, Rosenheimer was learning English, too. He even spoke, 
vaguely, about learning to read it and write it, and he began to look over 
English papers, now and then, interestedly. Mrs. Rosenheimer also 
showed faint literary leanings and sometimes asked questions about 
things. 

Ike was always eager to tell everything he had learned. In a sharp 
little voice he would instruct, didactically, anvone within hearing dis- 
tance. He rather annoyed Rosenheimer, who was not blinded by the 
virtues of his eldest son. But he was Mrs. Rosenheimer’s favorite. She 
would sit, hands folded across her ample lap, smiling proudly as he 
unrolled his fathomless knowledge. 

“Listen at that boy! Ain’t he wonderful, the way he knows so much?” 
she would exclaim. 

Yetta’s learning took the form, principally, of wanting things. Each 
day, it seemed, she could find out something else she didn’t have, that 
belonged to all American children. And, no matter how penniless 
Rosenheimer had just declared himself to be, unsmilingly and a bit 
shamefacedly, he would draw pennies out of the depths of the pocket of 
his shiny trousers. 

Only Grandma showed no desire to learn the ways of the new coun- 
try. She didn’t mind picking up a little English, of course, though she’d 
got along very nicely all of her life without it. Still, in a new country, it 
didn’t hurt to know something about the language. But as for reading 
—well, Yiddish was good enough for her, though she didn’t Tciind 
admitting she didn’t read Yiddish easily. Grandma had little use for 
the qrintrf word. 
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Each week the Rosenheimers’ clothes changed nearer to the prevail- 
ing styles of MacDougal Street. Only a few weeks after they arrived 
Mrs. Rosenheimer, overcome by her new surroundings, bought, dar- 
ingly, a lace sailor collar, which she fastened around the neck of her 
old-world costume. As the months passed, even this failed to satisfy. 
The dress itself finally disappeared, reappearing as a school frock for 
Yetta, and Mrs. Rosenheimer wore a modest creation of red plaid 
worsted which Grandma and she had made, huge sleeves, bell skirt and 
all, after one they had seen in Washington Square on a “society lady.” 

' Just a year after they arrived in America, Mrs. Rosenheimer discarded 
her shcidel. She even tried to persuade Grandma to leave hers off, but 
Grandma demurred. There were things you couldn’t do decently, even 
in a new country. Mrs. Rosenheimer made the innovation in a spirit ot 
fear, but when no doom overtook her and she found in a few weeks 
how “stylish” she looked, she never regretted the change. She was wear- 
ing curled bangs, good as the next one, before long. 

Little Ike had a new suit, bought ready-made, his first bought suit, 
not long afterwards. The trousers were a bit too long, but surely that 
was an advantage, for he was growing fast, going on eight. They 
couldn’t call him a “greenhorn” now. He came home, too, with reports 
of how smart his teacher said he was and of the older boys, unbelievers, 
whom he had “got ahead of” in school. His shrill voice would grow 
louder and higher as he would explain to the admiring Mrs. Rosen- 
heimer and Grandma what a fine lad he was getting to be. 

Other signs of change now appeared. Scarcely a year had gone by 
before lace curtains appeared at the two front windows. They were of 
different patterns, but what of that? They had been cheaper that way, 
as “samples.” By tautly drawn strings, white and stiff they hung, adding 
a touch of elegance to the abode. Only three months later a couch was 
added, the former grandeur of its tufted surface not at all dimmed bv 
a few years of wear. Yetta and Carrie slept on it, luxuriously, one at 
each end. It was a long couch and they were so little. 

^hen a cupboard for dishes appeared. Grandma bought it from a 
family that was “selling out.” It had glass doors. At least there had been 
glass doors. One was broken now, but who noticed that? In the corner 
of the front room, opposite the couch, it looked very “stylish.” And not 
long afterward there was a carpet in the front room, three strips of it, 
with a red and green pattern. Then, indeed, the Rosenheimers felt that 
they could, very proudly, “be at home to their friends.” They had com- 
pany, now, families of old friends and new, from the Ghetto and from 
their own neighborhood. And they visited, en masse, in return. 

There wasn t much money, of course. Rosenheimer was getting good 
wages, but children eat a lot and beg for pennies between meals. And 
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shoes! But like many men of his race and disposition, Rosenheimer 
never contributed quite all of his funds to his household. Nor did he 
take his women into his confidence. He felt that they could not counsel 
him wisely, which was probably right, for neither Grandma nor Mrs. 
Rosenheimer was interested in anything outside of their home and their 
friends. Besides this, he had a natural secrecy, a dislike of talking things 
over with his family. So, each week, he made an infinitesimal addition 
to the savings account he had started. He even considered various in- 
vestments — he knew of men who were buying the tenements in which 
they lived on wages no bigger than his, living in the basement and 
taking care of the house outside of working hours. But he felt that he 
was still too much the “greenhorn” for such enterprises, so he kept on 
with his small and secret savings. 


IV 

In 1897 another member was added to the family. This meant a big 
expense, a midwife and later a doctor, but Rosenheimer had had a raise 
by tliis time — he was, in fact, now a foreman — so the expense was met 
without difficulty. There was real joy at the arrival of this baby — more 
than at the coming of any of the previous children. For this was an 
American baby, and seemed, in some way, to make the whole family 
more American. The baby was a girl and even the sex seemed satis- 
factory, though, of course, at every previous addition the Rosenheimers 
had hoped for a boy. 

There was a great discussion, then, about names. Before this, a baby 
had always been named after some dead ancestor or relative without 
much ado. It was best to name a child after a relative, but, according to 
custom, if the name didn’t quite suit, you took the initial instead. By 
some process of reasoning, this was supposed to be naming the child 
“after” the honored relative. Now the Rosenheimers wanted something 
grandly American for the new baby. Grandma wanted Dora, after her 
mother. But Dora didn’t sound American enough. Ike suggested Della, 
but that didn’t suit, either. Finally Yetta brought home Dorothy. It was 
a very stylish name, it seemed, and was finally accepted. 

Little Emanuel, aged four, was told that “his nose was out of joint.” 
He cried and felt of it. It seemed quite straight to him. It was. He was 
a handsome little fellow, and, when Mrs. Rosenheimer took him out 
with her, folks would stop and ask about him. She was glad when she 
could answer them in English. And as for Mannie— at four he talked 
as if no other country than America had ever existed. 

Very gradually, Mrs. Rosenheimer grew tired of MacDougal Street 
She tried to intr^uce this dissatisfaction into the rest of the family. 
Grandma was very happy here. With litdc shrugs and gestures she 
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decried any further change. Weren’t they all getting along finely? 
Wasn’t Rosenheimer near his work? Weren’t the children fat and 
healthy? What could they have better than this— two rooms, running 
water, gas and everything? Didn’t they know people all around them? 
Rosenheimer was indifferent. Some of his friends, including the Abram- 
sons, had already moved “farther out.” Still, he didn’t see the use of 
spending so much money; they were all right where they were. Times 
were hard; you couldn’t tell what might happen. Still, if Minnie had 
her heart set on it — The children were ready for any change. 

Mrs. Rosenheimer, revolving the matter endlessly in her mind, found 
many reasons for moving. All of her friends, it seemed, had fled from 
the noise and dirt of MacDougal Street. On first coming to New York 
she had been disappointed at not living in the Ghetto over on the East 
Side. Now, when she visited there, she wondered how she had ever 
liked it. When she moved she wanted something really fine — and where 
her friends were, too. She had a good many friends outside of the 
Ghetto now. On arriving in America she hadn’t known MacDougal 
Street was dirty. She knew it now. And the little Italian children in the 
neighborhood — oh, they were all right, of course, but — not just whom 
you’d want your children to play with, exactly. Why, every day Ike 
would come home with terrible things they had said to him. And their 
home, which had looked so grand, was old and ugly, too, when com- 
pared with those of other people. Of Course Grandma liked it, but, after 
all, Grandma was old-fashioned. Mrs. Rosenheimer discovered, almost 
in one breath, that her mother belonged to a passing generation, and 
didn’t keep up with the times — ^that she, herself, really had charge of 
the household. 

Out in East Seventy-seventh Street there were some tenements, not at 
all like those of MacDougal Street nor the Ghetto, but brand-new, jusr 
the same as rich people had. Each flat had a regular kitchen with a sink 
and running water and a fine new gas stove. The front room had a 
mirror in it that belonged to the house — and — unbelievably but actually 
tJHie — there was a bathroom for each family. It had a tub in it, painted 
white, and a washstand — both with running water — and already there 
was oilcloth, in blue and white, on the bathroom floor. The outer halls 
had gas in them that burned all night — ^somc sort of a law. Those tene- 
ments were elegant — that was the way to live, 

Rosenheimer got another raise. There was some sort of an organiza- 
tion of cutters, a threatened strike, and then sudden success. Mrs. 
Rosenheimer never understood much about it but it meant more 
money. Now Rosenheimer had no legitimate reason for keeping his 
family in MacDougal Street. 

So he and Mrs. Rosenheimer and Grandma went out to the new 
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tenements and looked around. Mrs. Rosenheimer acted as spokesman, 
talking with the woman at the renting office, asking questions, point- 
ing things out. At the end of the afternoon Rosenheimer rented one of 
the four-room flats in a new tenement building. 

On the way home, Mrs. Rosenheimer leaned close to her husband. 

“Ain’t it grand, the way we arc going to live now.?” she asked. 

“If we can pay for it.” 

“With you doing so well, how you talk I” 

‘Good enough, but money, these d::ys— ” 

“Abe, do you want to do something for me?” 

“Go on, something more to spend money on.” 

“Not a cent, Abe. Only, won’t you — ^shave your beard ? Moving to a 
new neighborhood and all. Not for me, but the neighbors should see 
what an American father the children have got.” 

Rosenheimer frowned a bit uneasily. Mrs, Rosenheimer didn’t refer 
to it again, but three days later he came home strangely thin and 
white-looking — his beard gone. Only a little mustache, soft and mixed 
with red, remained. 

Rcforc the Rosenheimers moved they sold the worst of their furniture 
tc the very man from whom they bought iu five years before, taking only 
the big bed, the table and the couch. Ir was Mrs. Rosenheimer who 
insisted on this. 

“Trash we’ve got, when you compare it to the way others live. Wc 
need new things in a fine new flat.” 

On the day they were moving, Yetta said something. The family were 
amazed into silence. Yetta was thirteen now, a tall girl, rather plump, 
with black hair and flashing eyes. 

“When we move, let’s get rid of some of our name,” she said. “1 hate 
it. It’s awfully long — Rosenheinr»er. Nobody ever says it all, anyhow. 
Let’s call ourselve.^i Rosenheim 

“Whv, why,” muttered he** father, finally, ‘‘how you talk I Change 
my name, as if I was a criminal or something.” 

“Aw,” Yetta pouted, she was her father’s favorite and she knew it, 
“this family of greenhorns make me tired. Rosenheimer— if it was 
I'jnger you’d like it better. Ike Rosenheimer and Carrie Rosenheimer 
^nd Yetta Rosenheimer! It’s awful. Leaving off two letters would only 
help a little— and that’s too much for you. Since the Abramsons moved 
they are Abrams, and you know it. And Sam — do you know what? At 
school they called him MacDougal because he lived here on this street 
and he liked \t better than Sam, so he’s calling himself MacDougal 
Abrams now. And here, you old-timers — ” 

“She’s right. Mamma,” said Ike, “our names arc awful.** 
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Mannic didn’t say anything. He sucked a great red lollypop. At six 
one doesn’t care much about names. Nor did Carrie, who was eight. 

There was a letter-box for each family in the entrance hall of the new 
tenement building and a space for the name of the family just above it. 
Maybe Rosenheimer had taken the advice of his children. Perhaps he 
wrote in large letters and couldn’t get all of his name in the space made 
for it. Anyhow, Rosenheim was announced to the world as the occu- 
pant of Flat 52. 


Flat 52 was quite as handsome as Mrs. Rosenheim had dreamed it 
would be. There were four rooms in it. In the parlor was the famous 
built-in mirror, with a ledge below it to hold ornaments. And, before 
long, ornaments there were, three big vases. They were got with coupons 
from the coffee and tea store at the corner — it was a lucky thing all the 
Rosenheims liked coffee. There was the couch, too, but best of all was 
the new table. It was brand-new — no one else had ever used it before 
Mrs. Rosenheim bought it in Avenue A and was paying for it weekly 
out of the household allowance. It was red and shiny and round and 
each little Rosenheim was warned not to press sticky fingers on it, 
though it was always full of finger marks. 

On the table was a mat of blue plush and on the plush mat was— yes 
— a book — “Wonders of Natural Hismry.” It had been Yetta’s birthday 
present from her father and was quite handsome enough, colored pic- 
tures, red binding and all, to grace even this gem of a table. There was 
a new rug in this room, too, though it was new only to the Rosenheims. 
There were roses woven right into it and Grandma thought it was the 
most beautiful thing she had ever seen. She liked to sit and look at it as 
she rocked. 

Yetta, Carrie and Grandma slept in the front room — just the three of 
them alone in the biggest room. There was a cot, covered with a Turkish 
spread, for the girls and Grandma slept on the couch — no sleeping on 
floor any more for this family. So wonderful was the new home that 
there was a bedroom devoted exclusively to the rites of sleeping. Mr. 
and Mrs. Rosenheim and Dorothy occupied it. The third room was the 
dining room, where Ike and Mannie slept all alone on a cot and weren’t 
afraid. No one slept in the kitchen or bathroom at all. In the dining 
room there was a whole “set” of furniture, bought from the family that 
was moving out, a square table and six chairs. It was lucky Mannie and 
Dorothy were so little they could sit on others’ laps. 

The dining room with its fine “set,” brought the habit of regular 
meals with it. In MacDougal Street there was a supper-time, of course, 
but the children weren’t always there and the other meals had beco 
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rather haphazard, half of the family standing up, likely as not. Now 
there was a regular breakfast in the morning, everyone sitting down, 
and early enough for Rosenheim to get to work on time and Yetta and 
Ike and Car»'ie to get to school. Lunch .was still informal, eaten standing 
around the kitchen. Supper was a grand meal, everyone sitting down at 
the same time, the table all set with tablecloth and dishes, as if it were 
a party. 

It was easy to settle down into the pleasant rhythm of East Seventy- 
seventh Street. There were big new tenements on each side of the 
street and before long each member of the family made lots of friends. 

Rosenheim didn’t have as many friends as the others. He didn’t care 
for them. His hours were long and he was getting into the habit of 
working, sometimes, at night. It takes a lot of money to pay rent — six 
dollars every week — and buy clothes and food for a family and save a 
little, too. Rosenheim didn’t complain unless his usual solemn face and 
prediction of hard times can be called complaining. It never occurred to 
him that he had anything to complain about. Didn’t he have a fine home 
and a lot to eat, a home grander than he ought to spend the money for^ 
even? When he wasn’t busy, he and Abrams and a friend of iheirs^ 
sometimes a man named Moses, would play cards long hours at a timCi 
talking in loud, seemingly angry voices and smoking long cigarettes. 
Or, with coat, collar and shoes off, as he always sat in the house, he 
would read the paper — he could read English quite easily, but he pre- 
ferred Yiddish. He didn’t talk much and the children were taught “not 
to worry Papa,” when he was at home. 

Grandma grew to like the new home in time, though it never seemed 
quite as pleasant as that in MacDougal Street. She did all of the cookir-g, 
of course, and could order the children around as much as she wanted 
to, though they were good children as a rule, when you let them sec who 
was boss. She would exclaim with clasped hands over the grandeur of 
things and beg her God that the people from her home town might see 
“how we live like this.” She was always busy. She never learned to speak 
English well, and though at sixty-two she could drive a bargain as well 
as ever, she didn’t feel quite comfortable in the near-by shops as she had 
in MacDougal Street. Gradually her daughter took over the marketing 
from her. 

The spirit of change had reached Mrs. Rosenheim and she did what 
she could to grasp it. She tried again to persuade Grandma to take off 
her sheideL 

“Sec, Grandma, these other people. Ain’t you as good as them? It 
ain’t nothing to be ashamed of, a sheidel, but here in America we do 
what others do.” 

But Grandma kept her shetdeh She couldn’t yield everything to . he 
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customs of the unbelievers. She even muttered things about “forgetting 
your own people.” ® 

Mrs. Rosenheim tried to acquire “elegant English.” She was very 
proud of her children because their language was unsullied by accent 
But perhaps because she never liked to read and it never occurred to 
her that she might study, or because her tongue had lost its flexibility, 
she was never able to conceal her foreignness. She was becoming a little 
f.elf-satisfied, too, a bit complacent with her own ways, and this may have 
hindered her progress. The new language issued forth in a strange, 
twisted form, the “w’s” and “vV* transposed, the intonations of the 
Yiddish always noticeable. She managed to make nearly all of the 
ordinary grammatical errors of the native and a few pet ones of her 
own. Her sentences were full of inversions. Her voice, never very low, 
became louder and louder and the singing intonations more marked as 
she grew excited. Rosenheim spoke with an accent, too, which he al- 
ways retained, but his voice was quite low and he soon overcame the 
strange sing-song of his native tongue. Then, too, Rosenheim never 
talked very much. 

Mrs. Rosenheim bloomed in East Seventy-seventh Street. Her mother 
did the cooking and Yetta helped with the housework. Even then, with 
so many children in the house, there was enough to do, but she spent 
much time in visiting her neighbors, gossiping about her children, the 
prices of food, other neighbors. Although her family came first, she 
began to pay more attention to herself, buying clothes that were nor 
absolutely necessary, cheap things that looked fine to her. She becaiiic 
ambitious, too. She found that there was another life not bounded by 
the tenements and that “other people,” the rich part of the world, were 
not much different outside of their possession of money. Her humility ^ 
was wearing away. “We’re as good as anybody” came to her mind, aiul i 
was beginning to fertilize. She didn’t want to associate with anyone] 
outside of her own group, but she liked to feel that others were not 
superior. The children, continuing their acquisitiveness, encouraged 
^their mother. 

Yetta had her fourteenth birthday soon after the family moved to 
East Seventy-seventh Street. She began to mature rather rapidly, arrang- 
ing her hair in an exaggerated following of the fashion and even p'jr 
chased and wore a pair of corsets. She had a high color and her flashing 
eyes made her quite attractive. Her mouth was rather wide. Yetta did 
not speak with a foreign accent, but her voice was a trifle hoarse and 
was not well modulated. She had a lot to say about nearly everything 
and delighted in saying it. The niceties of conversation had not been 
introduced into the Rosenheim family life and most of the things Yena 
thought of occurred when someone else was talking. Her favorite 
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method of attracting attention was to interrupt or talk down, in t 
louder voice, anyone who had the floor. Ike had this pleasant little habit, 
too, so between them conversation rose in roaring waves of sound. 

Yetta felt that many things about her could be improved. She began 
to criticize things at home — ^her clothes; her mother’s language, which 
was too full of errors, too singing to suit her daughter; the actions of 
the younger children. She never liked to read, but she “loved a good 
time” and was always with a group of girls and boys, laughing and 
talking. 

Ike was much like Yetta, though a bit more serious, more inclined to 
argument. He could argue over anything even at twelve. He, too, had 
definite notions about the upbringing of the younger children and the 
modernity of the household. He didn’t want anyone making fun of the 
family he belonged to. His own name came in for his disapproval abotit 
this time. 

He had a fight with a boy named Jim and Jim hit him and called him 
names. But the crudest part of Jim’s name-calling had been merely to 
repeat, over and over again, “Ikey Rosenheim, Ikey Rosenheim.” For 
this cruelty Ike had fought Jim and had emerged not entirely victorious, 
bringing back a black eye and the memory of the derision in the mouth 
of the enemy. 

“I’m going to change my name,” Ike announced at supper that night. 
“I don’t care what this family says. You mak'' me sick, naming me IkCp 
You might have known. This family has terrible names. No wonder 
people make fun of us. After this Fm—I’m going to be — Harold.” 

“Oh, no, not Harold,” Grandma wailed, with uplifted hands. 

“No,” Mrs. Rosenheim groaned, “you’ve got to keep the letter, the 
‘I.’ You were named after your Papa’s father.” 

“There’s a lot of good names beginning with ‘I,’” Yetta encouraged. 
So, between them, they found Irving, which seemed satisfactory to 
everyone. Little Irving, at school, told his teacher that Ike had been a 
nickname and that the family wanted him called by his own name, now. 
Jim, not satisfied with Irving Rosenheim as a reproach, had to find 
something else to fight about. 

Carrie and Mannie and Dorothy were still too little to bother about 
names. They begged for pennies for lollypops on sticks, candy apples, 
licorice and other delicacies that the neighborhood afforded, satisfied to 
tag after Mrs. Rosenheim as she did the marketing. They were nice 
children, though of course Dorothy was a little spoiled-Hhe youngest 
child and always having her own way about everything. 
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VI 

During the next year something came up in a business way that caused 
Rosenheim and Abrams to hold long consultations during many eve- 
nings. They nodded together over bits of paper on which there were 
many figures. Mrs. Rosenheim felt that they had “something in their 
heads” they weren’t telling her about, but, being a dutiful wife— and 
knowing her husband, and how useless it would have been — she didn’t 
press matters. A few weeks later she found out. E. G. Plotski had died 
suddenly, leaving no near relatives except a wife. Abrams had heard 
about the case. Mrs. Plotski couldn’t keep up the business alone. If she 
couldn’t “sell out,” complete, she was going to give it up and sell the 
machinery. She had some cousins in a far-Western place called, Abrams 
believed, Iowa, and was desirous of living with them. If Mrs. Plotski 
“gave up the business” there was a tremendous loss, it seemed to Abrams 
and Rosenheim — for Plotski already had operators, customers, “good 
will.” And with their knowledge of the pants business . . . 

It seemed, indeed, a visitation, as if a whole pants business had de- 
scended to them as a direct reward for their long and faithful work. 
But Mrs. Plotski had friends, not just in a position to buy the business, 
it seemed, but quite capable of giving advice about selling it. And 
herein lay the need of much nodding and figuring. Finally it was 
settled. Abrams and Rosenheim went to their several banks — it’s never 
safe to put all of your savings in one bank, even if it does look like a 
fine big one — drew out their savings accounts, for of course they had 
no checking accounts, and, after the usual legalities had been concluded, 
were the joint partners of The Acme Pants Company, Men’s and Boys’ 
Pants. 

After they had signed their names, Marcus L. Abrams and Abraham 
G. Rosenheim, Rosenheim allowed his stern face to relax into a rather 
sad smile. 

“Good, eh, Marcus.^ Here, I’m only ‘over’ seven years and I’m partner 
in a business already. Of course, we can expect hard times, but, a busi- 
ngs ain’t anything to be ashamed of.” 

The family saw Rosenheim’s new signature and liked it, Irving wrote 
it above the letter-box. The G stood for nothing in particular, but Rosen- 
iieim had no middle name and of course he ought to have one. It was 
indeed American. The neighborhood did not notice, it was used to 
changes. 

Abrams and Rosenheim worked all day and most of the night. They 
“went over the books” with great deliberation. They looked into every 
minute detail of the business, and wrote numerous letters by hand on 
the old Acme Pants Company letterheads that they found in Plotski’s 
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iJesk. When this paper was used up they ordered more, retaining the 
cut of the building at the top but substituting their names for the name 
of the deceased former owner. 

They were very happy over their new business, though you would 
never have known it by their actions. They always wore long faces. 

The factory did well. People liked ready-made pants, it seemed. The 
two men hurried around seeking new trade, satisfied with as small a 
profit as possible. They bought job lots of woolens from the factories 
and did numberless other things to reduce expenses. Rosenheim cut 
the pants and Abrams was not too proud to do his share of the menial 
labor. Before another year had passed the whole of the third floor loft 
belonged to the Acme Pants Company. 

Mrs. Rosenheim was proud of her husband. It was mighty fine, these 
days, to speak of “my husband s factory” to those women whose more 
unfortunate spouses were forced to exist on mere wages handed them 
by their overlords. But even this, in time, stopped satisfying. What good 
does it do for your husband to own a factory if you still live in a 
tenement in East Seventy-seventh Street? Mrs. Rosenheim knew that 
her husband was working hard and was nearly always worried over 
money matters, bills to meet, wages to be paid. But, as long as he 
actually was a manufacturer, and owner of a business, a payer of wages, 
it was unbelievable that they should live in a tenement. Weren’t they 
as good as anybody? Several months ago the Abrams had moved. Of 
course, with only two boys the expenses \^ere less, but what of that? 
And the Moskowskis — now the Mosses — had moved, too. The Rosen- 
heims had been in the tenement three years and now the neighborhood 
was filling up with terrible people, straight from the Ghetto — or the 
old country — and bringing foreign habits with them. It was no place 
to bring up growing American children. 

It was Yetta who precipitated the moving. Although he petted and 
humored Dorothy, it was his oldest child who was Rosenheim’s favor- 
ite. Now Yetta tried all of her most endearing tricks. 

“Papa,” she said, “I’m sixteen, I ought to get out of this neighborhood. 
Ask Mamma. I’m almost a young lady. I want good things— a fine man 
like you with a factory shouldn’t keep his children in the tenements. 
All of my crowd are gone. I miss them something awful. You don’t 
want me to go with the— the ‘greenhorns* who are moving in around 
here, do you?” 

Similar arguments managed to convince Rosenheim. Anyhow, one 
night he nodded solemnly and consented to move. 

“You women will ruin me yet, with all your spending,” he said, but 
Yetta, tall though she was, jumped on his lap and kissed his thin cheek. 

“None of that,” he said, in assumed brusqueness, as he pushed her 
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away. “‘You make a fool of your old Papa, eh? Well, go along and act 
your fine flat.” 

Mrs. Rosenheim and Yctta, accompanied by Mrs. and Miss Graham 
a recent and becoming transformation of their old friends, the Grabin- 
skis, went apartment hunting. They decided on the Bronx, new and 
good enough for any manufacturer’s family. They had friends there 
and there were lots of stores. It was a nice neighborhood, Yetta thought, 
with lots of young people who wore good clothes. She could have a 
fine time. 

No longer were the Rosenheims satisfied with the first apartment 
shown them, Yetta and her mother had grown critical. Yetta’s ambi- 
tions had limitations, of course. She didn’t aspire to an elevator apart- 
ment or anything like that — ^but she didn’t want a tenement. She 
wanted a big living room, for she was approaching the beau age and 
already was going to the theater with MacDougal Abrams and Milton 
Cohn. They visited dozens of apartments, examining the kitchens and 
halls, exclaiming over the plumbing. Grandma wanted a big kitchen 
and she ought to have it, as long as she did most of the cooking. And 
they had been crowded for years— Yetta didn’t want anyone sleeping 
in the front room, nor even in the dining room. Young girls do get 
such notionsl Mrs. Rosenheim wanted grand decorations in the lower 
hall. 

After much stcpclimbing they found their apartment. It was on the 
fourth floor, rear, of a walk-up apartment, but the rent was forty dollars 
a month and they dared not pay more. Rosenheim looked dour when 
the news was broken to him, but, with sad headshaking and remarks 
about business being bad, he said they might take it. 

The entrance hall of the apartment-house was of marble. The letter- 
boxes were of brass and ahining. The stairs leading to the apartment 
were carpeted. The apartment itself had seven rooms. A few years 
before the Rosenheims wouldn’t have believed an apartment could be 
80 large. Now they all accepted it rather indifferently. Wasn’t Rosen- 
heyn a factory owner? Didn’t some of their friends live jiist as grandly? 
The woodwork was shining oak. The floors glittered blondly. Mr. and 
Mrs. Rosenheim had a bedroom all alone, Grandma shared a tiny 
cubicle with Dorothy. Yetta and Carrie had their room and there was a 
room for the boys. All the rooms had new beds of white enameled iron, 
fantastically twisted and with big brass knobs. 

The Rosenheims got rid of most of their old things at a sale before 
they left East Seventy-seventh Street. Then Mrs. Rosenheim and Yetta 
bought things suitable for the grandeur of their new home at an instak 
ment house in Sixth Avenue. There was a three-piece parlor set stained 
10 a red imitation of mahogany. The round table had come with them. 
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as had the vases. The dining room boasted a new “set,” a round table 
that pulled apart and had four extra leaves and sat on a huge pedestal, 
and eight chairs — ^two with arms, making one for each of them. There 
were brand-new rugs, one for each room, most of them in patterns ol 
birds and beasts and flowers in bright colorings, though the front room 
displayed a gay and exciting “Oriental pattern.” 

One of the startling changes of the new regime was the name above 
the letter-box. A simple and chaste A. G. Rosen was announced in 
Irving’s most careful writing. Rosenheim explained that, at the factory, 
everyone called him Rosen for short and it might make it confusing to 
keep the old name. The family hailed Rosen joyfully. Surely diey were 
real Americans, now. 


VII 

They were settled only a few months when Yetta begged and got— a 
piano. Shiningly red, it matched the rest of the living-room furniture. 
It was an upright, of course, and Yetta draped a pale silk scarf em- 
broidered in gold threads over it, with a vase at either end to hold it in 
place. Soon she and Carrie were taking lessons from a Mme. Roset of 
the neighborhood, making half-hours horrible with scales and five^ 
finger exercises. 

There were now other forms of art in the household, too. For his 
birthday the children gave their father enlargements of the photographs 
of him and their mother. These were “hc.nd-made crayons” in gray, 
with touches of color on lips and cheeks and framed in wide carved 
oak, trimmed with gold. They were placed side by side above the piano, 
which stood slightly diagonally in one corner. 

The children were growing up. Yetta felt herself quite a young lady 
and didn’t go to school. There was no use going any more — she wasn’t 
going to be a teacher, was she? She had a lovely handwriting, with fine 
loops at the ends of the “y’s” and “g’s.” It seemed a shame to spend her 
days in school when there were so many things to do outside. No one 
tried to persua'dc her to keep on going. Her father was slightly of the 
opinion that too much learning wasn’t good for a girl anyhow. Men 
didn’t like “smart” girls and Yetta was growing up. If she wanted to 
go to school he might have consented, but she didn’t. She preferred put- 
ting on her best clothes, her hat an exaggerated copy of something she 
had seen in Broadway and had had made after her description at a 
neighborhood shop, a cheap fur around her neck, high-heeled shoes. 
Thus attired, she went walking. 

In the morning she had to help a little with the bed-making, dusting 
Md Toning. But in the afternoons she was free. She’d meet some of “the 
girls” or “the boys” and drink soda, laughing and giggling over thing!. 
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She used the latest slang and talked rather loudly. At night there were 
dances or the crowd would go, in pairs or groups, to the theater, sitting 
in the gallery, usually, and laughing heartily over the jokes. They were 
fondest of vaudeville. Yetta was awiuUy happy when she had enough 
spending money and a new dress— r bit more exaggerated in style than 
any of her friends. She couldn’t im?(gine anything finer than the new 
neighborhood and the new apartment. 

Grandma was just a trifle bewildered in the Bronx. She didn’t seem 
to fit in. The children, growing up, were developing unexpected opin- 
ions of their own that didn’t agree with her ideas. They called her old- 
fashioned and giggled at her advice. There was plenty to do and 
Grandma liked housework. But sixty-five isn’t young and Grandma 
had worked hard in her day. Four flights of stairs aren’t easy, either, so 
Grandma didn’t go out often. Occasionally, she walked around the 
neighborhood, not knowing just what to do. Mrs. Rosen did all her 
own marketing or telephoned for things — there was a telephone in the 
new apartment. There were a few old friends to go to see, foreign-born 
women, like herself, and with these she would talk in comfortable 
Yiddish. But each one lived several blocks away. You didn’t talk to 
strangers in this neighborhood, it seemed, and you could go for weeks 
and not sec anyone you knew. A funny place, America. 

Still, there were pleasant things for Grandma — good food and the fun 
of preparing it, a comfortable home. Mrs. Rosen didn’t like to work as 
well as she used to, so finally she hired a woman who came in, one day 
a week, to do the washing in the morning and the scrubbing of kitchen 
and bath in the afternoon. Grandma was quite excited over this inno- 
vation. For the first time in her life she could fold her gnarled old hands 
and watch someone do the work for her. 

“They should hear about this back home,” she would say. “Abe with 
a factory and us with seven rooms and a washwoman and all. We’ve 
got it lucky, ain’t it, Minnie?” 

Mrs. Rosen, though annoyed at her mother’s simplicity, agreed. Al- 
rc^Kly Mrs. Rosen was planning bigger things. It didn’t seem at all 
impossible to her that some day they might even have a regular servant 
girl. 

Mrs, Rosen was well satisfied, generally. Occasionally she, too, re- 
gretted some of the pleasant things that Seventy-seventh Street had 
meant for her. She had liked the friendly chatter of the neighborhood. 
Here in the Bronx you had to be “dressed” all the time. In Seventy- 
seventh Street you could go out in the morning in your house-dress, 
with a basket, and spend a pleasant hour or so bargaining with the shop- 
keepers and talking with friends, always meeting little groups you 
knew. On the steps, in the evening you could call back and forth. 
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Money was good; she was glad she had it. A servant girl would be 
fine; it was a lot of work for her and Grandma, cleaning up after five 
children. But this neighborhood was stylish enough. You knew some 
of your neighbors here, even if they weren’t so friendly. Maybe, after 
you got better acquainted . . . 

It was nice, having a lot of rooms and new clothes and all that. Mrs. 
Rosen finally met new acquaintances and liked them. She played cards 
in the afternoons now and a few months later joined a euchre club 
which met every Tuesday afternoon at the homes of its membeis in 
turn. There were “refreshments” after the game, cold meat and potato 
salad, usually, and the prizes were hand-painted china and “honiton 
lace” centerpieces. Mrs. Rosen won quite an assortment as the months 
passed. 

Irving was getting to be a big boy. He looked a little like his father, 
thin, a trifle sallow, with a slightly aquiline nose — but much hand- 
somer, his mother thought. His eyes were not strong and quite early 
he had to wear glasses. He adopted nose-glasses and before he quite got 
used to them he had formed the habit of tilting his head up, to keep 
them from falling off. He had rather a sharp chin and wore his black 
hair straight back and sleek. 

When the family moved to the Bronx he was fourteen, had on a first 
pair of long trousers, and was in the first year of the high school. He 
was quick in his studies and would argue with his teachers about 
anything under discussion. He still liked long dissertations at home 
and had about decided to be a lawyer. In the years that followed he read 
quite a little, not so much for the love of reading — he had little of that — 
but from a desire “to keep up with things,” so he could discuss and 
dissect and argue. He liked the theater as he grew older, but preferred 
serious dramas. 

Carrie was quieter than cither Yetta or Irving, but she observed a 
great deal. She liked to spend money, begging it from her parents. 
“We’re rich, why can’t I have more things?” she would say, buying 
unnecessarily expensive ribbons and purses. She liked to correct the 
family, too, and, when her mother grew vocal and her voice took on 
the sing-song of her native tongue, Carrie would say, “Don’t talk so 
loud, Mother. We aren’t deaf, you know,” or “This is America. We 
try to speak English here.” Mrs. Rosen would check herself rather 
shamefacedly, instead of “calling the child down,” as she felt she should 
have done. Carrie liked expensive clothes and she liked putting them 
on and taking long walks with just one girl friend, talking quietly. 
She thought Yetta’s crowd awfully loud. Mannie and Dorothy were 
good-looking little children, still coaxers of pennies and both rather 
spoiled. 
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Thye Acme Pants Company grew, but in spite of ks growth none of 
the family dared suggest any extravagant changes. Rosen spoke too 
much about hard times for that. And he did worry, too, for with the 
enlarging of the business came the borrowing of money and notes to 
meet. He worked at night for weeks at a time and grew thinner. Out- 
side of his usual solemnity he never complained. He enjoyed the busi- 
ness as much for its own sake as for the things he was able to give his 
family. It was far more interesting and absorbing to him than they 
were. Even at home his mind was filled with business detail and in the 
midst of a meal or a friendly discussion his eyes would grow vacant, 
he would fumble for a pencil and write something down on an en- 
velope. Spare evenings, he played cards with Abrams or Moss or Ham- 
mer or fell asleep over his newspaper — an English one, nearly always, 
now. He still took off his coat in the house and sometimes his collar 
and tie. It was Carrie who said to him, “Papa, why do you start undress- 
ing as soon as you get home?” He always kept on his shoes and some- 
times his collar and tie after that. 

He never took much part in the family life. Irving bored him. He 
was not interested in “women’s doings,” and could ignore whole eve- 
nings of conversation about people and clothes. His business was the one 
thing he cared to talk about— his family knew nothing about business. 
What was there left? None of them knew or cared anything about world 
affairs. It isn’t likely Rosen would have been interested if they had. So, 
unconsciously, he drew apart more and more. He paid bills, with a little 
grumbling. He handed out money when necessary. He greeted all 
luxuries with something about “hard times.” He accepted all innova- 
tions with apparent disregard. He was never cross or disagreeable. Every- 
one was a little quieter when he was at home. Otherwise it was as if he 
were not there at all. 


VIII 

A year later, when she was eighteen, Yetta became, suddenly, Yvette, 
{he crowd she was going with thought Yetta an awful name, old- 
fashioned and foreign. And certainly there was nothing foreign about 
her. She had seen Yvette in a book— and, with the right initial and all 
Yvette Rosen sounded fine. After that she frowned at anyone, even old 
Grandma, if the old name crept in. 

The family became more extravagant as the days passed, though 
not extraordinarily so. But why not? Even Rosen had to admit, grudg' 
ingly, that the factory was growing. Little things— Mrs. Rosen had a 
fine black silk dress, with revers of green satin, lace covered. She bought 
Grandma a black silk, too, for days when company came in. And Yvette 
■^how that girl did wear out clothes, to parties nearly every night I AnJ 
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Irving wanted “his own money” and was put on an allowance, though 
he always begged his mother for more before the month was half over. 
Books cost a lot, it seemed, and you can’t be a tightwad with a bunch 
of fellows. And Carrie had a notion that the family was very rich — 
when she got new things she wanted the best. Even Mannie and 
Dorothy needed new things frequently. 

In 1906 Irving was graduated, at 18, from the high school. It was a 
big event for the family. All of them, even Grandma, who didn’t go 
out much, attended the graduation exercises. At the hall they chatted 
about how fine and smart Irving was until Carrie, who could be very 
petulant at fifteen, “shushed” them all into silence. 

On the way home Mrs. Rosen couldn’t help calling her husband’s 
attention to his family — weren’t they something to be proud of? To 
think that only a few years before . . . 

It was Irving who first spoke dissatisfaction with the Bronx apartment. 
Irving was to enter Columbia University in the fall and he wanted to 
be a little nearer his school. 

“You don’t know how it is,” he said, one night at dinner. “Everyone 
laughs at the Bronx. I went to a vaudeville show with Yvette last week, 
though Heavens knows why she goes to it, and at the mention of the 
Bronx everyone laughed. It isn’t only that. Here we are in a walk-up 
apartment, when we could have something better. I’m starting — ^to — 
to make friends. I’ve got to make a place for myself. I’m eighteen. 
When we were younger it didn’t make mu^h difference, now we ought 
to get out of here.” 

Carrie agreed with him. 

“It certainly is terrible here,” she said, “I don’t like this high school, 
either. I want to go to a private school. There arc several good ones in 
Harlem and a real fine one on Riverside Drive that I’ve heard about. 
Irving is right. You’d think we were poor, the way we live here — no 
servants or anything. When I meet new girls I’m ashamed to bring 
them home. Ada is going to private school, and Beatrice has moved to 
Long Island. I don’t know anyone around here — ^but trash and poor 
people,” 

Even Mannie, at thirteen, was tired of the Bronx and Dorothy, at 
nine, was ready for any change. 

The Bronx suited Yvette. She had her crowd here. Still, there was 
something in what the others were saying. Harlem sounded more stylish 
certainly. She had friends there, too, and could get acquainted easily 
enough. 

Mrs. Rosen didn’t know. She felt, with Yvette, that things were very 
nice as they were. The old friendliness of East Seventy-seventh Street 
Would never come back, and she, too, had acquaintances in Harlem. It 
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would cost more to live— but didn’t they have the money? There could 
be a servant and new furniture— the children had been hard on the 
things that had been so shining four years ago. After all, they were rich 
people, and the children had to have advantages. 

Gradually Rosen, grumblingly, was won over. Couldn’t he see how 
terrible it was — all their money, and still living in the Bronx? How 
could people know he was a success? Their apartment was old-fash- 
ioned — that funny tub and only one bathroom for the whole family. 
And Grandma ought to have a room for herself — ^with five children 
there ought to be a servant girl — what was the use of having money if 
you couldn’t get things with it? 

Again there was a series of house-huntings. This time Irving accom- 
panied his mother and Yvette. Irving was very cridcal. Things others 
pronounced “grand” he didn’t like at all. At eighteen he considered 
himself quite a man. As a coming lawyer he felt that his surroundings 
should reflect his own glory. What did his folks know about things? 
Didn’t he go to homes they never entered, the Wissels’ and the Dur- 
ham-Levi’s ? Irving wanted a home with style to it. He hadn’t definite 
ideas about decoration, but it must look fine and big as you came in. 
He thought they ought t:' inquire a little about the neighbors — to find 
out if they were just the sort one would want to live near. Their present 
neighbors certainly were awful. 

The new apartment was in West ii6th Street. The building was large 
and red, with white stone ornaments. The lower halls were grandly 
ornamental and a great velvet curtain hung toward the rear. There was 
an elevator, rather uncertain, with iron grille work in front. That would 
make it nice for Grandma — she could get out more. The living room 
had a gas grate and the woodwork was stylishly Mission finished. 

Followed the usual buying orgy and this, too, Irving consented to 
attend. The piano came with them, but there was a new parlor set, 
great heavy pieces of Mission, square and dark, with leather cushions, 
A huge Mission davenport was the piece de r&istance. The dining room 
h^ a brand new “set” — there might be company to dinner — a big 
table, twelve chairs and a sideboard with a mirrored back. In the bed- 
rooms there were great brass beds, the posts three inches across, and 
large mahogany dressers with “swell fronts,” curved generously out- 
ward. 

In the living room, too, there were fine rugs, “real Orientals” this 
time, about six small ones, oases of red and blue on the light inlaid 
floor. The family admired the lighting fixtures — a cluster of fourteen 
lights in the living room, to which they added a fancy lamp with a 
shade composed of bits of colored glass in a floral pattern; in the dining 
room a great dome of multi-colored glass hung directly over the table* 
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Then Mrs. Rosen hired their first maid, though chc family referred 
to her as “the girl.” Her name was Marie and she didn’t have a very 
easy life of it. At first Mrs. Rosen and Grandma helped her, but Mrs. 
Rosen disliked housework increasingly and she didn’t want Grandma 
to work if she didn’t. Grandma had always done all the cooking, but as 
“the girl” learned to prepare the dishes liked by the Rosen family she 
gradually took over the cooking, too. Then, when “the girl” complained 
about working too hard a woman was hired for two days each week to 
do the washing and heavy cleaning. 

Grandma wasn’t quite as content as she had been, most likely because 
she wasn’t so busy. Grandma couldn’t read English at all and Yiddish 
very little, even if the children would have allowed a Yiddish paper in 
the house, now, which is doubtful. Grandma had never had the read- 
ing habit, nor, for that matter, any habits of leisure. She had thought 
that life meant service and now there was nothing to do. It was harder 
for her to go out because she walked very slowly. There were fewer 
places to go, fewer friends, fewer Yiddish shops. People would stare, 
embarrassingly, at Grandma’s sheidel and Grandma hadn’t learned to 
speak English very well. Mrs. Rosen spoke with an accent, but that was 
different; people could hardly understand Grandma. 

There was always lots of company in the house and Grandma liked 
young people, but there was so little to say to them. Unless she knew 
them awfully well they couldn’t understand her, or Yvette or Irving 
would frown at her attempts at conversation. Everyone smiled at 
Grandma and shooks hands, but that was all — it was more comfortable 
to stay in her room, usually. There seemed to be fewer old people than 
there had been. Fewer seemed to live in Harlem, anyhow. In Mac- 
Dougal Street and even in East Seventy-seventh Street and the Bronx. 
Grandma had met old ladies, occasionally, people from her own village, 
and had long talks with them, interrupted with nods and shakes of the 
head and tongue duckings. Here it was different. She loved her family, 
of course, but she didn’t seem to fit in. Darning stockings wasn’t 
enough. Of course, Grandma was glad the family was doing so nicely— 
a fine big apartment with an elevator and a servant girl — and she had 
two new bonnets and her old one not nearly worn out yet— where did 
she go to wear it?— and her own room and everything she wanted. And 
Irving bringing her home candy she liked and Yvette singing for her- 
Grandma knew she ought to be awfully happy. Yet there seemed to be 
something — missing — 

Mrs. Rosen grew to like the new apartment, though at first it had 
overawed her a little. But before long she belonged to two card clubs— 
she had known members of both of them when she lived in the Bronx. 
She even tried to persuade Rosen to learn euchre or bridge so that he 
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gold bags in the world. Carolyn had a fur coat as expensive as her 
mother’s, but with a smarter, more girlish cut. She disregarded the 
stupid idea, made up by someone who didn’t have the money, probably, 
that diamonds were for older people, and persuaded her parents to 
give her a big diamond ring, set in platinum, for her seventeenth birth- 
day. 

Yvette’s clothes were always a bit loud, too extreme, even cheap look- 
ing. Although she paid big prices for them they were still tawdry. 
Carolyn’s tastes were not quiet, but she managed to look “expensive.” 
Her hair was black and sleek and she knew she had “style.” She liked 
collars a bit higher than anyone else wore, when they wore high, a bit 
lower when low collars came in. She was no slavish follower of fashion, 
like Yvette. She added a bit of “elegance” to whatever fashion had 
dared to ask for. She liked smooth broadcloth suits, much tailored, for 
day wear, and elaborate chiffon evening gowns. She talked with an 
“accent” but not the kind her mother had. She said “cahn’t” when she 
could remember it, and thought one ought co have “tone.” She had 
languid airs. 

Mannie was growing into a nice child. He was quiet and he started 
to read when he was just a little fellow. Now you could find him, any 
time, curled up with a book he’d brought home from school. He didn’t 
care much for out-of-door games. He was the first of the family to have 
literary leanings, though Dorothy read, too, when she couldn’t find 
anything that pleased her better. 

Dorothy was petted and spoiled by the whole family. She got things 
even before she could think to ask for them. Because there was never 
anything for her to be cross about the family said she had “a wonderful 
disposition” though she had a pouting mouth and did not smile very 
much. 

Dorothy was “a little beauty.” Although the family kept always with 
their own race and declared, on all possible occasions, their great pride 
in it and their aversion to associating with those of other faiths, the 
thffig that delighted them most about Dorothy was, for some unexplain- 
able reason, that everyone said “she looked like a Gentile.” Mrs. Rose 
would repeat to her friends that people had said, “you’d never guess k 
— ^just like a Gentile that child looks.” Her friends agreed and there 
was nothing in their minds but cordial congratulation over the fact. 
Dorothy had lighter hair than the others and gray eyes. She was a 
Blender little thing, quiet, determined, impatient. 

“Wc ought to have an automobile,” she said, one day. That was in 
1909, before cars had become as much of a necessity as they are now, 
and Dorothy was only twelve. Two weeks later, after many hugs, her 
father bought a car, a red one that would hold any five of them. Irvina 
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soon learned to drive it and later Carolyn and Dorothy learned, too. 
Grandma could never be persuaded to enter the car— it didn’t look safe 
to her. Mrs. Rose rode, but it was always sitting stiffly erect with unre- 
laxed muscles. Rose asked Irving to drive him places, occasionally, 
when he was in a hurry. He never liked the automobile except as a 
convenience. 

That year Grandma died. She was sick only a few days and didn’t 
complain even then. The doctor came and fussed over her and finally a 
nurse came, but Grandma persuaded her daughter to send the nurse 
away. Grandma seemed quite content to die, and though the family 
was fond of her, her going did not cause any undue emotion. Mrs. Rose 
wept loudly at the funeral and Rose looked unusually solemn in the 
weeks that followed. He had been very fond of Grandma and had 
appreciated the little things she always loved doing for him. But, after 
all, as Mrs. Rose would say to her husband, “it ain’t as if she was a 
baby at 72. It ain’t as though Mamma ain’t had everything money could 
buy these last years. A grand life she’s had, nothing to do ^nd her own 
room and all. Many times she spoke of it. It’s good we was able to give 
it to her. She was a good woman but now she’s gone and I can say I 
ain’t got nothing to reproach myself for.” 


In 1910, when Yvette was twenty-four, she became engaged to marry 
MacDougal Adams. Already MacDougal was sales manager for the 
Rex Suit Company, and he was doing well. He had grown into a hand- 
some fellow who would be quite fat, one day, if he didn’t diet carefully. 
He was crisply black-haired, ruddy-faced. He made friends easily and 
was jovial most of the time. He had no subtleties, but Yvette was not 
the one to notice. She considered him very modern, and liked the way 
he “caught on to things.” Her friends— and the announcement Yvette 
mailed to the newspapers — spoke of the affair as “a childhood romance,” 
as indeed it was. It pleased the Roses and the Adams, too. They gave a 
reception at a hall on 125th Street to celebrate the occasion, each of the 
families inviting special friends, with Dorothy and little Helen Nackcr 
to pass flowers to the guests. There was a band behind artificial palms, 
and waiters in white aprons passed refreshments. Yvette wore a dress of 
pink and Carolyn wore yellow. Carolyn didn’t think the party fine 
enough, and Mannie and Dorothy didn’t like it much, either. The rest 
of the family thought it a successful affair. 

Mrs. Rose, Yvette and Carolyn spent the following weeks shopping. 
Yvette had to have a complete trousseau, starting with table linens and 
ending with silk stockings. Three months later Yvette and MacDougal 
Were married at the Waldorf with Carolyn and Maurice Adams as 
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attendants. Only the most intimate friends were invited to the elaborate 
banquet which followed, though later there was an “informal recep- 
tion” with much wine. MacDougal had just bought an automobile— 
black, though Yvette would have preferred a gayer color— and, after a 
short Atlantic City honeymoon ihc young couple took a new and 
elaborate apartment in Central Park West and settled down, with two 
maids, to domesticity. 

“Ain’t it grand. Papa?” Mrs. Rose had said to her husband after their 
first call on the young couple. And even Rose had to agree that Yvette 
was getting all that could be expected. 

Carolyn was “the young lady of the family,” now. She was not as 
easily satisfied as Yvette had been. She called Yvette’s crowd “loudly 
vulgar,” though she was a trifle loud, herself, at times. She raised eye- 
brows and drew away when fate included her in her sister’s parties. She 
was glad when her sister married — ^now she could entertain her loud 
friends in her own home. Maybe Yvette would even tone down a little; 
she laughed too loudly, and her terrible taste in clothes! Her mother 
talked loudly, too, except when she tried very hard to remember— and 
it was terrible the way she shrieked and sing-songed when she grew 
excited— but at least you could remonstrate with her. 

The Harlem apartment didn’t suit Carolyn at all. Here she was, out 
of school, nearly twenty — and living in — Harlem. She had gone to a 
series of morning lectures at one of the hotels and one of the lectures 
had been on furniture — it seemed all of the things in the Harlem apart- 
ment were entirely wrong, Carolyn knew this was true, too. Hadn’t 
she been to other homes, where people knew things? They were rich 
and had one maid— and she didn’t know how to wait on the table— and 
the family treated her as if she were one of them. And Irving talked 
back to his father, rather impudently, even when company was there, 
and the car with a sight — she was ashamed to use it. The least they could 
have was a new car and a chauffeur. 

faring agreed with all of Carolyn’s criticisms, excepting those which 
concerned himself. He was twenty-three, why shouldn’t he have things 
nicer? Dorothy, going on fourteen, also found the Harlem house dis- 
tasteful. 

“A terrible neighborhood,” said Dorothy, who became Dorothea, 
that year. “It’s too far from school and we do need a new car. I’m 
ashamed to tell anyone where I live. I want a big room and my own 
bath, so I can ask girls to stay all night, if I want to.” 

Rose sighed, said the family would break him and times were hard. 
Mrs* Rose sighed, too. Still, Harlem wasn’t such a friendly neighbor- 
hoott^e other couldn’t be worse. And with only one girl there was 
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too much for her to do. If they had a man to drive the car and a cook, 
maybe— 

Carolyn went house-hunting alone. She said she’d take the others 
with her “when she found something.” Two weeks later she took her 
mother and Dorothea to see the new apartment. It was a foregone con- 
clusion with Carolyn that they would take it — ^just the formality of 
mailing the lease for her father’s signature. 

The apartment was on Riverside Drive, in a huge building of cream- 
colored brick. At the door was a Negro uniformed in dark green, and 
another similarly clad attended the mirrored elevator. The halls had 
Oriental rugs and were lit and draped with an expensiveness that suited 
even Carolyn. Of course it was pretty far out on the Drive — but it 
looked rich — and living on the Drive was rather grand, at that. Mrs. 
Rose was speechless at first, but later the apartment seemed quite satisfy- 
ing. She liked the ornateness, the grandeur — it was even finer than 
Yvette’s, than any of her friends. Why shouldn’t it be, with Abe a 
partner in a big factory and all — ? 

The woodwork of the apartment was white enamel. There were little 
panels in the living room, waiting to be papered, and the dining room 
had a white enameled plate rail. The lighting fixtures were of the new 
“inverted” style, on heavy brass chains ending with carved brass holders 
of white frosted globes. There were French doors of mahogany leading 
into the living room and dining room, a huge butler’s pantry with 
numerous shelves, n kitchen with a big hooded range and immense 
white sink, large bedrooms, four baths. 

“If— if your Papa will pay for it,” Mrs. Rose admitted weakly. 

“Oh, he’ll pay,” said Carolyn, “why shouldn’t he — a rich man like 
him?” 

When the men of the family came to see the apartment Irving pro- 
nounced it “immense.” Mr. Rose looked at the apartment, saw the 
library that he could have for his own, the big bedroom and bath — ^and 
gave in with unexpectedly little persuasion. After all— his friends were 
living well — ^why shouldn’t he? He was making money — the family 
might as well spend it. Didn’t the way you live show how well you were 
doing? Not that he was making so much, of course, but, with Yvette 
married — ^if Carolyn wanted the apartment. 

Mannie and Dorothea were rather indifferent. Still, Mannie was in 
prep school and cared most about books— even writing a poem occa- 
sionally. He was eighteen. At fourteen, Dorothea didn’t care about 
details as long as they were moving. Her new room was nice and big. 
Still, they ought to have a new car— Dorothea was quite pouty over the 
old one. 

Carolyn took charge of the furnishings of the new apartment. Mrs, 
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Rose, with uplifted hands, declared her ignorance of periods “and such 
nonsense,” but begged her daughter not to spend too much money. 
“You know your Papa. There is a limit even with him.” 

Irving gave a long-winded dissertation about what to get and told 
about a fine apartment he had visited, farther down on the Drive — two 
girls he knew, their father was a criminal lawyer. Carolyn didn’t listen 
very closely. She knew what she wanted. 

Accompanied by her most intimate friend, Eloise Morton, daughter 
of S. G. Morton, the box people (both of Eloise’s parents had been born 
in America), Carolyn visited a number of shops. She called the stores 
where Yvette traded “middle class,” but she was afraid of the decorating 
shops and called the things in the window “junk.” 

“You might like that old stuff,” she said to Eloise, “but I can’t see 
anything to it. Old chairs, stiff and funny — a hundred dollars apiece 
and then a fake, probably. A whole room full of that doesn’t look like 
anything. I like things that show their full value, that you can tell cost a 
lot of money.” 

Eloise agreed that her friend had the right idea. 

Carolyn didn’t allow any mere furniture clerk to suggest or dictate 
to her. Hadn’t she seen a lot of fine homes? Didn’t she go to every new 
show in town and look especially at the stage settings? Hadn’t she heard 
a furniture lecture? Who could advise her? 

She didn’t want her mother with her, she’d “simply spoil things if 
she started to talk.” Carolyn and Eloise, alone, could give an impression 
of taste, elegance and riches. 

Carolyn decided on Adam furniture for the living room. If the ghosts 
of the brothers Adam groaned a bit Carolyn was too busy to hear. She 
liked “sets” for the living rooms — didn’t everyone have them? — so she 
chose a great davenport of mahogany with cane sides and back, motifs 
slightly after some of the Adam designs scattered over the woodwork. 
The upholstery was rose velour. There were two huge chairs of similar 
design, one a rocking chair. Other chairs were of cane and mahogany, 
one a Venetian, one a fireside. There was a great oblong table, too, that 
Carolyn knew showed good judgment, for it was of “dull antique 
mahogany.” It, too, bore motifs of the house of Adam. There was a floor 
lamp with a rose shade and two table lamps to match and several pieces 
of “stylish” painted furniture, factory made. Carolyn looked with scorn 
on the little rugs that had seemed so fine a few years ago. She chose 
now an immense Oriental in rose and tan for the living room and a 
Chinese rug in dark blue to combine with the intricately carved Queen 
Anne furniture of the dining room. 

There were elaborately patterned filet lace curtains throughout the 
house. Before this Mrs. Rose had always hemmed and hung the cur- 
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tains. Now Carolyn gave orders for them. The over-drapes and portieres 
were of rose velour, heavily lined, and above the windows were elab- 
orate valances, edged with fringe and wide gold braid. There were blue 
velour curtains in the dining room. 

In the bedrooms Carolyn’s imagination had full play. Her parents' 
room was in mahogany with twin poster beds. Her own room was in 
ivory, cane inset. Dorothea’s was white enameled, painted with blue 
scenes. 

For the walls of the living room, between the paneling, Carolyn 
chose a scenic paper in gray. On this were to be hung elaborate oil 
paintings in scalloped gold frames: “A Scene at Twilight,” “The Fisher- 
man’s Return.” In the dining room the paper was in tapestry effect, red 
and blue fruit and flowers. 

The family moved into the new apartment in October, 1911. The 
moving was simple, for the old furniture was to be sold and professional 
movers attended to the packing of ornaments and dishes. 

Mrs. Rose and Irving were impressed with the effects wrought by 
Carolyn’s taste and her father’s money, but it did not take the family 
long to settle down to the pleasures of life that Riverside Drive opened 
to them. 


XI 

Moving to the Drive, the Roses made the final change in their name, 
Mannie, usually quiet, was the one to prop'^se it, 

“Rose is so — so peculiar,” said Mrnnie. “Anyone could tell it had 
been something else, Rosen or worse. I’m eighteen and go to College 
this fall. I’m not going to have a name so — so ordinary. Let’s change it 
to Ross. That’s not distinctive but it isn’t queer or foreign. I’m changing 
my first name just a little, too. I’ve never been called Emanuel, anyhow. 
Mannie isn’t a name at all. I’m going to register at College as Manning 
Ross.” 

There was no letter-box to announce the change, but the elevator 
man knew the new occupants of Apartment 31 — he wrote the names 
down with a blurring stub of a pencil to be sure to remember them— 
were Mr. and Mrs. A. Lincoln Ross, the two Misses Ross and two young 
men, Irving and Manning. 

The family had liked Rose— but there might be something in whal 
Manning said. But no more changes. Mr. Ross put his foot down, this 
time. He was meeting important men in business, Gentiles, and he 
didn’t want any more monkey-business about names. Ross was all righi 
and Ross it would have to stay. And it did. 

Mrs. Ross took great delight in getting her new servants. It made het 
feel superior and important, driving up to an employment agent and 
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interviewing prospective retainers. She took Carolyn along for advice 
and counsel — Carolyn went out a lot and knew about such things. 

Carolyn would have liked a retinue, but Ross rebelled — expenses were 
awful and each servant was another mouth to feed. The old “girl” had 
got married so they finally chose a cook who was not above helping with 
other things, a waitress who could combine housework with waiting, 
and a chauffeur. Besides, the washerwoman would still come for two 
days each week. 

Soon after the family was settled, Mr. Ross bought a big limousine, 
American made, but one that Carolyn thought looked really expensive. 
The chauffeur was in uniform, of course. He happened to be a young 
Irish boy and it seemed to Carolyn, sometimes, that he smiled a bit 
sarcastically and annoyingly as he held the door open for them, espe- 
cially after her mother had spoken with an accent or her old sing-song. 

Mr. Ross didn’t object to the new luxuries. It was much more com- 
fortable driving to the office in the limousine than waiting for Irving 
or one of the girls to take him or depending on less comfortable modes 
of transportation. He had more room to himself, too. He liked the way 
the new cook prepared things — he was getting indigestion and had to 
be careful about what he ate — though he still remembered with real 
emotion the pot-roasts and fish and stuffed goose that Grandma had 
delighted to prepare. These new dishes — salads and things like that— 
everything served separately — you could get used to it — it didn’t make 
much difference — here he was, used to a maid in cap and apron, waiting 
on table — ^and Minnie used to it, too, excepting when she forgot and 
talked to her or reached across the table for things. Still, Minnie meant 
well, a good woman, rather fat these last years, but a good woman who 
loved her family — none of this new foolishness some of the women 
had, he’d noticed — 

Mr. Ross didn’t pay much attention to women. He never had. He 
saw what fine girls his daughters were, that was about all. He couldn’t 
ha^ recognized half a dozen of their best friends, whom he saw con- 
standy at his home, if he had passed them on the street. 

His business — that was something. Still, even that didn’t keep him 
busy, the way it used to. This new arrangement, the offices and the 
factory separated — of course it was for the best. He could always go 
over to the factory when he wanted to, though there wasn’t much need 
— machinery he didn’t understand, everything in such order — ^with a 
head for every little department, not to mention the big ones. And, with 
three partners you couldn’t say things as if it were your own business. 
Mr. Ross was fifty-three, but it hadn’t been an easy fifty-three years and 
things had gone along rather rapidly for a while. Not that he was 
tn ojd man— far from it. Still, things that had passed seemed pleasanter 
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than they had seemed in the passing— and things to come lacked luster. 

This wasn’t age — certainly not— he felt as well as he had twenty years 
ago? practically. Give him some real work to do, you’d find out. But 
there was so little to do, now. You’d go down to the office about ten 
and dictate a few letters and potter around with things. You’d examine 
“swatches” and find that an expert had already given them a chemical 
analysis. You’d go to luncheon and be careful about what you ate. After 
luncheon, a little sleepily, you’d dictate more letters, if there were any 
more and see a few men on business, young upstarts, most likely, or 
Gentiles who wanted something for nothing — or consult with your 
partners. Then, you’d drive home after a while and read the paper or 
listen to Carolyn play on the new player piano or talk with Dorothea, 
though there wasn’t much to talk about. Dinner then, and a game with 
Adams, though he had rheumatism these last years and wasn’t the man 
he had been. Or Moss would drive over. There was a club, even, if you 
cared to go to it — a lot of strange men who didn’t care anything about 
you — a club — at least they were of your own race — Dorothea was al- 
ways asking questions about why the family didn’t mix with other 
people — such notions a child gets — 

The Rex Suit Company was still progressing. The great factories 
were outside New York, but the business offices occupied a whole floor 
of an office building, each partner with his own mahogany furnished 
office, with its rows of bells and its private stenographers. There was an 
expert to decide each thing. MacDouga^ was in the sales department 
and Maurice, the younger Adams boy, was advertising manager — a big 
advertising agent had charge of all of the advertising, of course. And 
what advertising the firm did, too! Double pages in the popular week- 
lies at thousands of dollars a page. Everyone was familiar with the 
“Kingly Men.” Girls cut them out and mounted them for their rooms. 
“America’s Kings in Kingly Suits” had been familiar enough to get 
applause at a musical comedy when it was used to introduce two juve- 
niles, “Every Inch a King for the Kings of Creation” and other well- 
known slogans ran in letters four feet high above the artists’s conception 
of the “Kingly Man” on the billboards. 

Each year there was an ornate catalogue of the styles, “for the Prep 
Youth,” “for the College Man,” “for the Younger Set,” “for the Older 
Fellow.” Hundreds of merchants all over the country displayed King 
Brand signs and carried King Brand suits. The Rex Company had in- 
vented half sizes, adjustable models and the giving with each suit of an 
extra bit of goods and two extra buttons for mending. There wasn’t 
much you could plan about for the Rex Company. Likdy as not, some- 
one else would have thought of it first, anyway. 

Mr. Ross was accustomed to meeting men, now. He liked to meet 
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them, in business. He would listen, weigh what they said, learn from 
them. He never talked much. He always retained his look of severity. 
He was known as “a crackerjack of a business man,” “a man you 
couldn’t put anything over on,” but the other partners were good busi- 
ness men, too. There was nothing for Mr. Ross to work for. 

Outside of business he had little. His family still seemed apart, yet 
he would have done anything to have saved them trouble or pain. He 
liked Yvette because she was frank and lively, but these last years he 
liked Dorothea, too, though there was nothing against Carolyn, a fine 
girl, if she did like to spend money. Minnie was all right — the boys 
would be, too, when they got a little older and settled down. 

Mr. Ross didn’t mind listening to the mechanical piano or the Vic-, 
trola at home, but he did not care for other kinds of music. Concerts 
made him miserable and fidgety. He saw nothing in them and after 
several for charity and one visit to the opera he refused to partake of 
music outside of the home. He had never learned to like reading. He 
was still content with the daily papers and glanced, occasionally, at a 
weekly devoted to current events. He knew nothing about art and said 
so. He didn’t want to be bothered with ‘'such notions.” Drama of all 
kinds bored him and even musical comedies entertained him only for a 
little while. Usually he got to thinking of business in the midst of things 
and lost all consciousness of what was going on. 

Mr. Ross had no social ambitions, so, with no business worries and 
no outside interests, his days began to drag unpleasantly. He thought 
often of other days, of “the other side”; when he had been planning to 
come to America — he was glad that was over — of MacDougal Street, 
the hard work he had done there, the long hours, the overtime, the 
little economies so both ends would meet, then the newer tenement, 
with things a little easier, the beginnings of the factory — those had been 
real days — staying awake planning to meet bills, figuring to the dollar 
how to get money to pay the “help” and have enough left for living 
expenses, then Harlem and now Riverside. It was good to have planned 
and t^orked. Still, now he was used to his comforts. He liked space and 
quiet and the car — but, with nothing to do — 

Mrs. Ross had long since relaxed her anxiety over her husband. He 
had never talked business and he seemed just like always, willing to 
listen to her stories of how she had spent the day. Mrs. Ross was quite 
content with the Drive. The aloofness of the neighbors, that had been 
disagreeable to her in Harlem, became one of her own characteristics 
now. She became more and more aware of her own importance. She 
had disliked the way “outsiders” and Gentiles had treated her, years 
before. Now, her last vestige of humbleness gone, she felt herself more 
than “as good as anyone.” Wasn’t she Mrs. A. Lincoln Ross, wife of 
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Ross of the Rex Suit Company, a real figure in New York? Didn’t she 
get her picture in the paper when she gave money to charity? Didn’t 
people treat her with respect as soon as they found out who she was? 
She was frankly fat, but she didn’t mind. She had expensive dress- 
makers and tailors and she thought the results of her toilet satisfactory. 
After all, she was nearly fifty. 

Her voice had toned down, during the years, as had Yvette’s. When 
talking with those she considered important, she even tried to put an 
elegant swing into her sentences. Usually, though, her voice was ac- 
cented, ordinary, uninteresting. She still made errors and sometimes 
quite a lot of sing-song crept in. 

In the morning Mrs. Ross attended to her household affairs, giving 
directions to the servants, ordering her own provisions over the tele- 
phone, even planning meals. She looked into the ice-box to see what 
provisions remained, rubbed fingers across furniture for dust, examined 
linens. She was a good housekeeper. In the afternoon, with Yvette, 
whom she found most congenial, or an acquaintance, she went for a 
drive or shopped. She dropped most of her old friends who had not 
progressed and she had no sentimental regrets concerning them. A few 
earlier friends she kept up with, asking them for luncheon or for a 
drive, with a hint of patronage. Through her daughters she met other 
women of her own age and circumstances. To these she tried to be 
pleasant, using her best language and manners. She had no intimacies 
with these women. 

During the second year of the family’s residence on the Drive, Mrs. 
Ross was asked to belong to several committees of important charitable 
organizations. She joined these gladly and gave generous sums. She 
liked the society of her own race. She did not feel at home with “out- 
siders” nor know what to say to them — she felt that they were constantly 
criticizing her. She had decided social ambitions, however, and wanted 
Mr. Ross to join a well-known club composed of members of his people. 
She was proud to know women who, a few years ago, or even now, 
were she less wealthy, would have ignored her. To the arts she was as 
indifferent as her husband. 


XII 

Irving was a lawyer now. He had a nice office in one of the newer 
buildings devoted to professional men, but not much practice. His 
father found it just as convenient to give him some of the smaller 
business of the firm as to increase his allowance. When anything im- 
portant came up Mr. Ross agreed with his partners that it was best to 
let a better-established lawyer handle the case. 

Irving— who became Irwin about this time— could have joined a 
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large firm as a junior member, but he preferred independence. He 
didn’t like to work hard or long and he had heard of the tasks per- 
formed by the younger members of big firms. He liked to waste time, 
browsing around book-stores, walking through the lobbies of hotels, 
calling on friends. He had a large acquaintance with women and had 
as many dinner invitations as he could accept. Wasn’t he a great catch, a 
young lawyer with a rich father? And good company. 

At twenty-five, Irwin still loved an argument. Although never a 
great reader, he liked to pose as one, quoting well-known authorities, 
reading and talking about authors unknown to his hearers. His hair 
was always immaculately sleeked, though it had just a perceptible wave. 
He had his favorite manicurist at one of the larger hotels. He smoked 
an expensive brand of cigarettes, carrying them in an elaborate silver 
and gold case and fitting each one carefully into an extremely long 
amber cigarette holder before smoking it. He used affected gestures, 
pounding on a table to emphasize a point he was making. He still 
wore nose-glasses, now large lensed and tortoise rimmed, and from 
habit he held his head too high. 

Irwin was proud of his acquaintance with half a dozen actresses of 
minor importance. These he took to teas, dinners and suppers, talking 
later as if the engagement had had special significance. He was careful 
about his acquaintance with other women, choosing those that were, to 
him, of social importance. He had the same distrust his parents had 
for those outside of his own race. He never attended services at a syna- 
gogue, but to him religion and race were intermingled and he did not 
attempt to differentiate between them. Since boyhood he had suffered 
from prejudice far more than his sisters. He was proud to associate with 
“outsiders,” liked to think he looked and spoke and acted like one of 
them. But he would never have married a Gentile. 

Carolyn was now the liveliest member of the Riverside Drive house- 
hold. She didn’t think much of race and creed. She envied other women 
in some things, but she thought herself all that was desirable and at- 
trdAive. She liked best the people of her own race, but she preferred 
them with American or English accents, appearance and accomplish- 
ments. She liked to associate only with people of great wealth. Always 
gowned a bit ahead of fashion, perfectly groomed, silky, smooth, crisp, 
she went to the theater, evenings and matinees, to luncheons and to 
parties, giggling and laughing, quite moderately, of course, and had 
a gay time. She loved musical comedy and after-theater suppers. She 
didn’t care for the opera, but even the most serious drama could give 
her something to giggle about afterwards. Her hair and eyes were 
dark with something of the Orient about them, but her skin was fairer 
and clearer than her mother’s or Yvette’s, her round little nose was 
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always white with powder and her eyebrows narrow and smooth, her 
lips and cheeks pinkly attractive. 

You could sec Carolyn almost any fair afternoon on the Avenue 
with Eloise or Helen or Mary Louise, stopping in at one litde shop 
for a bit of lingerie, at another for flowers. They spent money with 
no thought of its value. Most of them could not remember poverty. 
Those who could found spending the best method of forgetting. Occa- 
sionally they met several of “the boys” for tea. When they didn’t they 
bought tea for themselves at Maillard’s, usually, or the Plaza. There 
was always a car waiting and they wore low pumps or slippers and the 
thinnest of stockings even when the snow was on the ground. 

Carolyn “went with” Jack Morton, Eloise’s brother. She had met 
Eloise at the Riverside Drive School. Jack was at Harvard, then, but he 
was graduated a year later and was “catching on” nicely in his father's 
box factory. The Mortons thought the Rosses a step below them so- 
cially, for the Mortons were a little farther removed from “the old 
country.” Outside of that, they liked Carolyn. So no one was surprised, 
when, in 1914, when Carolyn was twenty-three, she announced her 
engagement to Jack. The Rosses thought Carolyn had “done well,” as 
indeed she had, for Jack Morton was a likeable fellow, full of practical 
jokes and fond of poker playing, but on the whole quite a desirable 
husband. 

Ross gave his daughter a diamond lavaliere for an engagement 
present, and as Carolyn picked it out hers-^f it was quite glittering. He 
promised her the furniture for her new apartment as a wedding present. 
The Mortons gave Carolyn a small car, green, with cushions to match, 
which she pronounced “a young wonder.” They had an engagement 
“at home” and were married a few months later at one of the newer 
hotels. Carolyn hoped that it was quite evident to the friends of both 
families that they were both very wealthy. 

The young couple took a three weeks’ trip to Florida— Jack couldn’t 
stay away from the business longer than that. Then they went to the 
Astor, but Carolyn wanted to entertain her friends and a hotel does 
keep you cooped up so. She and Jack finally decided on a small apart- 
nicnt in a high-priced new building in Park Avenue. They had only 
one maid to start with for they both preferred eating at restaurants. 
With the car you could cat at a different place and go to a show or 
some place every night. 

Without Carolyn the Riverside Drive apartment seemed quiet. 
Manning went to Harvard for a year, dissatisfied with the uncxclusivc- 
ncss of Columbia. 

Dorothea liked school, too, and was now taking a few harmless 
r-ourses which gave her something to do, though they didn’t satisfy her. 
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Nothing quite pleased Dorothea. She hadn’t been satisfied with Caro- 
lyn’s school — ^girls of only one creed went there, so narrow, Dorothea 
said that school was a joke. She had chosen a more expensive school, 
patronized by daughters of rich men generally. Her new study courses 
were at Columbia and with private teachers. Mr. Ross didn’t like them. 

“It isn’t as if she had to be a teacher,” he said. “A girl can have too 
much book-learning.” 

But Dorothea went. She had always been different. Her clothes, for 
one thing. Couldn’t she have had anything she wanted ? Look at Caro^ 
lyn — always dressed like a picture — the family had to admit that, them- 
selves. Even Yvette, though she liked bright colors, was a good dresser. 
It wasn’t as if Dorothea was economical. She spent as much as Carolyn 
did. Carolyn wore things that “looked expensive,” rich broadcloth, 
elaborate furs — Dorothea preferred rough tweeds. She paid extraordi- 
nary sums for little suits that Mrs. Ross thought looked as if she’d got 
them for twenty dollars in Third Avenue. They were of mixed weaves, 
in grey or tan, and she wore big tailored collars over her coats, not 
mannish-looking or freakish, just plain. She paid fifty dollars for her 
little round velour hats. She wore heavy gloves and shoes, even when 
she went out with Carolyn, sleek in white gloves, thin pumps and furs. 
Dorothea paid huge prices for plain little evening frocks which she 
bought at exclusive little places. Even then she was not satisfied. 

Dorothea wore a perpetual little pout — something had always just 
gone wrong. She spent her time wondering what to do, dipping in 
“courses” on a variety of subjects, at settlement work, “going with 
people she didn’t have to associate with,” her mother thought. Clad in 
a trim-fitting habit she rode whole mornings in Central Park. She 
exhibited funny little Belgian Griffins at shows. She went to benefits 
and tournaments. Yet she was always a trifle “put out,” a bit bored. 
Things weren’t ever good enough, or quite what she had expected. 

For her twentieth birthday Dorothea asked for and received a new 
car, a good-looking foreign-made roadster. About time the family had 
nt6re than one car! She didn’t want a chauffeur. Hadn’t she been driv- 
ing as long as she could remember, learning on the old red one? She 
liked driving the car best of all. 

The family, the family’s friends, what any one said or did — all dis- 
pleased Dorothea. She made sport of Irwin’s pet affectations to his face, 
to her mother’s horror. She called Yvette’s things “impossible” and 
made fun of Carolyn’s diamonds. She treated her mother as a person 
of no consequence, never asking her opinion about things. Although 
she had nothing in common with her father, she made a great fuss over 
him and he grew to like her better than any other member of his family- 
She took him out in her car, though he didn’t quite enjoy the rides. 
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expecting to be tipped over at every corner. Dorothea drove perfeedy, 
with the recklessness o£ a racer. 

Dorothea went with “outsiders.” She seemed as much at home with 
members of other races as with her own. She’d bring in unexpected 
guests, making the family feel ill at ease. While guests were there she’d 
bring up bits of family history the rest were trying their hardest to keep 
out of sight. 

“Dad,” she’d say, “here’s some one that wants to meet you. He’s 
heard a lot about you. . . . Can you believe that less than twenty-five 
years ago Dad came to America with no money at all?” then, with a 
little gesture and a smile, “and now look at him.” She’d throw an arm 
around her father, who, ill at case, would greet the stranger. 

If Mr. Ross had been unsuccessful, he would have looked like any 
of a thousand of his race whom you can see leaving the shops any 
evening at the closing hour. But his wealth haloed him. It was impos- 
sible to separate him from his money. Thin, stoop-shouldered, solemn, 
quiet and accented of speech, he stood for success. To Dorothea her 
father was immensely important. She was the first who had ever made 
much of him. It embarrassed him — ^he was a simple old fellow in many 
ways— but he liked it. 

Mrs. Ross thought Dorothea didn’t appreciate her. 

“It’s always her Dad, her Dad,” she’d say, “never a word about how 
I worked when she was small or all I do for her — ^just Dad this, Dad that 
—and Irwin don’t like it — that you’re always bringing up old times, 
about Papa being a cutter. The other night when that fine Misr Tan- 
nenheim was here, you said it, when you was talking to that big blond 
fellow you brought in. . . .” 

“You’re a dear. Mother,” Dorothea would give her mother the tiniest 
touch of a kiss on her broad cheek, “but Irv’s a mess and he knows it. 
The Tannenheim person is a cheap old thing with a mean eye and 
she’ll marry him some day, if he isn’t watching.” 

“Dad,” said Dorothea, one day, “let’s move. You can’t guess how 
sick I am of Riverside Drive.” 

“What’s the matter? Haven’t you got things nice here?” 

“Nice — on the Drive?” 

“We’re always moving, it seems. Only four years ago . . 

“I know. Dad. That’s just it. A man of your position ought to have 
a home. Apartments are nothing. This one is simply awful. Riverside 
Drive is fearfully ordinary, vulgar — don’t you think so? Such a cheap 
collection of the newly rich. Dad, you ought to have your own home 
in town, anyhow, and something permanent in the country.” 
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XIII 

The idea of a home appealed to Mr. Ross. He felt, now, that he had 
always wanted a real home. Dorothea called for him in the car and 
they explored the streets east of Fifth Avenue. Finally, without consult- 
ing the rest of the family, Ross bought a five-story house in East Sixty- 
fifth Street, just off Fifth Avenue. 

“Mother will think this is terrible,” Dorothea said as she kissed him, 
“but you and I like it, don’t we? I know it cost an awful lot, Dad, but 
you can see it’s really an investment. After it’s made over a bit inside 
it will do for a family home for years. Imagine you — after all you’ve 
done — not having a family home.” 

Ross really liked the house. It seemed almost— homelike. The rest of 
the family were not pleased. The married daughters — of course it was 
not their affair — but, they wondered if it was just the right thing. Of 
course nice people lived in houses, but none of their friends. 

“That’s why we bought it,” said Dorothea. 

Irwin “guessed it was all right.” Manning was indifferent. 

Mrs. Ross held up bejeweled hands and wailed. 

“Oh, Dorothea, just as I’m beginning to get into things and can ask 
people here to a fine apartment on the Drive — an address I can be 
proud of — and here you buy an old house — I thought a young girl like 
you would want things swell — here we’ve got servants and all — ” 

“Don’t you worry,” said Dorothea, “it will be ‘swell’ enough — awful 
word. And as for servants — ” 

The family moved to the East Sixty-fifth Street house a few monihs 
later. Dorothea didn’t run around after furniture as those of her family 
who had chosen furniture before her had done. She turned the wh(»le 
house over to Miss Lessing, in Madison Avenue. Miss Lessing’s corps of 
exquisitely minded young men came in, looked around, made sketches, 
brought drapery material and wood finishes, all of which Dorothea 
examined critically. 

jiAt last we’ll have some place we can ask our friends,” she said. 

The house in East Sixty-fifth Street was rather nice. It was done in 
English things, mostly, painted walls and rather soft taffetas. There 
were some big easy chairs that could be pulled around, comfortably, m 
front of the fireplace. Perhaps because of its seeming simplicity and the 
plainness of the walls and carpets Mr. Ross liked it more than any 
home he had ever had. He felt it belonged to him. Mrs. Ross never 
liked it. 

“It’s too plain,” she said, “nothing to it. No one would believe ho'V 
much it cost you. Papa. Mrs. Sinsheimer has got an apartment on Park 
Avenue, just a block from Carolyn. Fourteen rooms. She had a deco* 
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lator, too, but he got different things than this — gold furniture. It looks 
like something. We had a fine place on Riverside Drive and Dorothea 
drags us here, where there ain’t even lights enough to see by, at night.” 

Still, Mrs. Ross found out, from what people said, that there must be 
something desirable about the new home. She even acquired a bit of the 
patter Dorothea used, pointing, with something like pride, to “a real 
Chippendale escritoire, one of the nicest examples in America,” and 
“some Wedgwood plaques, three, from an original set of four, you 
know,” and “of course, we are getting old and it’s nice we can have a 
home where we can gather the sort of things we like, as a background.” 

Irwin didn’t “think much of the place, myself,” but it was a good 
idea, the old folks having a home ... he was glad he didn’t have to be 
ashamed of it, though, for his part . . . now, that country place Doro- 
thea was talking about . . . 

Yes, Dorothea had been talking about a country place. After they 
were settled in the new home, she continued to talk. They had five 
servants now — they wouldn’t even need two sets — Dad could see how 
it took that many to run any kind of a house — and they could just shut 
up the town house in Spring and open it in Fall. All the family could 
be there, too, Yvette and the new baby, and Carolyn and their hus- 
bands ... “a real family together. Dad, a permanent family like ours 
ought to have a decent country place.” 

The country place was on Long Island, finally. Dorothea picked it 
out and put the decorations in the hands oL the same firm of decorators, 
who did rather startling things with colored wicker, chintz and tiled 
floors. 

It was near a famous country club and Dorothea knew, as did the 
rest of them, that none of the men of her family could ever be admitted. 
It didn’t seem fair to her, of course, and yet . . . Dad was a great one 
—there oughtn’t to be any place Dad couldn’t get into. But Dad didn’t 
care. Though, from things he said, Dorothea knew he had felt things 
. . . expected them. He hadn’t even hoped this much of life, Irwin 
didn’t like being left out of things . . . and yet, Dorothea, looking at 
Irwin, hearing him argue in his rather nasal tone, gesturing with his 
long amber cigarette holder, couldn’t blame members of the club, 
exactly. ... It wasn’t because of Irwin’s race . . . maybe the members, 
themselves, weren’t so wonderful . . , and yet there were her two * 
brothers-in-law, one rather fat, both slow-minded, card-playing, a bit 
loud and blatant, always bringing money into the conversation . . . 
Yvette, loud, laughing, so heavy, mentally, Carolyn, with her cheap talk 
of money and spending . . . her mother ... it wasn’t fair to criticize 
ber, her mother’d had a hard time of it when she was young, and 
yet . . . 



1020 THYRA SAMTER WINSLOW 

Dorothea knew that, somehow, the men she liked didn’t belcing to 
her race. Hamilton Fournier, now ... of course, if she’d marry him, 
there would be an awful talk, lots of crying and going on about religion 
. . . that sort of thing. She could hear her mother ... she remembered 
when Freda Moss married, — “He’ll throw it up to you.” Yet, if you 
are proud of your race . . . doesn’t that . . . can you have a thing 
“thrown up to you” that you are proud of? It was a big problem, too 
big for Dorothea. She felt that she’d always had everything she wanted 
. . . she could keep on having . . . 

The family settled down comfortably in the new home, Manning 
with them. He was going to school in town, now. 

Mrs. Ross was getting to like the new home better ... it wasn’t 
Riverside Drive, of course, but people didn’t look down on her here. 
She was even getting in with Mrs. Rosenblatt — now that she lived near 
her. That crowd — she didn’t have their education, but what of it, she 
was richer than most of them. Who were they, to be so exclusive? 
Maybe, by next year, if she donated to their Orphans’ Nursery Fund . . . 

Mr. Ross’s indigestion seemed a little worse. The doctor came to see 
him several times each week and he had to be more careful with his 
diet. There seemed to be less to do at the office. He could retire, of course, 
but that would take away the only interesting thing he had — the few 
hours at the office. He even tried outdoor exercise, but after one at. 
tempt, he gave up golf as impossible. He gave to organized charities 
rather liberally and was even appointed on a committee which he never 
attended — he knew it was his money they wanted. He would sit, as 
he had always sat in the evening, falling asleep over his paper, or, 
bundled up beyond the necessity of the weather, he would climb into 
the car and spend a few hours with an old friend, or someone would 
•come to see him, playing cards, as always. But a few of the old friends 
had died, another had moved away . . . there had never been many 
of them. He was just an old man, and lonesome, with nothing interest- 
ing jp do or think about. . . . 

XIV 

Manning stopped school the year after the family moved into their 
new home. He had had a year at Harvard and a year or so at art 
school. Now, at twenty-two, he felt that he was a sculptor. His father 
was disappointed — ^Manning had started out a nice boy — it did seem 
that one of the boys . . . 

But Manning shrugged sensitive shoulders at anything as crude as 
the clothing business, even wholesale. His soul was not in such things. 
And Mr. Ross had to admit that the position of model was about the 
only one in the establishment that Manning could have filled. Man- 
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ning went in, rather heavily, for the arts that the rest of the family had 
neglected. Of course Dorothea read, but Manning thought she skimmed 
too lightly over real literature. And Irwin— an impossible, material 
fellow. 

Manning wore his hair a trifle long. He talked knowingly of Byzan- 
tine enamels and the School of Troyes. He knew Della Robbia and the 
Della-Cruscans. There was nothing he didn’t know about French 
ivories. He knew how champleve enameling differed from other 
methods . . . there were few mysteries for Manning. His personal con- 
tributions to Wanty consisted of fantastic heads, influenced slightly by 
the French of the Fourteenth Century, in bas-relief — very flat relief, of 
course. 

Manning’s friends felt they formed a real part of New York's “new 
serious Bohemia.” They ate in “unexploited” Greenwich Village restau- 
rants, never complaining about the poorly cooked food, sitting for 
hours at the bare, painted tables, talking eagerly in the dim candle or 
lamp light. They expressed disgust when “uptowners” discovered their 
retreats and sometimes moved elsewhere. You could find them every 
Saturday and Sunday night in parties of from four to ten, at the Bre- 
voort, sometimes with pretty girls who didn’t listen to what they were 
saying, sometimes with homely little “artistic” ones, hung with soiled 
embroidered smocks, who listened too eagerly, talking of life and art, 
revolution and undiscovered genius. 

There was no question that Manning’s father should continue his 
allowance — there is no money in sincere art these days. Manning knew 
that even his father must recognize that. Manning spent his summer 
with the family on Long Island — it was hot in town. But, when one s 
family is of the bourgeoisie, it does draw one’s energy so. In the autumn 
Manning decided he must have a real studio, some place he could work 
and expand, going to “the town house” for week-ends. Having one s 
family uptown was quite all right, of course — ^but you couldn t expect 
an artist to live with them, 

Mr. Ross agreed to the studio. He was getting accustomed to Doro- 
thea’s friends, unbelievers though they were. He found he could not 
accept the artistic friends that Manning thought so delightful. 

Manning found his studio, finally. The rent was terrific, of course, 
but the building had been rebuilt at great expense and was absolutely 
desirable in location, construction, everything. He furnished it himself 
in Italian and Spanish Renaissance things. Rather nice! When it was 
furnished— though they probably couldn’t “get it” he’d let the family 
sec it. 

One Sunday, after a family reunion dinner. Manning announced 
that his studio was done. If the family liked they might all run down 
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that way— a sort of informal reception ... of course, they probably 
couldn’t understand it all. . . . 

It was in the Village, of course, but not “of” it. Did they think the 
Village was slumming? Uptown people did. But that’s where you’d find 
real thought, people who accomplished things. . . . 

“Why, my new studio has real atmosphere” — Manning ran his fin- 
gers through his hair as he spoke. “It’s in a wonderful old building, 
magnificent lines and the architect left them all — ^it’s just inside he’s 
remodeled. IVe the third floor front, two magnificent rooms, a huge 
fireplace, some lovely Italian things . . . and the view from the window 
is so quaint and artistic ... of course you may not understand it , . , 
this family . . . it’s just a block from Washington Square.'’ 

“Why, that’s where . . .” began Mrs. Ross. 

Irwin silenced her. 

“Don’t begin old times. Mamma. Most of us haven’t as long memories 
as you,” he said. 

“Come on, now that we’re all here, let’s go down,” Manning went on, 
“I want you to see something really artistic. A friend of mine, DuBroil 
— I think you’ve met him — did me a stunning name plate in copper, 
just my name, Manning Cuyler Ross. I’m so glad I took Cuyler for a 
middle name last year. And there is just the single word, ‘masks.’ I 
thought it was — rather good. And I’ve a stunning bit of tapestry on 
the south wall. Come on — ^you’ve got your cars here, we’d letter get 
started—” 

It was a pleasant drive. The three cars drew up, almost at once, in 
front of Manning’s studio, as he, in the front car, pointed it out to 

them. 

They made quite a party as they turned out in front of the building 
—a prosperous American family — ^Mr. and Mrs. Lincoln Ross, well- 
dressed, commanding, in their fifties, which isn’t old, these days; Mac- 
Dougal Adams, plump, pompous; Yvette Ross Adams, in handsome 
fufiff and silks; Jack Morton, sleek, black-haired; his always exquisitely 
gowned wife, Carolyn Ross Morton; Irwin Ross, in a well-fitting cut- 
away, eyebrows raised inquiringly, chatting alertly; Dorothea Ross, at- 
tractive and girlish in rough tan homespun, and Manning Cuyler Ross, 
their host, pleasandy artistic. 

“Here’s fhc place,” said Manning. “No elevator, real Bohemia, three 
flights up, uncarpeted stairs. Come on, Mother.” 

Mrs. J^ss was strangely pale, and on the faces of Yvette and Irwin 
and MacDougal Adams there were curious shadows. The rest, save 
for Mr. Ross, were too young to remember. As for him he broke, for 
fkt first time in years, into a broad smile. Manning went raiding on. 
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“This,” he proclaimed, “is the way to livel None of your middle* 
class fripperies. Plain living, high thinking— this is the life!” 

They came to the studio at last, and all stood about in silence while 
Manning explained its charms— the clear light, the plain old wood- 
work, the lovely view of the square, the remote, old-world atmosphere. 
In the midst of his oratory Mr. Ross sidled up to Mamma Ross and 
reached stealthily for her hand. 

“Do you remember, Minnie,” he whispered, “this room — this old 
place— those old days—” 

“Hush,” said Mamma Ross, “the children will hear you.” 



M.ana Gncepcion 

BY KATHERINE ANNE PORTER 


M ARIA CONCEPCION 

walked carefully, keeping to the middle of the white dusty road, where 
the maguey thorns and the treacherous curved spines of organ cactus had 
not gathered so profusely. She would have enjoyed resting for a moment 
in the dark shade by the roadside, but she had no time to waste drawing 
cactus needles from her feet. Juan and his chief would be waiting for 
their food in the damp trenches of the buried city. 

She carried about a dozen living fowls slung over her right shoulder, 
their feet fastened together. Half of them fell upon the flat of her back, 
the balance dangled uneasily over her breast. They wriggled their be- 
numbed and swollen legs against her neck, they twisted their stupefied 
eyes and peered into her face inquiringly. She did not see them or think 
of them. Her left arm was tired with the weight of the food basket, and 
she was hungry after her long morning’s work. 

Her straight back outlined itself strongly under her clean bright blue 
cotton rebozo. Instinctive serenity softened her black eyes, shaped like 
alnfbnds, set far apart, and tilted a bit endwise. She walked with the 
free, natural, guarded ease of the primitive woman carrying an unborn 
child. The shape of her body was easy, the swelhng life was not a distor- 
tion, but the right inevitable proportions of a woman. She was entirely 
contented. Her husband was at work and she was on her way to market 
to sell her fowls. 

Her small house sat half-way up a shallow hill, under a clump of 
pepper-trees, a wall of organ cactus enclosing it on the side nearest to 
the road. Now she came down into the valley, divided by the narrow 
spring, and crossed a bridge of loose stones near the hut where Maria 
Rosa die beekeeper lived with her old godmother, Lupe the medicine 
woman. Maria (^ncepcion had no faith in the charred owl bones, the 
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singed rabbit fur, the cat entrails, the messes and ointments sold by Lupe 
to the ailing of the village. She was a good Christian, and drank simple 
herb teas for headache and stomach ache, or bought her remedies bot- 
tled, with printed directions that she could not read, at the drugstore 
near the city market, where she went almost daily. But she often bought 
a jar of honey from young Maria Rosa, a pretty, shy child only fifteen 
years old. 

Maria Concepcion and her husband, Juan Villegas, were each a little 
past their eighteenth year. She had a good reputation with the neighbors 
as an energetic religious woman who could drive a bargain to the end. 
It was commonly known that if she wished to buy a new rcbozo for 
herself or a shirt for Juan, she could bring out a sack of hard silver coins 
for the purpose. 

She had paid for the license, nearly a year ago, the potent bit of 
stamped paper which permits people to be married in the church. She 
had given money to the priest before she and Juan walked together up 
to the altar the Monday after Holy Week. It had been the adventure of 
the villagers to go, three Sundays one after another, to hear the banns 
called by the priest for Juan de Dios Villegas and Maria Concepcion 
Manriquez, who were actually getting married in the church, instead of 
behind it, which was the usual custom, less expensive, and as binding as 
any other ceremony. But Maria Concepcion was always as proud as if 
she owned a hacienda. 

She paused on the bridge and dabbled her feet in the water, her eyes 
resting themselves from the sun-rays in a fixed gaze to the far-off moun- 
tains, deeply blue under their hanging drift of clouds. It came to her 
that she would like a fresh crust of honey. The delicious aroma of bees, 
their slow thrilling hum, awakened a pleasant desire for a flake of sweet- 
ness in her mouth. 

“If I do not eat it now, I shall mark my child,” she thought, peering 
through the crevices in the thick hedge of cactus that sheered up nakedly, 
like bared knife blades set protcctingly around the small clearing. The 
place was so silent she doubted if Maria Rosa and Lupe were at home. 

The leaning jacal of dried rush-withes and corn sheaves, bound to 
tall saplings thrust into the earth, roofed with yellowed maguey leaves 
flattened and overlapping like shingles, hunched drowsy and fragrant 
in the warmth of noonday. The hives, similarly made, were scattered 
towards the back of the clearing, like small mounds of clean vegetable 
refuse. Over each mound there hung a dusty golden shimmer of bees. 

^ gay scream of laughter rose from behind the hut; a man’s short 
laugh joined in. “Ah, hahahahal” went the voices together high and low, 
like a song. 

“So Maria Rosa has a man!” Maria Concepcion stopped short, smil- 
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ing, shifted her burden slightly, and bent forward shading her eyes to 
see more clearly through the spaces of the hedge. 

Maria Rosa ran, dodging between beehives, parting two stunted jas- 
mine bushes as she came, lifting her knees in swift leaps, looking over 
her shoulder and laughing in a quivering, excited way. A heavy jar, 
swung to her wrist by the handle, knocked against her thighs as she 
ran. Her toes pushed up sudden spurts of dust, her half-raveled braids 
showered around her shoulders in long crinkled wisps. 

Juan Villegas ran after her, also laughing strangely, his teedi set, 
both rows gleaming behind the small soft black beard growing sparsely 
on his lips, his chin, leaving his brown cheeks girl-smooth. When he 
seized her, he clenched so hard her chemise gave way and ripped from 
her shoulder. She stopped laughing at this, pushed him away and stood 
silent, trying to pull up the torn sleeve with one hand. Her pointed chin 
and dark red mouth moved in an uncertain way, as if she wished to 
laugh again; her long black lashes flickered with the quick-moving 
lights in her hidden eyes. 

Maria Concepcion did not stir nor breathe for some seconds. Her 
forehead was cold, and yet boiling water seemed to be pouring slowly 
along her spine. An unaccountable pain was in her knees, as if they were 
broken. She was afraid Juan and Maria Rosa would feel her eyes fixed 
upon them and would find her there, unable to move, spying upon them. 
But they did not pass beyond the enclosure, nor even glance towards the 
gap in the wall opening upon the road. 

Juan lifted one of Maria Rosa’s loosened braids and slapped her neck 
with it playfully. She smiled softly, consentingly. Together they moved 
back through the hives of honey-comb. Maria Rosa balanced her jar on 
one hip and swung her long full petticoats with every step. Juan flour- 
ished his wide hat back and forth, walking proudly as a game-cock. 

Maria Concepcion came out of the heavy cloud which enwrapped 
her head and bound her throat, and found herself walking onward, 
k^ping the road without knowing it, feeling her way delicately, her 
cars strumming as if all Maria Rosa’s bees had hived in them. Her care- 
ful sense of duty kept her moving toward the buried city where Juan’s 
chief, the American archeologist, was taking his midday rest, waiting 
for his food. 

Juan and Maria Rosa! She burned all over now, as if a layer of tiny 
fig-cactus bristles, as cruel as spun glass, had crawled under her skin. She 
wished to sit down quietly and wait for her death, but not until she had 
cut the throats of her man and that girl who were laughing and kissing 
under the cornstalks. Once when she was a young girl she had come 
back from market to find her jacal burned to a pile of ash and her few 
silver coins gone. A dark empty feeling had filled her; she kept moving 
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about the place, not believing her eyes, expecting it all to take shape 
again before her. But it was gone, and though she knew an enemy had 
done it, she could not find out who it was, and could only curse and 
threaten the air. Now here was a worse thing, but she knew her enemy. 
Maria Rosa, that sinful girl, shameless! She heard herself saying a harsh, 
true word about Maria Rosa, saying it aloud as if she expected someone 
to agree with her: “Yes, she is a whore! She has no right to live.” 

At this moment the gray untidy head of Givens appeared over the 
edges of the newest trench he had caused to be dug in his field of exca- 
vations. The long deep crevasses, in which a man might stand without 
being seen, lay crisscrossed like orderly gashes of a giant scalpel. Nearly 
all of the men of the community worked for Givens, helping him to un- 
cover the lost city of their ancestors. They worked all the year through 
and prospered, digging every day for those small clay heads and bits of 
pottery and fragments of painted walls for which there was no good 
use on earth, being all broken and encrusted with clay. They themselves 
could make better ones, perfectly stout and new, which they took to 
town and peddled to foreigners for real money. But the unearthly delight 
of the chief in finding these wornout things was an endless puzzle. He 
would fairly roar for joy at times, waving a shattered pot or a human 
skull above his head, shouting for his photographer to come and make 
a picture of this! 

Now he emerged, and his young enthusiast’s eyes welcomed Maria 
Concepcion from his old-man face, covered with hard wrinkles apd 
burned to the color of red earth. “I hope you’ve brought me a nice fat 
one.” He selected a fowl from the bunch dangling nearest him as Maria 
Concepcion, wordless, leaned over the trench. “Dress it for me, there’s 
a good girl. I’ll broil it.” 

Maria Concepcion took the fowl by the head, and silently, swiftly 
drew her knife across its throat, twisting the head oil with the casual 
firmness she might use with the top of a beet. 

“Good God, woman, you do have nerve,” said Givens, watching her. 
“I can’t do that. It gives me the creeps.” 

“My home country is Guadalajara,” explained Maria Concepcion, 
without bravado, as she picked and gutted the fowl. 

She stood and regarded Givens condescendingly, that diverting white 
man who had no woman of his own to cook for him, and moreover 
appeared not to feel any loss of dignity in preparing his own food. He 
squatted now, eyes squinted, nose wrinkled to avoid the smoke, turning 
the roasting fowl busily on a stick. A mysterious man, undoubtedly rich, 
and Juan’s chief, therefore to be respected, to be placated. 

“The tortiUas arc fresh and hot, senor,” she murmured gently. “With 
your permission I will now go m market.” 
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“Yes, yes, run along; bring me another of these tomorrow.” Givens 
turned his head to look at her again. Her grand manner sometimes re- 
minded him of royalty in exile. He noticed her unnatural paleness. “The 
sun is too hot, eh?” he asked. 

“Yes, sir. Pardon me, but Juan will be here soon?” 

“He ought to be here now. Leave his food. The others will eat it.” 

She moved away; the blue of her rebozo became a dancing spot in the 
heat waves that rose from the gray-red soil. Givens liked his Indians best 
when he could feel a fatherly indulgence for their primitive childish 
ways. He told comic stories of Juan’s escapades, of how often he had 
saved him, in the past five years, from going to jail, and even from being 
shot, for his varied and always unexpected misdeeds. 

“I am never a minute too soon to get him out of one pickle or another,” 
he would say. “Well, he’s a good worker, and I know how to manage 
him.” 

After Juan was married, he used to twit him, with exactly the right 
shade of condescension, on his many infidelities to Maria Concepcion. 
“She’ll catch you yet, and God help you!” he was fond of saying, and 
Juan would laugh with immense pleasure. 

It did not occur to Maria Concepcion to tell Juan she had found him out. 
During the day her anger against him died, and her anger against Maria 
Rosa grew. She kept saying to herself, “When I was a young girl like 
Maria Rosa, if a man had caught hold of me so, I would have broken my 
jar over his head.” She forgot completely that she had not resisted even 
so much as Maria Rosa, on the day that Juan had first taken hold of her. 
Besides she had married him afterwards in the church, and that was a 
very different thing. 

Juan did not come home that night, but went away to war and Maria 
Rosa went with him. Juan had a rifle at his shoulder and two pistols 
at his belt. Maria Rosa wore a rifle also, slung on her back along with 
the Jdankets and the cooking pots. They joined the nearest detachment 
of troops in the field, and Maria Rosa marched ahead with the battalion 
of experienced women of war, which went over the crops like locusts, 
gathering provisions for the army. She cooked with them, and ate with 
them what was left after the men had eaten. After battles she went out 
on the field with the others to salvage clothing and ammunition and 
guns from the slain before they should begin to swell in the heat. Some- 
times they would encounter the women from the other army, and a 
second battle as grim as the first would take place. 

There was no particular scandal in the village. People shrugged, 
grinned. It was far better that they were gone. The neighbors went 
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around saying that Maria Rosa was safer in the army than she would be 
in the same village with Maria Concepcion. 

Maria Concepcion did not weep when Juan left her; and when the 
baby was born, and died within four days, she did not weep, “She is 
mere stone,” said old Lupe, who went over and offered charms to pre- 
serve the baby. 

“May you rot in hell with your charms,” said Maria Concepcion. 

If she had not gone so regularly to church, lighting candles before 
the saints, kneeling with her arms spread in the form of a cross for hours 
at a time, and receiving holy communion every month, there might have 
been talk of her being devil-possessed, her face was so changed and blind- 
looking. But this was impossible when, after all, she had been married 
by the priest. It must be, they reasoned, that she was being punished for 
her pride. They decided that this was the true cause for everything: she 
was altogether too proud. So they pitied her. 

During the year that Juan and Maria Rosa were gone Maria Con- 
cepcion sold her fowls and looked after her garden and her sack of hard 
coins grew. Lupe had no talent for bees, and the hives did not prosper. 
She began to blame Maria Rosa for running away, and to praise Maria 
Concepcion for her behavior. She used to see Maria Concepcion at the 
market or at church, and she always said that no one could tell by look- 
ing at her now that she was a woman who had such a heavy grief. 

“I pray God everything goes well with Maria Concepcion from this 
out,” she would say, “for she has had her shc^re of trouble.” 

When some idle person repeated this to the deserted woman, she went 
down to Lupe’s house and stood within the clearing and called to the 
medicine woman, who sat in her doorway stirring a mess of her in- 
fallible cure for sores: “Keep your prayers to yourself, Lupe, or offer 
them for others who need them. I will ask God for what I want in this 
world.” 

“And will you get it, you think, Maria Concepcion?” asked Lupe, 
tittering cruelly and smelling the wooden mixing spoon. “Did you pray 
for what you have now?” 

Afterward everyone noticed that Maria Concepcion went oftener to 
church, and even seldomer to the village to talk with the other women 
as they sat along the curb, nursing their babies and eating fruit, at the 
end of the market-day. 

“She is wrong to take us for enemies,” said old Soledad, who was a 
thinker and a peace-maker. “All women have these troubles. Well, we 
should suffer together.” 

But Maria Concepcion lived alone. She was gaunt, as if something 
Were gnawing her away inside, her eyes were sunken, and she would not 
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speak a word if she could help it. She worked harder than ever, and her 
butchering knife was scarcely ever out of her hand. 

Juan and Maria Rosa, disgusted with military life, came home one day 
without asking permission of anyone. The field of war had unrolled 
itself, a long scroll of vexations, until the end had frayed out within 
twenty miles of Juan’s village. So he and Maria Rosa, now lean as a 
wolf, burdened with a child daily expected, set out with no farewells to 
the regiment and walked home. 

They arrived one morning about daybreak. Juan was picked up on 
sight by a group of military police from the small barracks on the edge of 
town, and taken to prison, where the officer in charge told him with im- 
personal cheerfulness that he would add one to a catch of ten waiting to 
be shot as deserters the next morning. 

Maria Rosa, screaming and falling on her face in the road, was taken 
under the armpits by two guards and helped briskly to her jacal, now 
sadly run down. She was received with professional importance by Lupe, 
who helped the baby to be born at once. 

Limping with foot soreness, a layer of dust concealing his fine new 
clothes got mysteriously from somewhere, Juan appeared before the cap- 
tain at the barracks. The captain recognized him as head digger for his 
good friend Givens, and dispatched a note to Givens saying: “I am hold- 
ing the person of Juan Villegas awaiting your further disposition.” 

When Givens showed up Juan was delivered to him with the urgent 
request that nothing be made public about so humane and sensible an 
operation on the part of military authority. 

Juan walked out of the rather stifling atmosphere of the drumhead 
court, a definite air of swagger about him. His hat, of unreasonable di- 
mensions and embroidered with silver thread, hung over one eyebrow, 
secured at the back by a cord of silver dripping with bright blue tassels. 

His shirt was of a checkerboard pattern in green and black, his white 
cotton trousers were bound by a belt of yellow leather tooled in red. His 
feet were bare, full of stone bruises, and sadly ragged as to toenails. He 
removed his cigarette from the corner of his full-lipped wide mouth. 

He removed the splendid hat. His black dusty hair, pressed moistly to 
his forehead, sprang up suddenly in a cloudly thatch on his crown. He 
bowed to the officer, who appeared to be gazing at a vacuum. He swung 
his arm wide in a free circle upsoaring towards the prison window, 
where forlorn heads poked over the window sill, hot eyes following after 
the lucky departing one. Two or three of the heads nodded, and a hali 
dozen hands were flipped at him in an effort to imitate his own casual 
and heady manner. 

Juan kept up this insufferable pantomime until they rounded the first 

j 
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clump of fig-cactus. Then he seized Givens’ hand and burst into oratory. 
“Blessed be the day your servant Juan Villegas first came under your 
eyes. From this day my life is yours without condition, ten thousand 
thanks with all my heart!” 

“For God’s sake stop playing the fool,” said Givens irritably. “Some 
day Fm going to be five minutes too late ” 

“Well, it is nothing much to be shot, my chief — certainly you know I 
was not afraid — but to be shot in a drove of deserters, against a cold wall, 
]usL in the moment of my home-coming, by order of that . . 

Glittering epithets tumbled over one another like explosions of a 
rocket. All the scandalous analogies from the animal and vegetable 
worlds were applied in a vivid, unique and personal way to the life, 
loves, and family history of the officer who had just set him free. When 
he had quite cursed himself dry, and his nerves were soothed, he added : 
“With your permission, my chief!” 

“What will Maria Concepcion say to all this?” asked Givens. “You 
arc very informal, Juan, for a man who was married in the church.” 

Juan put on his hat. 

“Oh, Maria Concepcion! That’s nothing. Look, my chief, to be mar- 
ried in the church is a great misfortune for a man. After that he is not 
himself any more. How can that woman complain when I do not drink 
even at fiestas enough to be really drunk? I do not beat her; never, never. 
We were always at peace. I say to her, Come here, and she comes straight, 
1 say, Go there, and she goes quickly. Yet sorxictimes I looked at her and 
thought, Now I am married to that woman in the church, and I felt a 
sinking inside, as if something were lying heavy on my stomach. With 
Maria Rosa it is all different. She is not silent; she talks. When she talks 
too much, I slap her and say, Silence, thou simpleton! and she weeps. 
She is just a girl with whom I do as I please. You know how she used to 
keep those clean little bees in their hives ? She is like their honey to me. 
I swear it. I would not harm Maria Concepcion because I am married to 
her in the church; but also, my chief, I will not leave Maria Rosa, be- 
cause she pleases me more than any other woman.” 

“Let me tell you, Juan, things haven’t been going as well as you think. 
You be careful. Some day Maria Concepcion will just take your head off 
with that carving knife of hers. You keep that in mind.” 

Juan’s expression was the proper blend of masculine triumph and 
sentimental melancholy. It was pleasant to see himself in the role of hero 
to two such desirable women. He had just escaped from the threat of a 
disagreeable end. His clothes were new and handsome, and they had 
cost him just nothing. Maria Rosa had collected them for him here and 
there after battles. He was walking in the early sunshine, smelling the 
good smells of ripening cactus-figs, peaches, and melons, of pungent 
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berries dangling from the pepper-trees, and the smoke of his cigarette 
under his nose. He was on his way to civilian life with his patient chief. 
His situation was ineffably perfect, and he swallowed it whole. 

“My chief,” he addressed Givens handsomely, as one man of the world 
to another, “women are good things, but not at this moment. With your 
permission, I will now go to the village and eat. My God, how I shall eat! 
Tomorrow morning very early I will come to the buried city and work 
like seven men. Let us forget Maria Concepcion and Maria Rosa. Each 
one in her place. I will manage them when the times comes.” 

News of Juan s adventure soon got abroad, and Juan found many 
friends about him during the morning. They frankly commended his 
way of leaving the army. It was in itself the act of a hero. The new hero 
ate a great deal and drank somewhat, the occasion being better than a 
feast-day. It was almost noon before he returned to visit Maria Rosa. 

He found her sitting on a clean straw mat, rubbing fat on her three- 
hour-old son. Before this felicitous vision Juan’s emotions so twisted him 
that he returned to the village and invited every man in the “Death and 
Resurrection” pulque shop to drink with him. 

Having thus taken leave of his balance, he started back to Maria Rosa, 
and found himself unaccountably in his own house, attempting to beat 
Maria Concepcion by way of reestablishing himself in his legal house- 
hold. 

Maria Concepcion, knowing all the events of that unhappy day, was 
not in a yielding mood, and refused to be beaten. She did not scream nor 
implore; she stood her ground and resisted; she even struck at him. Juan, 
amazed, hardly knowing what he did, stepped back and gazed at her 
inquiringly through a leisurely whirling film which seemed to have 
lodged behind his eyes. Certainly he had not even thought of touching 
her. Oh, well, no harm done. He gave up, turned away, half-asleep on 
his feet. He dropped amiably in a shadowed corner and began to snore. 

Maria Concepcion, seeing that he was quiet, began to bind the legs of 
her fowls. It was market-day and she was late. She fumbled and tangled 
tHc bits of cord in her haste, and set off across the plowed fields instead 
of taking the accustomed road. She ran with a crazy panic in her head, 
her stumbling legs. Now and then she would stop and look about her, 
trying to place herself, then go on a few steps, until she realized that she 
was not going towards the market. 

At once she came to her senses completely, recognized the thing that 
troubled her so terribly, was certain of what she wanted. She sat down 
quietly under a sheltering thorny bush and gave herself over to her long 
devouring sorrow. The thing which had for so long squeezed her whole 
body into a tight dumb knot of suffering suddenly broke with shocking 
violence. She jerked with the involuntary recoil of one who receives a 
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blow, and the sweat poured from her skin as if the wounds of her whole 
life were shedding their salt ichor. Drawing her rebozo over her head, 
she bowed her forehead on her updrawn knees, and sat there in deadly 
silence and immobility. From time to time she lifted her head where the 
sweat formed steadily and poured down her face, drenching the front of 
her chemise, and her mouth had the shape of crying, but there were no 
tears and no sound. All her being was a dark confused memory of grief 
burning in her at night, of deadly baffled anger eating at her by day, until 
her very tongue tasted bitter, and her feet were as heavy as if she were 
mired in the muddy roads during the time of rains. 

After a great while she stood up and threw the rebozo off her face, and 
set out walking again. 

Juan awakened slowly, with long yawns and grumblings, alternated 
with short relapses into sleep full of visions and clamors. A blur of orange 
light seared his eyeballs when he tried to unseal his lids. There came from 
somewhere a low voice weeping without tears, saying meaningless 
[)hrases over and over. He began to listen. He tugged at the leash of his 
stupor, he strained to grasp those words which terrified him even though 
he could not quite hear them. Then he came awake with frightening 
suddenness, sitting up and staring at the long sharpened streak of light 
piercing the corn-husk walls from the level disappearing sun. 

Mar* a Concepcion stood in the doorway, looming colossally tall to his 
betrayed eyes. She was talking quickly, and calling his name. Then he 
saw her clearly. 

“God’s name!” said Juan, frozen to the marrow, “here I am facing my 
death!” for the long knife she wore habitually at her belt was in her hand. 
But instead, she threw it away, clear from her, and got down on her 
knees, crawling toward him as he had seen her crawl many times toward 
the shrine at Guadalupe Villa. He watched her approach with such hor- 
ror that che hair of his head seemed to be lifting itself away from him. 
Falling forward upon her face, she huddled over him, lips moving in a 
ghostly whisper. Her words became clear, and Juan understood them all. 

For a second he could not move nor speak. Then he took her head be- 
tween both his hands, and supported her in this way, saying swiftly, 
anxiously reassuring, almost in a babble: 

“Oh, thou poor creature! Oh, madwoman! Oh, my Marfa Concepcion, 

unfortunate! Listen Don’t be afraid. Listen to me! I will hide thee 

away, I thy own man will protect thee! Quiet! Not a sound!” 

Trying to collect himself, he held her and cursed under his breath for 
a few moments in the gathering darkness. Marfa Concepcion bent over, 
face almost on the ground, her feet folded under her, as if she would hide 
behind him. For the first time in his life Juan was aware of danger. This 
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Even the restless light could not give a look of life to that fixed coun- 
tenance. She was dead. Maria Concepcion felt her muscles give way 
softly; her heart began beating steadily without effort. She knew no more 
rancor against that pitiable thing, lying indifferently in its blue cofSn 
under the fine silk rebozo. The mouth drooped sharply at the corners in 
a grimace of weeping arrested half-way. The brows were distressed; the 
dead flesh could not cast off the shape of its last terror. It was all finished. 
Maria Rosa had eaten too much honey and had had too much love. Now 
she must sit in hell, crying over her sins and her hard death forever and 
ever. 

Old Lupe’s cackling voice arose. She had spent the morning helping 
Maria Rosa, and it had been hard work. The child had spat blood the 
moment it was born, a bad sign. She thought then that bad luck would 
come to the house. Well, about sunset she was in the yard at the back of 
the house grinding tomatoes and peppers. She had left mother and babe 
asleep. She heard a strange noise in the house, a choking and smothered 
calling, like someone wailing in sleep. Well, such a thing is only natural. 
But there followed a light, quick, thudding sound — 

“Like the blows of a fist interrupted an officer. 

“No, not at all like such a thing.” 

“How do you know?” 

“I am well acquainted with that sound, friends,” retorted Lupe. “This 
was something else.” 

She was at a loss to describe it exactly. A moment later, there came the 
sound of pebbles rolling and slipping under feet; then she knew someone 
had been there and was running away. 

“Why did you wait so long before going to see?” 

“I am old and hard in the joints,” said Lupe. “I cannot run after people. 
I walked as fast as I could to the cactus hedge, for it is only by this way 
that anyone can enter. There was no one in the road, sir, no one. Three 
cows, and a dog driving them; nothing else. When I got to Maria Rosa, 
sj>c was lying all tangled up, and from her neck to her middle she was 
full of knife-holes. It was a sight to move the Blessed Image Himself! 
Her eyes were — ” 

“Never mind. Who came oftenest to her house before she went away.^ 
Did you know her enemies?” 

Lupe’s face congealed, closed. Her spongy skin drew into a network of 
secretive wrinkles. She turned withdrawn and expressionless eyes upon 
the gendarmes. 

“I am an old woman. I do not see well. I cannot hurry on my feet. I 
know no enemy of Maria Rosa. I did not see anyone leave the clearing. 

“You did not hear splashing in the spring near the bridge?” 

“No, sir.” 
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“Why, then, do our dogs follow a scent there and lose it?” 

“God only knows, my friend. I am an old wo—” 

“Yes. How did the footfalls sound?” 

“Like the tread of an evil spirit!” Lupe broke forth in a swelling 
oracular tone that startled them. The Indians stirred uneasily, glanced 
at the dead, then at Lupe. They half expected her to produce the evil 
spirit among them at once. 

The gendarme began to lose his temper. 

“No, poor unfortunate;.! mean, were they heavy or light? The foot- 
steps of a man or of a woman? Was the person shod or barefoot?” 

A glance at the listening circle assured Lupe of their thrilled attention. 
She enjoyed the dangerous importance of her situation. She could have 
ruined that Maria Concepcion with a word, but it was even sweeter to 
make fools of these gendarmes who went about spying on honest people. 
She raised her voice again. What she had not seen she could not describe, 
thank God! No one could harm her because her knees were stiff and she 
could not run even to seize a murderer. As for knowing the difference 
between footfalls, shod or bare, man or woman, nay, between devil and 
human, who ever heard of such madness ? 

“My eyes are not ears, gentlemen,” she ended grandly, “but upon my 
heart 1 swear those footsteps fell as the tread of the spirit of evil!” 

“Imbecile!” yapped the leader in a shrill voice. “Take her away, one of 
you! Now, Juan Villegas, tell me — ” 

Juan told his story patiently, several times over. He had returned to 
his wife that day. She had gone to market as usual. He had helped her 
prepare her fowls. She had returned about mid-afternoon, they had 
talked, she had cooked, they had eaten, nothing was amiss. Then the 
gendarmes came with the news about Maria Rosa. That was all. Yes, 
Maria Rosa had run away with him, but there had been no bad blood 
between him and his wife on this account, nor between his wife and 
Maria Rosa. Everybody knew that his wife was a quiet woman. 

Maria Concepcion heard her own voice answering without a break. 
It was true at first she was troubled when her husband went away, but 
after that she had not worried about him. It was the way of men, she 
believed. She was a church-married woman and knew her place. Well, 
he had come home at last. She had gone to market, but had come back 
early, because now she had her man to cook for. That was all. 

Other voices broke in. A toothless old man said: “She is a woman of 
good reputation among us, and Maria Rosa was not.” A smiling young 
niother, Anita, baby at breast, said: “If no one thinks so, how can you 
accuse her? It was the loss of her child and rot of her husband that 
changed her so.” Another : “Maria Rosa had a strange life, apart from us. 
How do we know who might have come from another place to do her 
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evil?” And old Solcdad spoke up boldly: “When I saw Maria Con- 
cepcion in the market today, I said, ‘Good luck to you, Maria Concepcion, 
this is a happy day for you!’ ” and she gave Maria Concepcion a long easy 
stare, and the smile of a born wise-woman. 

Maria Concepcion suddenly felt herself guarded, surrounded, up- 
borne by her faithful friends. They were around her, speaking for her, 
defending her, the forces of life were ranged invincibly with her against 
the beaten dead. Maria Rosa had thrown away her share of strength in 
them, she lay forfeited among them. Maria Concepcion looked from one 
to the other of the circling, intent faces. Their eyes gave back reassurance, 
understanding, a secret and mighty sympathy. 

The gendarmes were at a loss. They, too, felt that sheltering wall cast 
impenetrably around her. They were certain she had done it, and yet 
they could not accuse her. Nobody could be accused; there was not a 
shred of true evidence. They shrugged their shoulders and snapped theii 
fingers and shuffled their feet. Well, then, good night to everybody. Many 
pardons for having intruded. Good health I 

A small bundle lying against the wall at the head of the coffin squirmed 
like an eel. A wail, a mere sliver of sound, issued. Maria Concepcion look 
the son of Maria Rosa in her arms. 

“He is mine,” she said clearly, “I will take him with me.” 

No one assented in words, but an approving nod, a bare breath of com- 
plete agreement, stirred among them as they made way for her. 

Maria Concepcion, carrying the child, followed Juan from the clearing. 
The hut was left with its lighted candles and a crowd of old women who 
would sit up all night, drinking coffee and smoking and telling ghost 
stories. 

Juan’s exaltation had burned out. There was not an ember of excite- 
ment left in him. He was tired. The perilous adventure was over. Maria 
Rosa had vanished, to come no more forever. Their days of marching, of 
eating, of quarreling and making love between battles, were all over. 
Tomorrow he would go back to dull and endless labor, he must descend 
into the trenches of the buried city as Maria Rosa must go into her grave. 
He felt his veins fill up with bitterness, with black unendurable melan- 
choly. Oh, Jesus! what bad luck overtakes a manl 

Well, there was no way out of it now. For the moment he craved only 
to sleep. He was so drowsy he could scarcely guide his feet. The occasional 
light touch of the woman at his elbow was as unreal, as ghostly as the 
brushing of a leaf against his face. He did not know why he had fought 
to save her, and now he forgot her. There was nothing in him except a 
^ast blind Wt like a covered wound. 

He entered the jacal, and without waiting to light a candle, threw off 
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his clothing, sitting just within the door. He moved with lagging, half- 
awake hands, to strip his body of its heavy finery. With a long groaning 
sigh of relief he fell straight back on the floor, almost instantly asleep, his 
arms flung up and outward. 

Maria Concepcion, a small clay jar in her hand, approached the gentle 
little mother goat tethered to a sapling, which gave and yielded as she 
pulled at the rope’s end after the farthest reaches of grass about her. The 
kid, tied up a few feet away, rose bleating, its feathery fleece shivering in 
the fresh wind. Sitting on her heels, holding his tether, she allowed him 
to suckle a few moments. Afterward— all her movements very deliberate 
and even— she drew a supply of milk for the child. 

She sat against the wall of her house, near the doorway. The child, fed 
and asleep, was cradled in the hollow of her crossed legs. The silence 
overfilled the world, the skies flowed down evenly to the rim of the 
valley, the stealthy moon crept slantwise to the shelter of the mountains. 
She felt soft and warm all over; she dreamed that the newly born child 
was her own, and she was resting deliciously. 

Maria Concepcion could hear juan’s breathing. The sound vapored 
from the low doorway, calmly; the house seemed to be resting after a 
burdensome day. She breathed, too, very slowly and quietly, each in- 
spiration saturating her with repose. The child’s light, faint breath was 
a mere shadowy moth of sound in the silver air. The night, the earth 
under her, seemed to swell and recede together with a limitless, un- 
hurried, benign breathing. She drooped and closed her eyes, feeling the 
slow rise and fall within her own body. She did not know what it was, 
but it eased her all through. Even as she was falling asleep, head bowed 
over the child, she was still aware of a strange, wakeful happiness. 
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The Secret Life of Walter Mitty 

BY JAMES THURBER 

w.. going through!" 

The Commander’s voice was like thin ice breaking. He wore his full- 
dress uniform, with the heavily braided white cap pulled down rakishly 
over one cold gray eye. *‘We can’t make it, sir. It’s spoiling for a hurri- 
cane, if you ask me.” “I’m not asking you. Lieutenant Berg,” said the 
Commander. “Throw on the power light I Rev her up to 8,500! We’re 
going through!” The pounding of the cylinders increased: ta-pocketa- 
Y^oc\it\.2i-^ock&i2i-poc}{eta-poc\eta. The Commander stared at the ice 
forming on the pilot window. He walked over and twisted a row of 
complicated dials. “Switch on No. 8 auxiliary!” he shouted. “Switch on 
No. 8 auxiliary!” repeated Lieutenant Berg. “Full strength in No. 3 
turret!” shouted the Commander. “Full strength in No. 3 turret!” The 
crew, bending to their various tasks in the huge, hurtling eight-engined 
Navy hydroplane, looked at each other and grinned. “The Old Man’ll 
get us through,” they said to one another. “The Old Man ain’t afraid of 
Hell!”^ . . 

“Not so fast! You’re driving too fast!” said Mrs. Mitty. “What are 
you driving so fast for.?” 

“Hmm?” said Walter Mitty. He looked at his wife, in the seat beside 
him, with shocked astonishment. She seemed grossly unfamiliar, like 
a strange woman who had yelled at him in a crowd. “You were up U) 
fifty-five,” she said. “You know I don’t like to go more than forty. You 
were up to fifty-five.” Walter Mitty drove on toward Waterbury in 
silence, the roaring of the SN202 through the worst storm in twenty 
years of Navy flying fading in the remote, intimate airways of his mind. 
“You’re tensed up again,” said Mrs. Mitty. “It’s one of your days. I wish 
you’d let Dr. Renshaw look you over.” 
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Walter Mitty stopped the car in front of the building where his wife 
went to have her hair done. “Remember to get those overshoes while Fm 
having my hair done,” she said. “1 don’t need overshoes,” said Mitty. 
She put her mirror back into her bag. “We’ve been all through that,” she 
said, getting out of the car. “You’re not a young man any longer.” He 
raced the engine a little. “Why don’t you wear your gloves? Have you 
lost your gloves?” Walter Mitty reached in a pocket and brought out the 
gloves. He put them on, but after she had turned and gone into the build- 
ing and he had driven on to a red light, he took them off again. “Pick it 
up, brother!” snapped a cop as the light changed, and Mitty hastily pulled 
on his gloves and lurched ahead. He drove around the streets aimlessly 
for a time, and then he drove past the hospital on his way to the parking 
lot. 

. . . “It’s the millionaire banker, Wellington McMillan,” said the pretty 
nurse. “Yes?” said Walter Mitty, removing his gloves slowly. “Who has 
the case?” “Dr. Renshaw and Dr. Benbow, but there are two specialists 
here, Dr. Remington from New York and Mr. Pritchard-Mitford from 
London. He flew over.” A door opened down a long, cool corridor and 
Dr. Rcnshaw came out. He looked distraught and haggard. “Hello, 
Mitty,” he said. “We’re having the devil’s own time with McMillan, the 
millionaire banker and close personal friend of Roosevelt. Obstreosis of 
the ductal tract. Tertiary. Wish you’d take a look at him.” “Glad to,” said 
Mitty. 

In the operating room there were whispered mtroductions: “Dr. Rem- 
ington, Dr. Mitty. Mr. Pritchard-Mitford, Dr. Mitty.” “I’ve read your 
book on streptothricosis,” said Pritchard-Mitford, shaking hands. “A 
brilliant performance, sir.” “Thank you,” said Walter Mitty. “Didn’t 
know you were in the States, Mitty,” grumbled Remington. “Coals to 
Newcastle, bringing Mitford and me up here for a tertiary.” “You are 
very kind,” said Mitty. A huge, complicated machine, connected to the 
operating table, with many tubes and wires, began at this moment to go 
pocketa-pocketa-pocketa. “The new anesthetizer is giving way!” shouted 
an interne. “There is no one in the East who knows how to fix it!” “Quiet, 
man!” said Mitty, in a low, cool voice. He sprang to the machine, which 
was now going pocketa-pocketa-queep-pocketa-queep. He began finger- 
ing delicately a row of glistening dials. “Give me a fountain pen!” he 
snapped. Someone handed him a fountain pen. He pulled a faulty piston 
out of the machine and inserted the pen in its place. “That will hold for 
ten minutes,” he said. “Get on with the operation.” A nurse hurried over 
and whispered to Renshaw, and Mitty saw the man turn pale. “Coreopsis 
has set in,” said Renshaw nervously. “If you would take over, Mitty?” 
Mitty looked at him and at the craven figure of Benbow, who drank, and 
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at the grave, uncertain faces of the two great specialists. “If you wish,’* 
he said. They slipped a white gown on him; he adjusted a mask and 
drew on thin gloves; nurses handed him shining . . . 

“Back it up, Mac! Look out for that Buick!” Walter Mitty jammed 
on the brakes. “Wrong lane, Mac,” said the parking-lot attendant, look- 
ing at Mitty closely. “Gee. Yeh,” muttered Mitty. He began cautiously 
to back out of the lane marked “Exit Only.” “Leave her sit there,” said 
the attendant. “I’ll put her away.” Mitty got out of the car. “Hey, better 
leave the key.” “Oh,’’ said Mitty, handing the man the ignition key. The 
attendant vaulted into the car, backed it up with insolent skill, and put it 
where it belonged. 

They’re so damn cocky, thought Walter Mitty, walking along Main 
Street; they think they know everything. Once he had tried to take his 
chains off, outside New Milford, and he had got them wound around the 
axles. A man had had to come out in a wrecking car and unwind them, 
a young, grinning garageman. Since then Mrs. Mitty always made him 
drive to a garage to have the chains taken off. The next time, he thought. 
I’ll wear my right arm in a sling; they won’t grin at me then. I’ll have my 
right arm in a sling and they’ll see I couldn’t possibly take the chains off 
myself. He kicked at the slush on the sidewalk. “Overshoes,” he said to 
himself, and he began looking for a shoe store. 

When he came out into the street again, with the overshoes in a box 
under his arm, Walter Mitty began to wonder what the other thing was 
his wife had told him to get. She had told him twice, before they set out 
from their house for Waterbury. In a way he hated these weekly trips to 
town — he was always getting something wrong. Kleenex, he thought, 
Squibb’s, razor blades? No. Toothpaste, toothbrush, bicarbonate, car- 
borundum, initiative and referendum? He gave it up. But she would re- 
member it. “Where’s the what’s-its-name?” she would ask. “Don’t tell 
me you forgot the what’s-its-name.” A newsboy went by shouting some- 
thing about the Waterbury trial. 

.«*. “Perhaps this will refresh your memory.” The District Attorney 
suddenly thrust a heavy automatic at the quiet figure on the witness 
stand. “Have you ever seen this before?” Walter Mitty took the gun and 
examined it expertly. “This is my Webley-Vickers 50.80,” he said calmly. 
An excited buzz ran around the courtroom. The judge rapped for order. 
“You arc a crack shot with any sort of firearms, I believe?” said the Dis- 
trict Attorney, insinuatingly. “Objection!” shouted Mitty’s attorney. 
“We have shown that the defendant could not have fired the shot. We 
have shown that he wore his right arm in a sling on the night of the 
fourteenth of July.” Walter Mitty raised his hand briefly and the bicker- 
ing attorneys were stilled. “With any known make of gun,” he said 
evenly, “I could have killed Gregory Fitzhurst at three hundred feet with 
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my Icjt hand!* Pandemonium broke loose in the courtroom. A woman’s 
scream rose above the bedlam and suddenly a lovely, dark>haired girl 
was in Walter Mitty’s arms. The District Attorney struck at her savagely. 
Without rising from his chair, Mitty let the man have it on the point of 
the chin. “You miserable cur!” . . . 

“Puppy biscuit,” said Walter Mitty. He stopped walking and the 
buildings of Waterbury rose up out of the misty courtroom and sur- 
rounded him again. A woman who was passing laughed. “He said 
Tuppy biscuit,’ ” she said to her companion. “That man said ‘Puppy 
biscuit’ to himself.” Walter Mitty hurried on. He went into an A. & P., 
not the first one he came to but a smaller one farther up the street. “I want 
some biscuit for small, young dogs,” he said to the clerk. “Any special 
brand, sir?” The greatest pistol shot in the world thought a moment. “It 
says ‘Puppies Bark for It’ on the box,” said Walter Mitty. 

His wife would be through at the hairdresser’s in fifteen minutes, 
Mitty saw in looking at his watch, unless they had trouble drying it; 
sometimes they had trouble drying it. She didn’t like to get to the hotel 
first; she would want him to be there waiting for her as usual. He found 
a big leather chair in the lobby, facing a window, and he put the over- 
shoes and the puppy biscuit on the floor beside it. He picked up an old 
copy of Liberty and sank down into the chair. “Can Germany Conquer 
the World Through the Air?” Walter Mitty looked at the pictures of 
bombing planes and of ruined streets. 

. . . “The cannonading has got the wind up in young Raleigh, sir,” 
said the sergeant. Captain Mitty looked up at him through tousled hair. 
“Get him to bed,” he said wearily. “With the others. I’ll fly alone.” “But 
you can’t, sir,” said the sergeant anxiously. “It takes two men to handle 
that bomber and the Archies are pounding hell out of the air. Von Richt- 
man’s circus is between here and Saulier.” “Somebody’s got to get that 
ammunition dump,” said Mitty. “I’m going over. Spot of brandy?” He 
poured a drink for the sergeant and one for himself. War thundered and 
whined around the dugout and battered at the door. There was a rending 
of wood and splinters flew through the room. “A bit of a near thing,” 
said Captain Mitty carelessly. “The box barrage is closing in,” said the 
sergeant. “We only live once, Sergeant,” said Mitty, with his faint, fleet- 
ing smile. “Or do we?” He poured another brandy and tossed it off. “I 
never see a man could hold his brandy like you, sir,” said the sergeant. 
“Begging your pardon, sir.” Captain Mitty stood up and strapped on his 
huge Webley-Vickers automatic. “It’s forty kilometers through hell, sir,” 
said the sergeant. Mitty finished one last brandy. “After all,” he said 
softly, “what isn’t?” The pounding of the cannon increased; there was 
the rat-tat-tatting of machine guns, and from somewhere came the men- 
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acing pockcta-pocketa-pocketa of the new flame-throwers. Walter Mitty 
walked to the door of the dugout humming “Aupres de Ma Blonde.” He 
turned and waved to the sergeant. “Cheerio!” he said. . . . 

Something struck his shoulder. “Fve been looking all over this hotel 
for you,” said Mrs. Mitty. “Why do you have to hide in this old chair? 
How did you expect me to find you?” “Things close in,” said Walter 
Mitty vaguely. “What?” Mrs. Mitty said. “Did you get the what’s-its- 
name ? The puppy biscuit ? What’s in that box ? ” “Overshoes,” said Mitty. 
“Couldn’t you have put them on in the store?” “I was thinking,” said 
Walter Mitty. “Does it ever occur to you that 1 am sometimes thinking?” 
She looked at him. “I’m going to take your temperature when I get you 
home,” she said. 

They went out through the revolving doors that made a faintly de- 
risive whistling sound when you pushed them. It was two blocks to the 
parking lot. At the drugstore on the corner she said, “Wait here for me. 
I forgot something. I won’t be a minute.” She was more than a minute. 
Walter Mitty lighted a cigarette. It began to rain, rain with sleet in it. 

He stood up against the wall of the drugstore, smoking He put his 

shoulders back and his heels together. “To hell with the handkerchief,” 
said Walter Mitty scornfully. He took one last drag on his cigarette and 
snapped it away. Then, with that faint, fleeting smile playing about his 
lips, he faced the firing squad; erect and motionless, proud and disdain- 
ful, Walter Mitty the Undefeated, inscrutable to the last. 
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The Rich Boy 

BY F. SCOTT FITZGERALD 


R 

JL/eGIN with an individual, and 
before you know it you find that you have created a type; begin with 
a type, and you find that you have created — nothing. That is because 
wc are all queer fish, queerer behind our faces and voices than we 
want any one to know or than we know ourselves. When I hear a man 
proclaiming himself an “average, honest, open fellow,” I feel pretty 
sure that he has some definite and perhaps terrible abnormality which 
he has agreed to conceal — and his protestation of being average and 
honest and open is his way of reminding himself of his misprision. 

There are no types, no plurals. There is a rich boy, and this is his 
and not his brothers* story. All my life I have lived among his brothers 
but this one has been my friend. Besides, if I wrote about his brothers 
I should have to begin by attacking all the lies that the poor have to d 
about the rich and the rich have told about themselves— such a wild 
structure they have erected that when we pick up a book about the 
rich, some instinct prepares us for unreality. Even the intelligent and 
impassioned reporters of life have made the country of the rich as unreal 

as fairy-land. - 

Let me tell you about the very rich. They are different from you 
and me. They possess and enjoy early, and it docs something to them, 
makes them soft where we are hard, and cynical where we are trustful, 
in a way that, unless you were born rich, it is very difficult to under- 
stand. They think, deep in their hearts, that they are better than we 
are because we had to discover the compensations and refuges iff^ 
for ourselves. Even when they enter deep into our world or sink below 
us, they still think that they are better than we are. They are different. 
The only way I can describe young Anson Hunter is to approach him 
as if he were a foreigner and cling stubbornly to my point of view. If 
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structure they have erected that when we pick up a book about the 
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as fairy-land. 

Let me tell you about the very rich. They are different from you 
and me. They possess and enjoy early, and it does something to them, 
makes them soft where we are hard, and cynical where we are trustful, 
in a way that, unless you were born rich, it is very difficult to under- 
stand. They think, deep in their hearts, that they are better than wc 
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us, they still think that they are better than we are. They are different. 
The only way I can describe young Anson Hunter is to approach him 
as if he were a foreigner and cling stubbornly to my point of view. If 
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I accept his for a moment 1 am lost — I have nothing to show but a 
preposterous movie. 


II 

Anson was the eldest of six children who would some day divide i, 
fortune of fifteen million dollars, and he reached the age of reason— is 1 
seven? — at the beginning of the century when daring young women 
were already gliding along Fifth Avenue in electric “mobiles.” In those 
days he and his brother had an English governess who spoke the Lm- 
guage very clearly and crisply and well, so that the two boys grew 
speak as she did — their words and sentences were all crisp and clear and 
not run together as ours are. They didn’t talk exactly like Enghsli 
children but acquired an accent that is peculiar to fashionable people 
in the city of New York. 

In the summer the six children were moved from the house on 71SI 
Street to a big estate in Northern Connecticut. It was not a fashionable 
locality — Anson’s father wanted to delay as long as possible his chil- 
dren’s knowledge of that side of life. He was a man somewhat superior 
to his class, which composed New York society, and to his period, which 
was the snobbish and formalized vulgarity of the Gilded Age, and he 
wanted his sons to learn habits of concentration and have sound consti- 
tutions and grow up into rightdiving and successful men. He and his 
wife kept an eye on them as well as they were able until the two older 
boys went away to school, but in huge establishments this is difficult— 
it was much simpler in the series of small and medium sized houses in 
which my own youth was spent — I was never far out of the reach of my 
mother’s voice, of the sense of her presence, her approval or disap- 
proval. 

Anson’s first sense of his superiority came to him when he realized 
the half-grudging American deference that was paid to him in the 
Connecticut village. The parents of the boys he played with always 
inc|jUircd after his father and mother, and were vaguely excited when 
their own children were asked to the Hunters’ house. He accepted this 
as the natural state of things, and a sort of impatience with all groups 
of which he was not the center — in money, in position, in authority- 
remained with him for the rest of his life. He disdained to struggle 
with other boys for precedence— he expected it to be given him freely, 
and when it wasn’t he withdrew into his family. His family was suffi- 
cient, for in the East money is still a somewhat feudal thing, a clan- 
forming thing. In the snobbish West, money separates families to form 
“sets.” 

At eighteen, when he went to New Haven, Anson was tall and thick- 
set* with a clear complexion and a healthy color from the ordered life 
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he had led in school. His hair was yellow and grew in a funny way 
on his head, his nose was beaked — these two things kept him from 
being handsome — but he had a confident charm and a certain brusque 
style, and the upper-class men who passed him on the street knew with- 
out being told that he was a rich boy and had gone to one of the best 
schools. Nevertheless, his very superiority kept him from being a suc- 
cess in college — the independence was mistaken for egotism, and the 
refusal to accept Yale standards with the proper awe seemed to belittle 
all those who had. So, long before he graduated, he began to shift the 
center of his life to New York. 

He was at home in New York — there was his own house with “the 
kind of servants you can’t get any more” — ^and his own family, of 
which, because of his good humor and a certain ability to make things 
go, he was rapidly becoming the center, and the debutante parties, and 
the correct manly world of the men’s clubs, and the occasional wild 
spree with the gallant girls whom New Haven only knew from the 
fifth row. His aspirations were conventional enough — they included 
even the irreproachable shadow he would some day marry, but they 
differed from the aspirations of the majority of young men in that 
there was no mist over them, none of that quality which is variously 
known as “idealism” or “illusion.” Anson accepted without reservation 
the world of high finance and high extravagance, of divorce and dis- 
sipation, of snobbery and of privilege. Most of our lives end as a com 
promise— it was as a compromise that his li^^ began. 

He and I first met in the late summer of 1917 when he was just out 
of Yale, and, like the rest of us, was swept up into the systematized 
hysteria of the v/ar. In the blue-green uniform of the naval aviation 
he came down to Pensacola, where the hotel orchestras played “I’m 
Sorry, Dear,” and we young officers danced with the girls. Everyone 
liked him, and though he ran with the drinkers and wasn’t an espe- 
cially good pilot, even the instructors treated him with a certain respect. 
He was always having long talks with them in his confident, logical 
voice— talks which ended by his getting himself, or, more frequently, 
another young officer, out of some impending trouble. He was conviv- 
ial, bawdy, robustly avid for pleasure, and wc were all surprised when 
he fell in love with a conservative and rather proper girl. 

Her name was Paula Legendre, a dark, serious beauty from some- 
where in California. Her family kept a winter residence just outside of 
town, and in spite of her primness she was enormously popular; there 
is a large class of men whose egotism can’t endure humor in a woman. 
But Anson wasn’t that sort, and I couldn’t understand the attraction 
of her “sincerity”— that was the thing to say about her— for his keen 
And somewhat sardonic mind. 
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Nevertheless, they fell in love — and on her terms. He no longer joined 
the twilight gathering at- the De Sota bar, and whenever they were seen 
together they were engaged in a long, serious dialogue, which must 
have gone on several weeks. Long afterward he told me that it was not 
about anything in particular but was composed on both sides of im- 
mature and even meaningless statements — the emotional content that 
gradually came to fill it grew up not out of the words but out of us 
enormous seriousness. It was a sort of hypnosis. Often it was interrupted, 
giving way to that emasculated humor we call fun; when they were 
alone it was resumed again, solemn, low-keyed, and pitched so as (0 
give each other a sense of unity in feeling and thought. They came to 
resent any interruptions of it, to be unresponsive to facctiousness about 
life, even to the mild cynicism of their contemporaries. They were 
only happy when the dialogue was going on, and its seriousness bathed 
them like the amber glow of an open fire. Toward the end there came 
an interruption they did not resent — it began to be interrupted by pas- 
sion. 

Oddly enough, Anson was as engrossed in the dialogue as she was arid 
as profoundly affected by it, yet at the same time aware that on his 
side much was insincere, and on hers much was merely simple. At 
first, too, he despised her emotional simplicity as well, but with his love 
her nature deepened and blossomed, and he could despise it no longer. 
He felt that if he could enter into Paula’s warm safe life he would be 
happy. The long preparation of the dialogue removed any constraint— 
he taught her some of what he had learned from more adventurcus 
women, and she responded with a rapt holy intensity. One evening 
after a dance they agreed to marry, and he wrote a long letter about her 
to his mother. The next day Paula told lirr that she was rich, that she 
had a personal fortune of nearly a million dollars. 

Ill 

It was exactly as if they could say “Neither of us has anything: we 
sh^ll be poor together*' — just as delightful that they should be rich 
instead. It gave them the same communion of adventure. Yet when 
Anson got lea'^e in April, and Paula and her mother accompanied him 
North, she was impressed with the standing of his family in New York 
and with the scale on which they lived. Alone with Anson for the first 
time In the rooms where he had played as a boy, she was filled with a 
comfortable emotion, as though she were pre-eminently safe and taken 
care of. The pictures of Anson in a skull cap at his first school, of 
Anson on horseback with the sweetheart of a mysterious forgotten sum- 
mer, of Anson in a gay group of ushers and bridesmaids at a wedding, 
made her jealous of his life apart from her in the past, and so completely 
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did his authoritative person seem to sum up and typify these possessions 
of his that she was inspired with the idea of being married immediately 
and returning to Pensacola as his wife. 

But an immediate marriage wasn’t discussed — even the engagement 
was to be secret until after the war. When she realized that only two 
days of his leave remained, her dissatisfaction crystallized in the inten- 
tion of making him as unwilling to wait as she was. They were driving 
to the country for dinner and she determined to force the issue that 
night. 

Now a cousin of Paula’s was staying with them at the Ritz, a severe, 
bitter girl who loved Paula but was somewhat jealous of her impressive 
engagement, and as Paula was late in dressing, the cousin, who wasn’t 
going to the party, received Anson in the parlor of the suite. 

Anson had met friends at five o’clock and drunk freely and indis- 
creetly w’ith them for an hour. He left the Yale Club at a proper time, 
and his mother’s chauffeur drove him to the Ritz, but his usual capacity 
was not in evidence, and the impact of the steam-heated sitting-room 
made him suddenly dizzy. He knew it, and he was both amused and 
sorry. 

Paula’s cousin was twenty-five, but she was exceptionally naive, and 
at first failed to realize what was up. She had never met Anson before, 
and she was surprised when he mumbled strange information and 
nearly fell off his chair, but until Paula appeared it didn’t occur to her 
that what she had taken for the odor of a vlry-cleaned uniform was 
really whisky. But Paula understood as soon as she appeared; her 
only thought was to get Anson away before her mother saw him, and 
at the look in her eyes the cousin understood too. 

When Paula and Anson descended to ihe limousine they found two 
men inside, both asleep; they were the men with whom he had been 
drinking at the Yale Club, and they were also going to the party. He 
had entirely forgotten their presence in the car. On the way to Hemp- 
stead they awoke and sang. vSome of the songs were rough, and though 
Paula tried to reconcile herself to the fact that Anson had few verbal 
inhibitions, her lips tightened with shame and distaste. 

Back at the hotel the cousin, confused and agitated, considered the 
incident, and then walked into Mrs. Legendre’s bedroom, saying: “Isn’t 
he funny?” 

“Who is funny?” 

“Why— -Mr. Hunter. He seemed so funny.” 

Mrs. Legendre looked at her sharply. 

“How is he funny?” 

“Why, he said he was French. I didn’t know he was French,” 
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“That’s absurd. You must have misunderstood.” She smiled: “It 
was a joke.” 

The cousin shook her head stubbornly. 

“No. He said he was brought up in France. He said he couldn't speak 
any English, and that’s why he couldn’t talk to me. And he couldn’t!” 

Mrs. Legendre looked away with impatience just as the cousi-n added 
thoughtfully, “Perhaps it was because he was so drunk,” and walked 
out of the room. 

This curious report was true. Anson, finding his voice thick and un- 
controllable, had taken the unusual refuge of announcing that he 
spoke no English. Years afterwards he used to tell that part of the 
story, and he invariably communicated the uproarious laughter which 
the memory aroused in him. 

Five times in the next hour Mrs. Legendre tried to get Hempstead 
on the phone. When she succeeded, there was a ten-minute delay before 
she heard Paula’s voice on the wire. 

“Cousin Jo told me Anson was intoxicated.” 

“Oh, no ” 

“Oh, yes. Cousin Jo says he was intoxicated. He told her he was 
French, and fell off his chair and behaved as if he was very intoxicated. 
I don’t want you to come home with him.” 

“Mother, he’s all right I Please don’t worry about ” 

“But I do worry. I think it’s dreadful. I want you to promise me nui 
to come home with him.” 

“I’ll take care of it, mother. . . .” 

“I don’t want you to come home with him.” 

“All right, mother. Good-by.” 

“Be sure now, Paula. Ask some one to bring you.” 

Deliberately Paula took the receiver from her ear and hung it up. 
Her face was flushed with helpless annoyance. Anson was stretched 
asleep out in a bedroom upstairs, while the dinner-party below was 
proceeding lamely toward conclusion. 

^he hour’s drive had sobered him somewhat— his arrival was merely 
hilarious— and Paula hoped that the evening was not spoiled, after all, 
but two imprudent cocktails before dinner completed the disaster. He 
talked boisterously and somewhat offensively to the party at large for 
fifteen minutes, and then slid silently under the table; like a man in an 
old print— but, unlike an old print, it was rather horrible without 
being at all quaint. None of the young girls present remarked upon the 
incident — it seemed to merit only silence. His uncle and two other men 
carried him up-stairs, and it was just after this that Paula was called 
to the phone. 

An hour later Anson awoke in a fog of nervous agony, through 
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which he perceived after a moment the ligure oi* his uncle Robed 
standing by the door. 

"... I said are you better?” 

“What?” 

“Do you feel better, old man?” 

“Terrible,” said Anson. 

“Fm going to try you on another bromo-seltzcr. If you can hold k 
down, it’ll do you good to sleep.” 

With an effort Anson slid his legs from the bed and stood up. 

“I’m all right,” he said dully. 

“Take it easy.” 

“I thin’ if you gave me a glassbrandy I could go down-stairs.” 

“Oh, no ” 

“Yes, that’s the only thin*. I’m all right now. ... I suppose I’m in 
Dutch dow’ there.” 

“They know you’re a little under the weather,” said his uncle dep- 
recatingly. “But don’t worry about it. Schuyler didn’t even get here. 
He passed away in the locker-room over at the Links.” 

Indifferent to any opinion, except Paula’s, Anson was nevertheless 
determined to save the debris of the evening, but when after a cold bath 
he made his appearance most of the party had already left. Paula got up 
immediately to go home. 

In the limousine the old serious dialogue began. She had known that 
he drank, she admitted, but she had never exp».cted anything like this 
—If seemed to her that perhaps they were not suited to each other, after 
all. Their ideas about life were too different, and so forth. When she 
hnished speaking, Anson spoke in turn, very soberly. Then Paula said 
she’d have to think it over; she wouldn’t decide tonight; she was not 
angry but she was terribly sorry. Nor would she let him come into the 
hotel with her, but just before she got out of the car she leaned and 
kissed him unhappily on the cheek. 

The next afternoon Anson had a long talk with Mrs. Legendre while 
Paula sat listening in silence. It was agreed that Paula was to brood over 
the incident for a proper period and then, if mother and daughter 
thought it best, they would follow Anson to Pensacola. On his part he 
apologized with sincerity and dignity— that was all; with every card in 
her hand Mrs. Legendre was unable to establish any advantage over 
him. He made no promises, showed no humility, only delivered a few 
serious comments on life which brought him off with rather a moral 
superiority at the end. When they came South three weeks later, neither 
Anson in his satisfaction nor Paula in her relief at the reunion realized 
Aat the psychological moment had passed forever. 
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He dominated and attracted her, and at the same time filled her with 
anxiety. Confused by his mixture of solidity and self-indulgence, of 
sentiment and cynicism — incongruities which her gentle mind was 
unable to resolve — Paula grew to think of him as two alternaiing per- 
sonalities. When she saw him alone, or at a formal party, or with his 
casual inferiors, she felt a tremendous pride in his strong, attractive 
presence, the paternal, understanding stature of his mind. In othei 
company she became uneasy when what had been a fine impervjousnesj 
to mere gentility showed its other face. The other face was gross, hu- 
morous, reckless of everything but pleasure. It startled her mind tem- 
porarily away from him, even led her into a short covert experiment 
with an old beau, but it was no use — after four montlis of Anson’s 
enveloping vitality there was an anaemic pallor in all other men. 

In July he was ordered abroad, and their tenderness and desire reached 
a crescendo. Paula considered a last-minute marriage — decided against 
it only because there were always cocktails on his breath now, but the 
parting itself made her physically ill with grief. After his departure 
she wrote him long letters of regret for the days of love they had 
missed by waiting. In August Anson’s plane slipped down into the 
North Sea. He was pulled onto a destroyer after a night in the water 
and sent to hospital with pneumonia; the armistice was signed before 
he was finally sent home. 

Then, with every opportunity given back to them, with no material 
obstacle to overcome, the secret weavings of their temperaments came 
between them, drying up their kisses and their tears, making their 
voices less loud to one another, muffling the intimate chatter of their 
hearts until the old communication was only possible by letters, from 
far away. One afternoon a society reporter waited for two hours in the 
Hunters’ house for a confirmation of their engagement. Anson denied 
it; nevertheless an early issue carried the report as a leading paragraph 
-pthey were “constantly seen together at Southampton, Hot Springs, 
and Tuxedo Park.” But the serious dialogue had turned a corner into 
a long-sustained quarrel, and the affair was almost played out. Anson 
got drunk flagrantly and missed an engagement with her, whereupon 
Paula made certain behavioristic demands. His despair was helpless 
before his pride and his knowledge of himself: the engagement was 
definitely broken. 

“Dearest,” said their letters now, “Dearest, Dearest, when I wake 
up in the middle of the night and realize that after all it was not to 
be, I feel that I want to die. I can’t go on living any more. Perhaps 
when we meet this summer we may talk things over and decide dif' 
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ferently — we were so excited and sad that day, and I don’t feel that I 
can live all my life without you. You speak of other people. Don’t you 
know there are no other people for me, but only you. . . .” 

But as Paula drifted here and there around the East she would some- 
times mention her gayeties to make him wonder. Anson was too acute 
to wonder. When he saw a man’s name in her letters he felt more sure 
of her and a little disdainful — he was always superior to such things. 
But he still hoped that they would some day marry. 

■ Meanwhile he plunged vigorously into all the movement and glitter 
of post-bellum New York, entering a brokerage house, joining half a 
dozen clubs, dancing late, and moving in three worlds—his own 
world, the world of young Yale graduates, and that section of the half- 
world which rests one end on Broadway. But there was always a 
thorough and infractible eight hours devoted to his work in Wall 
Street, where the combination of his influential family connection, his 
sharp intelligence, and his abundance of sheer physical energy brought 
him almost immediately forward. He had one of those invaluable 
minds with partitions in it; sometimes he appeared at his office re- 
freshed by less than an hour’s sleep, but such occurrences were rare. 
So early as 1920 his income in salary and commissions exceeded twelve 
thousand dollars. 

As the Yale tradition slipped into the past he became more and more 
of a popular figure among his classmates in New York, more popular 
than he had ever been in college. He lived in a great house, and had 
the means of introducing young men into other great houses. Moreover, 
his life already seemed secure, while theirs, for the most part, had 
arrived again at precarious beginnings. They commenced to turn to 
him for amusement and escape, and Anson responded readily, taking 
pleasure in helping people and arranging their affairs. 

There were no men in Paula’s letters now, but a note of tenderness 
ran through them that had not been there before. From several sources 
he heard that she had “a heavy beau,” Lowell Thayer, a Bostonian of 
wealth and position, and though he was sure she still loved him, it 
made him uneasy to think that he might lose her, after all. Save for 
one unsatisfactory day she had not been in New York for almost five 
months, and as the rumors multiplied he became increasingly anxious 
to see her. In February he took his vacation and went down to Florida. 

Palm Beach sprawled plump and opulent between the sparkling 
sapphire of Lake Worth, flawed here and there by house-boats at an- 
chor, and the great turquoise bar of the Atlantic Ocean. The huge bulks 
of the Breakers and the Royal Poinciana rose as twin paunches from the 
bright level of the sand, and around them clustered the Dancing Glade, 
Bradley’s House of Chance, and a dozen modistes and milliners with 
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goods at triple prices from New York. Upon the trcllised veranda of 
the Breakers two hundred women stepped right, stepped left, wheeled, 
and slid in that then celebrated calisthenic known as the double-shuffle, 
while in half-time to the music two thousand b*'acelcts clicked up and 
down on two hundred arms. 

At the Everglades Club after dark Paula and Lowell Thayer and 
Anson and a casual fourth played bridge with hot cards. It seemed to 
Anson that her kind, serious face was wan and tired — she had been 
around now for four, five, years. He had known her for three. 

'‘Two spades.” 

“Cigarette? . . . Oh, I beg your pardon. By me.” 

“By” 

“ril double three spades.” 

There were a dozen tables of bridge in the room, which was filling 
jp with smoke. Anson’s eyes met Paula’s, held them persistently even 
when Thayer’s glance fell between them. . . . 

“What was bid?” he asked abstractedly. 

*'Rose of W ashington Square*^ 
sang the young people in the corners: 

''Tm withering there 
In basement air 

The smoke banked like fog, and the opening of a door filled the 
room with blown swirls of ectoplasm. Little Bright Eyes streaked pasr 
the tables seeking Mr. Conan Doyle among the Englishmen who were 
posing as Englishmen about the lobby. 

“You could cut it with a knife.” 

. . cue it with a knife.” 

“ . . a knife.” 

At the end of the rubber Paula suddenly got up and spoke to Anson 
inr^a tense, low voice. With scarcely a glance at Lowell Thayer, they 
walked out the door and descended a long flight of stone steps— in a 
moment they were walking hand in hand along the moonlit beach. 

“Darling, darling. . . They embraced recklessly, passionately, in a 
shadow. . . . Then Paula drew back her face to let his lips say what she 
wanted to hear— she could feel the words forming as they kissed again 
. . . Again she broke away, listening, but as he pulled her close once 
more she realized that he had said nothing— only ^Darling! Darling! 
in that deep, sad whisper that always made her cry. Humbly, obe- 
diently, her emotions yielded to him and the tears streamed down her 
face, but her heart kept on crying: “Ask me-oh, Anson, dearest, ash 
mel” 
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“Paula. . . . PMular 

The words wrung her heart like hands, and Anson, feeling her trem- 
ble, knew that emotion was enough. He need say no more, commit 
their destinies to no practical enigma. Why should he, when he might 
hold her so, biding his own time, for another year — ^forever? He was 
considering them both, her more than himself. For a moment, when 
she said suddenly that she must go back to her hotel, he hesitated, 
thinking, first, “This is the moment, after all,” and then: “No, let it 
wait— -she is mine. . 

He had forgotten that Paula too was worn away inside with the 
strain of three years. Her mood passed forever in the night. 

He went back to New York next morning filled with a certain rest- 
less dissatisfaction. Late in April, without warning, he received a tele 
gram from Bar Harbor in which Paula told him that she was engaged 
to Lowell Thayer, and that they would be married immediately in 
Boston. What he never really believed could happen had happened at 
last. 

Anson filled himself with whisky that morning, and going to the 
office, carried on his work without a break — rather with a fear of what 
would happen if he stopped. In the evening he went out as usual, say- 
ing nothing of what had occurred; he was cordial, humorous, unab- 
stracted. But one thing he could not helj)— for three days, in any place, 
in any company, he would suddenly bend his head into his hands and 
cry like a child. 


V 

In 1922 when Anson went abroad with the junior partner to investigate 
some London loans, the journey intimated that he was to be taken 
into the firm. He was twenty-seven now, a little heavy without being 
definitely stout, and with a manner older than his years. Old people 
and young people liked him and trusted him, and mothers felt safe 
when their daughters were in his charge, for he had a way, when he 
came into a room, of putting himself on a footing with the oldest and 
most conservative people there. “You and I,” he seemed to say, “we're 
solid. Wc understand.” 

He had an instinctive and rather charitable knowledge of the weak- 
nesses of men and women, and, like a priest, it made him the more con- 
cerned for the maintenance of outward forms. It was typical of him 
that every Sunday morning he taught in a fashionable Episcopal Sun- 
day-school— even though a cold shower and a quick change into a cut- 
away coat were all that separated him from the wild night before. 

After his father's death he was the practical head of his family, and, 
in effect guided the destinies of the younger children. Through a com- 
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plicatioh his authority did extend to his father’s estate, which was 
administered by his Uncle Robert, who was the horsy member of the 
family, a good-natured, hard-drinking member of that set which centers 
about Wheatley Hills. 

Uncle Robert and his wife, Edna, had been great friends of Anson’s 
youth, and the former was disappointed when his nephew’s superiority 
failed to take a horsy form. He backed him for a city club which was 
the most difficult in America to enter — one could only join if one’s 
family had “helped to build up New York” (or, in other words, were 
riAbefore 1880) — and when Anson, after his election, neglected it for 
the Yale Club, Uncle Robert gave him a little talk on the subject. But 
when on top of that Anson declined to enter Robert Hunter’s own 
conservative and somewhat neglected brokerage house, his manner 
grew cooler. Like a primary teacher who has taught all he knew he 
slipped out of Anson’s life. 

There were so many friends in Anson’s life — scarcely one for whom 
he had not done some unusual kindness and scarcely one whom he did 
not occasionally embarrass by his bursts of rough conversation or his 
habit of getting drunk whenever and however he liked. It annoyed 
him when anyone else blundered in that regard — about his own lapses 
he was always humorous. Odd things happened to him and he told 
them with infcctio is laughter. 

I was working in New York that spring, and I used to lunch with 
him at the Yale Club, which my university was sharing until the com- 
pletion of our own. I had read of Paula’s marriage, and one afternoon, 
when I asked him about her, something moved him to tell me the 
story* After that he frequently invited me to family dinners at his 
house and behaved as though there was a special relation between us, 
as though with his confidence a little of that consuming memory had 
passed into me. 

I found that despite the trusting mothers, his attitude toward girls 
w^s not indiscriminately protective. It was up to the girl — if she showed 
an inclination toward looseness, she must take care of herself, even with 
him. 

,J‘Life,” he would explain sometimes, “has made a cynic of me.” 

.By life he meant Paula. Sometimes, especially when he was drinking, 
’ it became a little twisted in his mind, and he thought that she had 
calloiMly thrown him over. 

This “cynicism,” or rather his realization that naturally fast girh 
were not worth sparing, led to his affair with Dolly Karger. It wasn t 
his only affair in those years, but it came nearest to touching him deeply? 
and it had a profound effect upon his attitude toward life. 

Dolly was the daughter of a notorious “publicist” who had married 
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into society. She herself grew up into th^lfunior League, came out at 
the Plaza, and Went to the Assembly; and only a few old families like 
the Hunters could question whether or not she “belonged,” for her 
picture was often in the papers, and she had more enviable attention 
than many girls who undoubtedly did. She was dark-haired, with car- 
mine lips and a high, lovely color, which she concealed under pinkish^ 
giay powder all through the first year out, because high color was un* 
fashionable — Victorian-pale was the thing to be. She wore black, severe 
suits and stood with her hands in her pockets, leaning a little forward, 
with a humorous restraint on her face. She danced exquisitely — better 
than anything she liked to dance — better than anything except making 
love. Since she was ten she had always been in love, and, usually, with 
some boy who didn’t respond to her. Those who did — and there were 
many — bored her after a brief encounter, but for her failures she re- 
served the warmest spot in her heart. When she met them she would 
always try once more — sometimes she succeeded, more often she failed. 

It never occurred to this gypsy of the unattainable that there was a 
certain resemblance in those who refused to love her — they shared a 
hard intuition that saw through to her weakness, not a weakness of 
emotion but a weakness of rudder. Anson perceived this when he first 
met her, less than a month after Paula’s marriage. He was drinking 
rather heavily, and he pretended for a week that he was falling in love 
with her. Then he dropped her abruptly and forgot — immediately he 
took up the commanding position in her heart. 

Like so many girls of that day Dolly was slackly and indiscreetly wild. 
The unconvcntionality of a slightly older generation had been simply 
one facet of a post-war movement to discredit obsolete manners — Dolly’s 
was both older and shabbier, and she saw in Anson the two extremes 
which the emotionally shiftless woman seeks, an abandon to indul- 
gence alternating with a protective strength. In his character she felt 
both the sybarite and the solid rock, and these two satisfied every need 
of her nature. 

She felt that it was going to be difficult, but she mistook the reason 
—she thought that Anson and his family expected a more spectacular 
marriage, but she guessed immediately that her advantage lay in his 
tendency to drink. 

They met at the large debutante dances, but as her infatuation in- 
creased they managed to be more and more together. Like' iipost 
mothers, Mrs. Karger believed that Anson was exceptionally reliable, 
so she allowed Dolly to go with him to distant country clubs and 
suburban houses without inquiring closely into their activities or ques- 
tioning her explanations when they came in late. At first these cxplana' 
tions might have been accurate, but Dolly’s worldly ideas of^ cajifturing 
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Anson were soon engulfed in the rising sweep of her emotion. Kisses 

the back of taxis and motor-cars were no longer enough; they did 
a curious thing: 

They dropped out of their world for a while and made another 
world just beneath it where Anson’s tippling and Dolly’s irregular hours 
would be less noticed and commented on. It was composed, this world, 
of varying elements — several of Anson’s Yale friends and their w’.vcs, 
two or three young brokers and bond salesmen and a handful of un- 
attached men, fresh from college, with money and a propensity to dis- 
sipation. What this world lacked in spaciousness and scale it made up 
for by allowing them a liberty that it scarcely permitted itself. More- 
over, it centered around them and permitted Dolly the pleasure of a faint 
condescension — a pleasure which Anson, whose whole life was a con- 
descension from the certitudes of his childhood, was unable to share. 

He was not in love with her, and in the long feverish winter of thei** 
affair he frequently told her so. In the spring he was weary— he 
wanted to renew his life at some other source — moreover, he saw that 
cither he must break with her now or accept the responsibility of a 
definite seduction. Her family’s encouraging attitude precipitated his 
decision — one evening when Mr. Karger knocked discreetly at the 
library door to announce that he had left a bottle of old brandy in the 
dining room, Anson felt that life was hemming him in. That night he 
wrote her a short letter in which he told her that he was going on his 
vacation, and that in view of all the circumstances they had better 
meet no more. 

It was June. His family had closed up the house and gone to the 
country, so he was living temporarily at the Yale Club. I had heard 
about his affair with Dolly as it developed — accounts salted with hu- 
mor, for he despised unstable women, and granted them no place in 
the social edifice in which he believed — and when he told me that 
night that he was definitely breaking with her I was glad. I had seen 
Dolly here and there, and each time with a feeling of pity at the hope- 
lessness of her struggle, and of shame at knowing so much about her 
that I had no right to know. She was what is known as “a pretty 
little thing,” but there was a certain recklessness which rather fascinated 
me. Her dedication to the goddess of waste would have been less ob- 
vious had she been less spirited — she would most certainly throw her- 
self away, but I was glad when I heard that the sacrifice would not be 
consummated in my sight. 

‘ Anson was going to leave the letter of farewell at her house next 
morning. It was one of the few houses left open in the Fifth Avenue 
district, and he knew that the Kargers, acting upon erroneous informa* 
tion from Dolly, had foregone a trip abroad to give their daughter her 
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chance. As he stepped out the door of the Yale Club into Madison Avo* 
nue the postman passed him, and he followed back inside. The first lette 
that caught his eye was in Dolly’s hand. 

He knew what it would be — a lonely and tragic monologue, full at 
the reproaches he knew, the invoked memories, the “I wonder if ’s”— all 
the immemorial intimacies that he had communicated to Paula Le- 
gendre in what seemed another age. Thumbing over some bills, he 
brought it on top again and opened it. To his surprise it was a short, 
somewhat formal note, which said that Dolly would be unable to go to 
the country with him for the week-end, because Perry Hull from Chi- 
cago had unexpectedly come to town. It added that Anson had brought 
this on himself: “ — if I felt that you loved me as I love you I would go 
with you at any time, any place, but Perry is so nice, and he so much 
wants me to marry him ” 

Anson smiled contemptuously — he had had experience with such 
decoy epistles. Moreover, he knew how Dolly had labored over this 
plan, probably sent for the faithful Perry and calculated the lime of his 
arrival — even labored over the note so that it would make him jealous 
without driving him away. Like most compromises, it had neither force 
nor vitality but only a timorous despair. 

Suddenly he was angry. He sat down in the lobby and read it again. 
Then he went to the phone, called Dolly and told her in his clear, com- 
pelling voice that he had received her note and would call for her at 
five o’clock as they had previously planned. Scarcely waiting for the 
pretended uncertainty of her “Perhaps I can see you for an hour,” he 
hung up the receiver and went down to his office. On the way he tore 
his own letter into bits and dropped it in the street. 

He was not jealous — she meant nothing to him — but at her pathetic 
ruse everything stubborn and self-indulgent in him came to the surface. 
It was a presumption from a mental inferior and it could not be over- 
looked. If she wanted to know to whom she belonged she would sec. 

He was on the door-step at quarter past five. Dolly was dressed for 
the street, and he listened in silence to the paragraph of “I can only sec 
you for an hour,” which she had begun on the phone. 

“Put on your hat, Dolly,” he said, “we’ll take a walk.” 

They strolled up Madison Avenue and over to Fifth while Anson’s 
shirt dampened upon his portly body in the deep heat. He talked littlci 
scolding her, making no love to her, but before they had walked six 
blocks she was his again, apologizing for the note, offering not to see 
Perry at all as an atonement, offering anything. She thought that he 
had come because he was beginning to love her. 

“Fm hot,” he said when they reached 71st Street. “This is a winter 
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suit. If I stop by the house and change, would you mind waiting for me 
down-stairs? I’ll only be a minute.” 

She was happy; the intimacy of his being hot, of any physical fact 
about him, thrilled her. When they came to the iron-grated door and 
Anson took out his key she experienced a sort of delight. 

Down-stairs it was dark, and after he ascended in the lift Dolly raised 
a curtain and looked out through opaque lace at the houses over the way. 
She heard the lift machinery stop, and with the notion of teasing him 
pressed the button that brought it down. Then on what was more than 
an impulse she got into it and sent it up to what she guessed was his 
floor. 

“Anson,” she called, laughing a little. 

“Just a minute,” he answered from his bedroom . . . then after a 
brief delay : “Now you can come in.” 

He had changed and was buttoning his vest. “This is my room,” he 
said lightly. “How do you like it?” 

She caught sight of Paula’s picture on the wall and stared at it in 
fascination, just as Paula had stared at the pictures of Anson’s childish 
sweethearts five years before. She knew something about Paula — some- 
times she tortured herself with fragments of the story. 

Suddenly she came close to Anson^ raising her arms. They embraced. 
Outside the area window a soft artificial twiilght already hovered, 
though the sun was still bright on a back roof across the way. In half an 
hour the room would be quite dark. The uncalculated opportunity over- 
whelmed them, made them both breathless, and they clung more closely. 
It was eminent, inevitable. Still holding one another, they raised their 
heads — their eyes fell together upon Paula’s picture, staring down at 
them from the wall. 

Suddenly Anson dropped his arms, and sitting down at his desk tried 
the drawer with a bunch of keys. 

“Like a drink? ’ he asked in a gruff voice. 

“No, Anson.” 

He poured himself half a tumbler of whisky, swallowed it, and then 
opened the door into the hall. 

“Come on,” he said. 

Dolly hesitated. 

“Anson — I’m going to the country with you tonight, after all. You 
understand that, don’t you?” 

“Of course,” he answered brusquely. 

In Dolly’s car they rode on to Long Island, closer in their emotions 
than they had ever been before. They knew what would happen— not 
with Paula’s face to remind them that something was lacking, but when 
they were a^one in the still, hot Long Island night they did not care. 
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The estate in Port Washington where they were to spend the week- 
end belonged to a cousin o£ Anson’s who had married a Montana cop- 
per operator. An interminable drive began at the lodge and twisted 
under imported poplar saplings toward a huge, pink, Spanish house. 
Anson had often visited there before. 

After dinner they danced at die Linx Club. About midnight Anson 
assured himself that his cousins would not leave before two — then he 
explained that Dolly was tired; he would take her home and return to 
the dance later. Trembling a little with excitement, they got into a 
borrowed car together and drove to Port Washington. As they reached 
the lodge he stopped and spoke to the night watchman. 

“When are you making a round, Carl?” 

“Right away.” 

“Then you’ll be here till everybody’s in?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“All right. Listen: if any automobile, no matter whose it is, turns in 
at this gate, I want you to phone the house immediately.” He put a 
five-dollar bill into Carl’s hand. “Is that clear?” 

“Yes, Mr. Anson.” Being of the Old World, he neither winked nor 
'miled. Yet Dolly sat with her face turned slightly away. 

Anson had a key. Once inside he poured a drink for both of them— 
Dolly left hers untouched — then he ascertained definitely the location of 
the phone, and found that it was within c'^'^y hearing distance of their 
rooms, both of which were on the first floor. 

Five minutes later he knocked at the door of Dolly’s room. 

“Anson?” He went in, closing the door behind him. She was in bed, 
leaning up anxiously with elbows on the pillow; sitting beside her he 
took her in his arms. 

“Anson, darling.” 

He didn’t answer. 

“Anson. . . . Anson! I love you. . . . Say you love me. Say it now— 
can’t you say it now? Even if you don’t mean it?” 

He did not listen. Over her head he perceived that the picture of 
Paula was hanging here upon this wall. 

He got up and went close to it. The frame gleamed faintly with 
thrice-reflected moonlight — within was a blurred shadow of a face that 
he saw he did not know. Almost sobbing, he turned around and stared 
with abomination at the little figure on the bed. 

“This is all foolishness,” he said thickly. “I don’t know what I was 
thinking about. I don’t love you and you’d better wait for somebody 
that loves you. I don’t love you a bit, can’t you understand?” 

His voice broke, and he went hurriedly out. Back in the salon he was 
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pouring himself a drink with uneasy fingers, when the front dooi 
opened suddenly, and his cousin came in. 

“Why, Anson, I hear Dolly’s sick,” she began solicitously. “I hear 
Khe’s sick. . . 

“It was nothing,” he interrupted, raising his voice so that it would 
carry into Dolly’s room. “She was a little tired. She went to bed.” 

For a long time afterward Anson believed that a protective God some- 
times interfered in human affairs. But Dolly Karger, lying awake and 
staring at the ceiling, never again believed in anything at all. 

VI 

When Dolly married during the following autumn, Anson was in 
London on business. Like Paula’s marriage, it was sudden, but it affected 
him in a different way. At first he felt that it was funny, and had an 
inclination to laugh when he thought of it. Later it depressed him— it 
made him feel old. 

There was something repetitive about it — why, Paula and Dolly had 
belonged to different generations. He had a foretaste of the sensation of 
a man of forty who hears that the daughter of an old flame has married. 
He wired congratulations and, as was not the case with Paula, they 
were sincere — he had never really hoped that Paula would be happy. 

When he returned to New York, he was made a partner in the firm, 
and, as his responsibilities increased, he had less time on his hands. The 
refusal of a life-insurance company to issue him a policy made such an 
impression on him that he stopped drinking for a year, and claimed 
that he felt better physically, though I think he missed the convivial 
recounting of those Celliniesque adventures which, in his early twenties, 
had played such a part of his life. But he never abandoned the Yale 
Club. He was a figure there, a personality, and the tendency of his class, 
who were now seven years out of college, to drift away to more sober 
haunts was checked by his presence. 

rtis day was never too full nor his mind too weary to give any sort 
of aid to anyone who asked it. What had been done at first through 
pride and superiority had become a habit and a passion. And there was 
always something — a younger brother in trouble at New Haven, a 
quarrel to be patched up between a friend and his wife, a position to be 
found for this man, an investment for that. But his specialty was the 
solving of problems for young married people. Young married people 
fascinated him and their apartments were almost sacred to him— he 
knew the story of their love affair, advised them where to live and how, 
and remembered their babies’ names. Toward young wives his attitude 
was circumspect: he never abused the trust which their husbands-' 
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jtrangcly enough in view of his unconcealed irregularities — ^invariably 
reposed in him. 

He came to take a vicarious pleasure in happy marriages, and to be 
inspired to an almost equally pleasant melancholy by those that went 
astray. Not a season passed that he did not witness the collapse of an 
affair that perhaps he himself had fathered. When Paula was divorced 
and almost immediately remarried to another Bostonian, he talked 
about her to me all one afternoon. He would never love any one as he 
had loved Paula, but he insisted that he no longer cared. 

“I'll never marry,” he came to say; “Fve seen too much of it, and I 
know a happy marriage is a very rare thing. Besides, Fm too old.” 

But he did believe in marriage. Like all men who spring from a 
li.ippy and successful marriage, he believed in it passionately — nothing 
lie had seen would change his belief, his cynicism dissolved upon it like 
air. But he did really believe he was too old. At twenty-eight he began 
to accept with equanimity the prospect of marrying without romantic 
love; he resolutely chose a New York girl of his own class, pretty, in- 
telligent, congenial, above reproach — and set about falling in love with 
her. The things he had said to Paula with sincerity, to other girls with 
grace, he could no longer say at all without smiling, or with the force 
necessary to convince. 

“When Fm forty,” he told his friends, “Fll be ripe. Fll fall for some 
chorus girl like the rest.” 

Nevertheless, he persisted in his attempt. His mother wanted to see 
him married, and he could now well afford it — he had a seat on the 
Srock Exchange, and his earned income came to twenty-five thousand 
a year. The idea was agreeable : when his friends — he spent most of his 
time with the set he and Dolly had evolved — closed themselves in behind 
domestic doors at night, he no longer rejoiced in his freedom. He even 
wondered if he should have married Dolly. Not even Paula had loved 
him more, and he was learning the rarity, in a single life, of encounter- 
ing true emotion. 

Just as this mood began to creep over him a disquieting story reached 
his ear. His aunt Edna, a woman just this side of forty, was carrying on 
an open intrigue with a dissolute, hard-drinking young man named 
Cary Sloanc. Everyone knew of it except Anson’s Uncle Robert, who 
for fifteen years had talked long in clubs and taken his wife for granted. 

Anson heard the story again and again with increasing annoyance. 
Something of his old feeling for his uncle came back to him, a feeling 
that was more than personal, a reversion toward that family solidarity 
on which he had based his pride. His intuition singled out the cssenti^ 
point of the affair, which was that his uncle shouldn’t be hurt. It was 
^ his first experiment in unsolicited meddling, but with his knowledge of 
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Edna’s character he felt that he could handle the matter better than a 
district judge or his uncle. 

His uncle was in Hot Springs. Anson traced down the sources of the 
scandal so that there should be no possibility of mistake and then he 
called Edna and asked her to lunch with him at the Plaza next day. 
Something in his tone must have frightened her, for she was reluctant 
but he insisted, putting off the date until she had no excuse for refusing. 

She met him at the appointed time in the Plaza lobby, a lovely, faded, 
gray-eyed blonde in a coat of Russian sable. Five great rings, cold with 
diamonds and emeralds, sparkled on her slender hands. It occurred to 
Anson that it was his father’s intelligence and not his uncle’s that had 
earned the fur and the stones, the rich brilliance that buoyed up her 
passing beauty. 

Though Edna scented his hostility, she was unprepared for the direct- 
ness of his approach. 

“Edna, I’m astonished at the way you’ve been acting,” he said in a 
strong, frank voice. “At first I couldn’t believe it.” 

“Believe what.?” she demanded sharply. 

“You needn’t pretend with me, Edna. I’m talking about Cary Sloane. 
Aside from any other consideration, I didn’t think you could treat 
Uncle Robert ” 

“Now look here, Anson — ” she began angrily, but his peremptory 
voice broke through hers : 

“ — and your children in such a way. You’ve been married eighteen 
years, and you’re old enough to know better.” 

“You can’t talk to me like that! You ” 

“Yes, I can. Uncle Robert has always been my best friend.” He was 
tremendously moved. He felt a real distress about his uncle, about his 
three young cousins. 

Edna stood up, leaving her crab-flake cocktail untasted. 

“This is the silliest thing ” 

^“Very well, if you won’t listen to me I’ll go to Uncle Robert and tell 
him the whole story — he’s bound to hear it sooner or later. And after- 
ward I’ll go to old Moses Sloane.” 

Edna faltered back into her chair. 

“Don’t talk so loud,” she begged him. Her eyes blurred with tears. 
“You have no idea how your voice carries. You might have chosen a 
less public place to make all these crazy accusations.” 

He didn’t answer. 

“Oh, you never liked me, I know,” she went on. “You’re just taking 
advantage of some silly gossip to try and break up the only interesting 
friendship I’ve ever had. What did I ever do to make you hate me so?” 

Still Anson waited. There would be the appeal to his chivalry, then to 
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his pity? finally to his superior sophistication — when he had shouldered 
his way through all these there would be admissions, and he could come 
to grips with her. By being silent, by being impervious, by returning 
constantly to his main weapon, which was his own true emotion, he 
bullied her into frantic despair as the luncheon hour slipped away. At 
two o’clock she took out a mirror and a handkerchief, shined away the 
marks of her tears and powdered the slight hollows where they had 
lain. She had agreed to meet him at her own house at five. 

When he arrived she was stretched on a chaise-longue which was 
covered with cretonne for the summer, and the tears he had called up 
at luncheon seemed still to be standing in her eyes. Then he was aware 
of Cary Sloane’s dark anxious presence upon the cold hearth. 

“What’s this idea of yours?” broke out Sloane immediately. “I under- 
stand you invited Edna to lunch and then threatened her on the basis 
of some cheap scandal.” 

Anson sat down. 

“I have no reason to think it’s only scandal.” 

“I hear you’re going to take it to Robert Hunter, and to my father.” 

Anson nodded. 

“Either you break it off— or I will,” he said. 

“What God damned business is it of yours, Hunter?” 

“Don’t lose your temper, Cary,” said Edna nervously. “It’s only a 
question of showing him how absurd ” 

“For one thing, it’s my name that’s being handed around,” inter- 
rupted Anson. “That’s all that concerns you, Cary.” 

“Edna isn’t a member of your family.” 

“She most certainly is!” His anger mounted. “Why — she owes this 
house and the rings on her fingers to my father’s brains. When Uncle 
Robert married her she didn’t have a penny.” 

They all looked at the rings as if they had a significant bearing on the 
situation. Edna made a gesture to take them from her hand. 

“I guess they’re not the only rings in the world,” said Sloane. 

“Oh, this is absurd,” cried Edna. “Anson, will you listen to me? I’ve 
found out how the silly story started. It was a maid I discharged who 
went right to the Chilicheffs— all these Russians pump things out of 
their servants and then put a false meaning on them.” She brought 
down her fist angrily on the table: “And after Tom lent them the 
limousine for a whole month when we were South last winter ” 

“Do you see?” demanded Sloane eagerly. “This maid got hold of the 
wrong end of the thing. She knew that Edna and I were friends, and 
she carried it to the Chilicheffs. In Russia they assume that if a man 
and a woman ” 
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He enlarged the theme to a disquisition upon social relations in the 
Caucasus. 

“If that’s the case it better be explained to Uncle Robert,” said Anson 
iryly, “so that when the rumors do reach hijn he’ll know they’re not 
true.” 

Adopting the method he had followed with Edna at luncheon he let 
them explain it all away. He knew that they were guilty and ihjt 
presently they would cross the line from explanation into justificauon 
and convict themselves more definitely than he could ever do. By seven 
they had taken the desperate step of telling him the truth — Roberr 
Hunter’s neglect, Edna’s empty life, the casual dalliance that had flamed 
^p into passion — but like so many true stories it had the misfortune i.l 
being old, and its enfeebled body beat helplessly against the armor of 
Anson’s will. The threat to go to Sloane’s father sealed their helpless- 
ness, for the latter, a retired cotton broker out of Alabama, was a notori- 
ous fundamentalist who controlled his son by a rigid allowance and the 
promise that at his next vagary the allowance would stop forever. 

They dined at a small French restaurant, and the discussion continiucl 
— at one time Sloane resorted to physical threats, a little later they wc ie 
both imploring him to give them time. But Anson was obdurate. He 
saw that Edna was breaking up, and that her spirit must not be re- 
freshed by any renewal of their passion. 

At two o’clock in a small night-club on 53rd Street, Edna’s nerves 
suddenly collapsed, and she cried to go home. Sloane had been drinking 
heavily all evening, and he was faintly maudlin, leaning on the table 
and weeping a little with his face in his hands. Quickly Anson gave 
them his terms. Sloane was to leave town for six months, and he must 
be gone within forty-eight hours. When he returned there was to be no 
resumption of the affair, but at the end of a year Edna might, if she 
wished, tell Robert Hunter that she wanted a divorce and go about h 
in the usual way. 

Hd'paused, gaining confidence from their faces for his final word. 

“Or there’s another thing you can do,” he said slowly, “if Edna wants 
':o leave her children, there’s nothing I can do to prevent your running 
off together.” 

“I want to go home I” cried Edna again. “Oh, haven’t you done 
enough to us for one day.?” 

Outside it was dark, save for a blurred glow from Sixth Avenue down 
the street. In that light those two who had been lovers looked for the last 
rime into each other’s tragic faces, realizing that between them there 
was not enough youth and strength to avert their eternal parting. Sloane 
walked suddenly off down the street and Anson tapped a dozing taxb 
driver on the arm 
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It was almost four; there was a patient flow of cleaning water along 
the ghostly pavement of Fifth Avenue, and the shadows of two night 
women flitted over the dark facade erf St. Thomas’s church. Then the 
desolate shrubbery of Central Park where Anson had often played as a 
child, and the mounting numbeis, significant as names, of the marching 
Streets. This was his city, he thought, where his name had flourished 
through five generations. No change could alter the permanence of its 
place here, for change itself was the essential substratum by which he 
and those of his name identified themselves with the spirit of New 
York. Resourcefulness and a powerful will— for his threats in weaker 
hands would have been less than nothing— had beaten the gathering 
■lust from his uncle’s name, from the name of his family, from even this 
shivering figure that sat beside him in the car. 

Cary Sloane’s body was found next morning on the lower shelf of a 
pillar of Queensboro Bridge. In the darkness and in his excitement he 
had thought that it was the water flowing black beneath him, but in less 
than a second it made no possible difference — unless he had planned to 
think one last thought of Edna, and call out her name as he struggled 
^eebly in the water. 


VII 

Anson never blamed himself for his part in this affair— the situation ■ 
which brought it about had not been of his making. But the just suffer 
with the unjust, and he found that his oldest and somehow his most 
precious friendship was over. He never knew what distorted story Edna 
told, but he was welcome in his uncle’s house no longer. 

Just before Christmas Mrs. Hunter retired to a select Episcopal heaven, 
and Anson became the responsible head of his family. An unmarried 
aunt who had lived with them for years ran the house, and attempted 
with helpless inefficiency to chaperone the younger girls. All the children 
were less self-reliant than Anson, more conventional both in their 
virtues and in their shortcomings. Mrs. Hunter’s death had postponed 
the debut of one daughter and the wedding of another. Also it had 
taken something deeply material from all of them, for with her passing 
the quiet, expensive superiority of the Hunters came to an end. 

For one thing, the estate, considerably diminished by two inheritance 
taxes and soon to be divided among six children, was not a notable for- 
tune any more. Anson saw a tendency in his youngest sisters to speak 
rather respectfully of families that hadn’t “existed” twenty years ago. 
His own feeling of precedence was not echoed in them— sometimes they 
were conventionally snobbish, that was all. For another thing, this was 
the last summer they would spend on the Connecticut estate; the clamor 
[% against it was too loud: “Who wants to waste the best months of the 
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bad influence on him. The remark reached Anson in an exaggerated 
form — when it was finally cleared up, the delicate spell of intimacy was 
broken, never to be renewed. 

“Is Mr. Warden at home?” he inquired. 

“They’ve gone to the country.” 

The fact unexpectedly cut at him. They were gone to the country and 
he hadn’t known. Two years before he would have known the date, the 
hour, come up at the last moment for a final drink, and planned his 
first visit to them. Now they had gone without a word. 

Anson looked at his watch and considered a week-end with his family, 
but the only train was a local that would jolt through the aggressive heat 
for three hours. And tomorrow in the country, and Sunday — he was in 
no mood for porch-bridge with polite undergraduates, and dancing 
after dinner at a rural roadhouse, a diminutive of gayety which his 
"father had estimated too well. 

“Oh, no,” he said to himself “No.” 

He was a dignified, impressive young man, rather stout now, but 
otherwise unmarked by dissipation. He could have been cast for a pillar 
of something — at times you were sure it was not society, at others noth- 
ing else — for the law, for the church. He stood for a few minutes 
motionless on the sidewalk in front of a 47th Street apartment house: 
for almost the first time in his life he had nothing whatever to do. 

Then he began to walk briskly up Fifth Avenue, as if he had just 
been reminded of an important engagement there. The necessity of 
■dissimulation is one of the few characteristics that we share with dogs, 
and I think of Anson on that day as some well-bred specimen who had 
been disappointed at a familiar back door. He was going to see Nick, 
once a fashionable bartender in demand at all private dances, and now 
employed in cooling non-alcoholic champagne among the labyrinthine 
cellars of the Plaza Hotel. 

“Nick,” he said, “what’s happened to everything?” 

“Dead,” Nick said. 

“Make me a whisky sour.” Anson handed a pint bottle over the 
counter. “Nick, the girls are different; I had a little girl in Brooklyn 
and she got married last week without letting me know.” 

“That a fact? Ha-ha-ha,” responded Nick dipbmatically. “Slipped it 
over on you,” 

“Absolutely,” said Anson. “And I was out with her the night before.” 

“Ha-ha-ha,” said Nick, “ha-ha-ha!” 

“Do you remember the wedding, Nick, in Hot Springs where I had 
the waiters and the musicians singing ‘God save the King’?” 

“Now where was that, Mr. Hunter?” Nick concentrated doubtfully* 
^Seems to me that was ” 



THE RICH BOY 1071 

“Next time they were back for more, and I began to vronder how 
much rd paid them,” continued Anson. 

“—seems to me that was at Mr. Trenholm’s wedding.” 

“Don’t know him,” said Anson decisively. He was offended that a 
strange name should intrude upon his reminiscences; Nick perceived 
this. 

“Naw — aw — ” he admitted, “I ought to know that. It was one of your 
crowd — Brakins . . . Baker ” 

“Bicker Baker,” said Anson responsively. “They put me in a hearse 
after it was over and covered me up with flowers and drove me a wav,” 

“Ha-ha-ha,” said Nick. “Ha-ha-ha.” 

Nick’s simulation of the old family servant paled presently and 
Anson went up-stairs to the lobby. He looked around — his eyes met the 
glance of an unfamiliar clerk at the desk, then fell upon a flower from 
the morning’s marriage hesitating in the mouth of a brass cuspidor. He 
went out and walked slowly toward the blood-red sun over Columbus 
Circle. Suddenly he turned around and, retracing his steps to the 
Plaza, immured himself in a telephone-booth. 

Later he said that he tried to get me three times that afternoon, that 
he tried everyone who might be in New York— men and girls he had 
not seen for years, an artist’s model of his college days whose faded 
number was still in his address book — Central told him that even the 
exchange existed no longer. At length his quest roved into the country, 
and he held brief disappointing conversations with emphatic butlers 
and maids. So-and-so was out, riding, swimming, playing golf, sailed 
to Europe last week. Who shall I say phoned.? 

It was intolerable that he should pass the evening alone— the private 
reckonings v/hich one plans for a moment of leisure lose every charm 
when the solitude is enforced. There were always wonien of a sort, but 
the ones he knew had temporarily vanished, and to pass a New York 
evening in the hired company of a stranger never occurred to him— he 
would have considered that that was something shameful and secret, 
the diversion of a traveling salesman in a strange town. 

Anson paid the telephone bill— the girl tried unsuccessfully to joke 
with him about its size — and for the second time that afternoon started 
to leave the Plaza and go he knew not where. Near the revolving door 
the figure of a woman, obviously with child, stood sideways to the light 
^a sheer beige cape fluttered at her shoulders when the door turned 
and, each time, she looked impatiently toward it as if she were weary of 
Waiting. At the first sight of her a strong nervous thrill of familiarity 
Went over him, but not until he was within five feet of her did he 
lo calize that it was Paula. 

“Why, Anson Hunter!” 
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His heart turned over. 

“Why, Paula 

“Why, this is wonderful. I can’t believe it, Ansonr 

She took both his hands, and he saw in the freedom of the gestui^ 
that the memory of him had lost poignancy to her. But not to him — he 
felt that old mood that she evoked in him stealing over his brain, that 
gentleness with which he had always met her optimism as if afraid to 
mar its surface. 

“We’re at Rye for the summer. Pete had to come East on business — 
you know of course I’m Mrs. Peter Hagerty now — so we brought the 
children and took a house. You’ve got to come out and see us.” 

“Can I?” he asked directly. “When?” 

“When you like. Here’s Pete.” The revolving door functioned, giving 
up a fine tall man of thirty with a tanned face and a trim mustache. His 
immaculate fitness made a sharp contrast with Anson’s increasing bulk, 
which was obvious under the faintly tight cut-away coat. 

“You oughtn’t to be standing,” said Hagerty to his wife. “Let’s sit 
down here.” He indicated lobby chairs, but Paula hesitated. 

“I’ve got to go right home,” she said. “Anson, why don’t you — why 
don’t you come out and have dinner with us tonight? We’re just get- 
ting settled, but if you can stand that ” 

Hagerty confirmed the invitation cordially. 

“Come out for the night.” 

Their car waited in front of the hotel, and Paula with a tired gesture 
sank back against silk cushions in the corner. 

“There’s so much I want to talk to you about,” she said, “it seems 
hopeless.” 

“I want to hear about you.” 

“Well” — she smiled at Hagerty — ^“that would take a long time too. I 
have three children — by my first marriage. The oldest is five, then four, 
then three.” She smiled again. “I didn’t waste much time having them, 
did I?” 

“Boys?” 

“A boy and two girls. Then— oh, a lot of things happened, and I got a 
divorce in Paris a year ago and married Pete. That’s all — except that 
I’m awfully happy.” 

In Rye they drove up to a large house near the Beach Club, from 
which there issued presently three dark, slim children who broke from 
an English governess and approached them with an esoteric cry. Ab- 
stractedly and with difficulty Paula took each one into her arms, a 
caress which they accepted stiffly, as they had evidently been told not to 
bump into Mummv. Even against their fresh faces Paula’s skin showed 
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scarcely any weariness — ^for all her physical languor she .seemed younger 
than when he had last seen her at Palm Beach seven years ago. 

At dinner she was preoccupied, and afterward, during the homage 
to the radio, she lay with closed eyes on the sofa, until Anson wondered 
if his presence at this time were not an intrusion. But at nine o’clock 
when Hagerty rose and said pleasantly that he was going to leave them 
by themselves for a while, she began to talk slowly about herself and 
the past. 

“My first baby,” she said — “the one we call Darling, the biggest little 
girl — I wanted to die when I knew I was going to have her, because 
Lowell was like a stranger to me. It didn’t seem as though she could be 
my own. I wrote you a letter and tore it up. Oh, you were so bad to me, 
Anson.” 

It was the dialogue again, rising and falling. Anson felt a sudden 
quickening of memory. 

“Weren’t you engaged once?” she asked — “a girl named Dolly some- 
thing?” 

“I wasn’t ever engaged. I tried to be engaged, but I never loved any- 
body but you, Paula.” 

“Oh,” she said. Then after a moment: “This baby is the first one I 
ever really wanted. You see. I’m in love now— at last.” 

He didn’t answer, shocked at the treachery of her remembrance. She 
must have seen that the “at last” bruised him, for she continued: 

“I was infatuated with you, Anson — you couid make me do anything 
you liked. But we wouldn’t have been happy. I’m not smart enough for 
you. I don’t like things to be complicated like you do.” She paused. 
“You’ll never settle down,” she said. 

The phrase struck at him from behind — it was an accusation that of 
all accusations he had never merited. 

“I could settle down if women were different,” he said. “If I didn’t 
understand so much about them, if women didn’t spoil you for other 
women, if they had only a little pride. If I could go to sleep for a while 
and wake up into a home that was really mine— why, that’s what I’rr. 
made for, Paula, that’s what women have seen in me and liked in me. 
It’s only that I can’t get through the preliminaries any more.” 

Hagerty came in a little before eleven; after a whisky Paula stood up 
and announced that she was going to bed. She went over and stood by 
her husband. 

“Where did you go, dearest?” she demanded. 

“I had a drink with Ed Saunders.” 

“I was worried. I thought maybe you’d run away.” 

She rested her head against his roar. 

“He’s sweet, isn’t he, Anson?” she demanded. 



The Body of an American 

BY JOHN DOS PASSOS 

^\A^ereasthe Congrcssot 

theunitcdstates byaconcurrcntresolutionadoptcdon the4thdayofmarch 
lastauthorizedthe Secrctaryofwar to cause to be brought to theunited- 
statesthe body of an Americanwhowasamemberoftheamericanexpedi- 
tionaryforccsineurope wholosthislifeduringtheworldwarandwhoseiden- 
tityhasnotbeenestablished for burial inthememorialamphitheatreofthe 
nationalcemeteryatarlingtonvirginia 

In the tarpaper morgue at Chalons-sur-Marnc in the reek of chloride 
of lime and the dead, they picked out the pine box that held all that was 
left of 

enie menie minie moe plenty other pine boxes stacked up there con- 
taining what they’d scraped up of Richard Roc 

and other person or persons unknown. Only one can go. How did 
they pick John Doc? 

Make sure he aint a dinge, boys, 

make sure he aint a guinea or a kike, 

ho\w*can you tell a guy’s a hunredpercent when all you’ve got’s a 
gunnysack full of bones, bronze buttons stamped with the screaming 
eagle and a pair of roll puttees? 

. . . and the gagging chloride and the puky dirtstcnch of the ycarold 
dead . . . 

The day withal was too meaningful and tragic for applause. Silence, 
tears,, songs and prayer, muffled drunts and soft music were the instru- 
mentalities today of national approbation. 

John Doc was born (thudding din of blood in love into the shudder- 
ing soar of a man and a woman alone indeed together lurching into 
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and nincmonths sick drowse waking into scared agony and the pain 
and blood and mess of birth). John Doe was born 
and raised in Brooklyn, in Memphis, near the lakefront in Cleveland, 
Ohio, in the stench of the stockyards in Chi, on Beacon Hill, in an old 
brick house in Alexandria Virginia, on Telegraph Hill, in a halftim- 
bered Tudor cottage in Portland the city of roses, 
in the Lying-In Hospital old Morgan endowed on Stuyvesant Square, 
across the railroad tracks, out near the country club, in a shack cabin 
tenement apartmenthouse exclusive residential suburb; 

scion of one of the best families in the social register, won first prize 
in the baby parade at Coronado Beach, was marbles champion of the 
Little Rock grammarschools, crack basketballplayer at the Booneville 
High, quarterback at the State Reformatory, having saved the sheriff’s 
kid from drowning in the Little Missouri River was invited to Wash- 
ington to be photographed shaking hands with the President on the 
White House steps; — 

though this was a time of mourning, such an assemblage necessarily 
has about it a touch of color. In the boxes are seen the court uniforms of 
foreign diplomats, the gold braid of our own and foreign fleets and 
armies, the black of the conventional morning dress of American states- 
men, the varicolored furs and outdoor wrapping garments of mothers 
and sisters come to mourn, the drab and blue of soldiers and sailors, the 
glitter of musical instruments and the white and black of a vested choir 

— busboy harveststiff hogcaller boyscout champeen cornshucker of 
Western Kansas bellhop at the United States Hotel at Saratoga Springs 
office boy callboy fruiter telephone lineman longshoreman lumberjack 
plumber’s helper, 

worked for an exterminating company in Union City, filled pipes in 
an opium joint in Trenton, N. J. 

Y.M.C.A. secretary, express agent, truckdriver, fordmechanic, sold 
books in Denver Colorado: Madam would you be willing to help a 
young man work his way through college.? 

President Harding, with a reverence seemingly more significant bc^ 
cause of his high temporal station, concluded his speech : 

We are met today to pay the impersonal tribute; 
the name of him whose body lies before us took, flight with his im- 
perishable soul . . . 

as a typical soldier of this representative democracy he fought and died 
believing in the indisputable justice of his country* s cause . . . 
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by raising his right hand and asking the thousands within the sound 
of his voice to join in the prayer : 

Our Father which art in heaven hallowed be thy name . . . 

Naked he went into the army; 

they weighed you, measured you, looked for flat feet, squeezed your 
penis to see if you had clap, looked up your anus to see if you had pilcs^ 
counted your teeth, made you cough, listened to your heart and lungs, 
made you read the letters on the card, charted your urine and you/ 
intelligence, 

gave you a service record for a future (imperishable soul) 

and an identification tag stamped with your serial number to hang 
around your neck, issued O D regulation equipment, a condiment can 
and a copy of the articles of war. 

Atten’SHUN suck in your gut you c r wipe that smile off your 

face eyes right wattja tink dis is a choirch-social ? For-war-D’ARCH. 

John Doe 

and Richard Roe and other person or persons unknown 

drilled hiked, manual of arms, ate slum, learned to salute, to soldier, 
to loaf in the latrines, forbidden to smoke on deck, overseas guard duty, 
forty men and eight horses, shortarm inspection and the ping of shrap- 
nel and the shrill bullets combing the air and the sorehead woodpeckers 
the machineguns mud cooties gasmasks and the itch. 

Say feller tell me how I can get back^ to my outfit, 

John Doe had a head 

for twentyodd years intensely the nerves of the eyes the ears the 
palate the tongue the fingers the toes the armpits, the nerves warmfeel- 
ing under the skin charged the coiled brain with hurt sweet warm cold 
mine must dont sayings print headlines : 

Thou shalt not the multiplication table long division. Now is the 
time for all good men knocks but once at a young man’s door, It’s a 
great life if Ish gebibbel. The first five years’ll be the Safety First, Sup- 
pose a hun tried to rape your my country right or wrong. Catch ’em 
young, What he dont know wont treat ’em rough. Tell ’em nothin. He 
got what was coming to him he got his. This is a white man’s country. 
Kick the bucket. Gone west, If you dont like it you can croaked him 

Say buddy cant you tell me how / can get bac\ to my oufit? 

Cait help jumpin when them things go off, give me the trots them 
things do. I lost my identification tag swimmin in the Marne, rough-* 
housin with a guy while we was waitin to be debused, in bed with a 
girl named Jeanne (Love moving picture wet French postcard dream 
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began with saltpeter in the coflee and ended at the propho station) 
Say soldier for ckrissal{e cant you tell me how 1 can get bac\ to my 
outfit? 

John Doe's 

heart pumped blood: 

alive thudding silence of blood in your ears 

down in the clearing in the Oregon forest where the punkins were 
punkincolor pouring into the blood through the eyes and the fallcolored 
trees and the bronze hoopers were hopping through the dry grass, 
where tiny striped snails hung on the underside of the blades and the 
flics hummed, wasps droned, bumblebees buzzed, and the woods smelt 
of wine and mushrooms and apples, homey smell of fall pouring into 
the blood, 

and I dropped the tin hat and the sweaty pack and lay flat with the 
dogday sun licking my throat and adamsapple and the tight skin over 
the breastbone. 

The shell had his number on it. 

The blood ran into the ground. 

The service record dropped out of the filing cabinet when the quarter- 
master sergeant got blotto that time they had to pack up and leave the 
billets in a hurry. 

The identification tag was in the bottom of the Marne. 

The blood ran into the ground, the brains oozed out of the cracked 
skull and were licked up by the trenchrats, the belly swelled and raised 
a generation of bluebottle flies, 
and the incorruptible skeleton, 

and the scraps of dried viscera and skin bundled in khaki 

they took to Chalons-sur-Marne 
and laid it out neat in a pine coffin 
and took it home to God’s Country on a battleship 
and buried it in a sarcophagus in the Memorial Amphitheatre in the 
Arlington National Cemetery 
and draped the Old Glory over it 
and the bugler played taps 

and Mr. Harding prayed to God and the diplomats and the generals 
and the admirals and the brass-hats and the politicians and the hand- 
somely dressed ladies out of the society column of the Washington Post 
stood up solemn 

and thought how beautiful sad Old Glory God s Country it was to 
J>avc the bugler play taps and the three volleys made their ears ring. 
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A Rose for Emily 

BY WILLIAM FAULKNER 



w.. Miss Emily Grierson 
died, our whole town went to her funeral: the men through a sort of 
respectful affection for a fallen monument, the women mostly out of 
curiosity to see the inside of her house, which no one save an old man- 
servant— a combined gardener and cook— had seen in at least ten years. 

It was a big, squarish frame house that had once been white, decorated 
with cupolas and spires and scrolled balconies in the heavily lightsome 
style of the Seventies, set on what had once been our most select street. 
But garages and cotton gins had encroached and obliterated even the 
august names of that neighborhood; only Miss Emily’s house was left, 
lifting its stubborn and coquettish decay above the cotton wagons and 
the gasoline pumps — an eyesore among eyesores. And now Miss Emily 
had gone to join the representatives of those august names where they 
lay in the cedar-bemused cemetery among the ranked and anonymous 
graves of Union and Confederate soldiers who fell at the battle of 
Jefferson. 

Alive, Miss Emily had been a tradition, a duty, and a care; a sort of 
hereditary obligation upon the town, dating from that day in 1894 when 
Colonel Sartoris, the mayor — he who fathered the edict that no Negro 
woman should appear on the streets without an apron— remitted her 
taxes, the dispensation dating from the death of her father on into 
perpetuity. Not that Miss Emily would have accepted charity. ^Colonel 
Sartoris invented an involved tale to the effect that Miss Emily s father 
had loaned money to the town, which the town, as a matter of business, 
preferred this way of repaying. Only a man of Colonel Sartoris genera- 
tion and thought could have invented it, and only a woman could have 
believed it. 
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When the next generation, with its more modern ideas, became 
mayors and aldermen, this arrangement created some little dissatisfac- 
tion. On the first of the year they mailed her a tax notice. February came, 
and there was no reply. They wrote her a formal letter, asking her to 
call at the sheriff’s office at her convenience. A week later the mayor 
wrote her himself, offering to call or to send his car for her, and received 
in reply a note on paper of an archaic shape, in a thin, flowing calligraphy 
in faded ink, to the effect that she no longer went out at all. The tax 
notice was also enclosed, without comment. 

They called a special meeting of the Board of Aldermen. A deputa- 
tion waited upon her, knocked at the door through which no visitor 
had passed since she ceased giving china-painting lessons eight or ten 
years earlier. They were admitted by the old Negro into a dim hall from 
which a stairway mounted into still more shadow. It smelled of dtist and 
disuse — a close, dank smell. The Negro led them into the parlor. It was 
furnished in heavy, leather-covered furniture. When the Negro opened 
the blinds of one window, they could sec that the leather was cracked; 
and when they sat down, a faint dust rose sluggishly about their thighs, 
spinning with slow motes in the single sun-ray.VOn a tarnished gilt easel 
before the fireplace stood a crayon portrait of Miss Emily’s father. \- 

They rose when she entered— a small, fat woman in black, with a 
thin gold chain descending to her waist and vanishing into her belt, 
leaning on an ebony cane with a tarnished gold head. Her skeleton was 
small and spare; perhaps that was why what would have been merely 
plumpness in another was obesity in her. She looked bloated, like a 
body long submerged in motionless water, and of that pallid hue. Her 
eyes, lost in the fatty ridges of her face, looked like two small pieces of 
coal pressed into a lump of dough as they moved from one face to 
another while the visitors stated their errand. 

( She did not ask them to sit. She just stood in the door and listened 
'quietly until the spokesman came to a stumbling halt. Then they could 
^hcaiP^the invisible watch ticking at the end of the gold chain. 

Her voice was dry and cold. “I have no taxes in Jefferson. Colonel 
Sartoris explained it to me. Perhaps one of you can gain access to the 
dty records and satisfy yourselves.” 

“But we have. We are the city authorities, Miss Emily. Didn’t you 
get a notice from the sheriff, signed by him.?” 

“I received a paper, yes,” Miss Emily said. “Perhaps he considers him- 
self the sheriff ... I have no taxes in Jefferson.” 

“But there is nothing on the books to show that, you sec. We must go 
by the—” 

“See Colonel Sartoris. I have no taxes in Jefferson ” 

“But, Miss Emily—” 
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“See Colood Sartoris.” ^Colonel Sartoris had been dead almost ten 
years.) “I have no taxes in Jefferson. Tobel" The Negro appeared, 
“Show these gentlemen out-K 


II 






So she vanquished them, horse and foot, just as she had vanquished 
their fathers thirty years before about the smell. That was two years 
after her father’s death and a short time after her sweetheart — the one 
we believed would marry her— had deserted her. After her father’s death 
she went out very little; after her sweetheart went away, people hardly 
saw her at all. A few of the ladies had the temerity to call, but were not 
received, and the only sign of life about the place was the Negro man— 
a young man then — agoing in and out with a market basket. 

“Just as if a man — any man — could keep a kitchen properl]^ the 
ladies said; so they were not surprised when the smell developed.^ was 
another link between the gross, teeming world and the high and mighty 
GriersonsQ 

A neighbor, a woman, complained to the mayor, Judge Stevens;, 
eighty years old. 

“But what will you have me do about it, madam?” he said. 

“Why, send her word to stop it,” the woman said. “Isn’t there a law?*'* 

“I’m sure that won’t be necessary,” Judge Stevens said. “It's probably 
iust a snake or a rat that nigger of hers killed in the yard. I’ll speak tii 
him about it.” 


The next day he received two more complaints, one from a man who 
came in diffident deprecation. “We really must do something about it, 
Judge. I’d be the last one in the world to bother Miss Emily, but wc’vc 
got to do something.” That night the Board of Aldermen met — three 
graybeards and one younger man, a member of the rising generation. 

“It’s simple enough,” he said. “Send her word to have her place 
cleaned up. Give her a certain time to do it in, and if she don’t . . .” 

“Damm»t, sir,” Judge Stevens said, “will you accuse a lady to her face 
of smelling bad?” 

So the next night, after midnight, four men crossed Miss Emily’s 
lawn and slunk about the house like burglars, sniffing along the base of 
the brickwork and at the cellar openings while one of them performed 
a regular sowing motion with his hand out of a sack slung from hts 
shoulder. They broke open the cellar door and sprinkled lime there, 
and in all the outbuildings. As they recrossed the lawn, a window that 
had been dark was lighted and Miss Emily sat in it, the light behind 
her, and her upright torso motionless as that of an idol. They crept 
quietly across the lawn and into the shadow of the locusts that Uned the 
street. After a week or two the smell went away. 
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That was when people had begun to feel really sorry for her. People 
in our town, remembering how Old Lady Wyatt, her great-aunt, had 
gone completely crazy at last, believed that the Griersons held them- 
selves a little too high for what they really were. None of the young 
men was quite good enough to Miss Emily and such. We had long 
thought of them as a tableau : Miss Emily a slender figure in white in 
the background, her father a spraddled silhouette in the foreground, 
his back to her and clutching a horse-whip, the two of them framed 
by the back -flung front door. So when she got to be thirty and was still 
single, we were not pleased exactly, but vindicated; even with insanity 
in the family she wouldn’t have turned down all of her chances if they 
had really materialized. 

When her father died, it got about that the house was all that was 
left to her; and in a way, people were glad. At last they could pity Miss 
Emily. Being left alone, and a pauper, she had become humanized. 
Now she too would know the old thrill and the old despair of a penny 
more or less. 

The day after his death all the ladies prepared to call at the house and 
offer condolence and aid, as is our custom. Miss Emily met them at the 
door, dressed as usual and with no trace of grief on her face. She told 
them that her father was not dead. She did that for three days, with 
the ministers calling on her, and the doctors, trying to persuade her to 
let them dispose of the bod)^Just as they were about to resort to law 
and force, she broke down, and they buried her father quickly. 

We did not say she was crazy then. We believed she had to do that. 
We remembered all the young men her father had driven away, and 
wc knew that with nothing left, she would have to cling to that which 
had robbed her, as people will. 


Ill 

She^as sick for a long time. When we saw her again, her hair was cut 
short, making her look like a girl, with a vague resemblance to those 
angels in colored church windows — ^sort of tragic and serene. 

The town had just let the contracts for paving the sidewalks, and 
in the summer after her father’s death they began the work. The con- 
struction company came with niggers and mules and machinery, and a 
foreman named Homer Barron, a Yankee — a big, dark, ready man, 
with a big voice and eyes lighter than his face. The little boys would 
follow in groups to hear him cuss the niggers, and the niggers singing 
in time to the rise and fall of picks. Pretty soon he knew everybody in 
town. Whenever you heard a lot of laughing anywhere about the 
square, Homer Barron would be in the center of the group. Presently 
we began to see him and Miss Emily on Sunday afternoons driving in 
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the yellow-wheeled buggy and the matched team of bays from the 
livery stable. 

At first we were glad that Miss Emily would have an interest, because 
the ladies all said, “Of course a Grierson would not think seriously of a 
Northerner, a day laborer.” But there were still others, older people, 
who said that even grief could not cause a real lady to forget noblesse 
oblige — without calling it noblesse oblige. They just said, “Poor Emily. 
Her kinsfolk should come to her.” She had some kin in Alabama; but 
years ago her father had fallen out with them over the estate of Old 
Lady Wyatt, the crazy woman, and there was no communication be- 
tween the two families. They had not even been represented at the 
funeral. 

And as soon as the old people said, “Poor Emily,” the whispering 
began. “Do you suppose it’s really so?” they said to one another. “Of 
course it is. What else could . . .” This behind their hands; rustling of 
craned silk and satin behind jalousies closed upon the sun of Sunday 
afternoon as the thin, swift clop-clop-clop of the matched team passed: 
‘Poor Emily.” 

She carried her head high enough — even when we believed that she 
was fallen. It was as if she demanded more than ever the recognition 
of her dignity as the last Grierson; as if it had wanted that touch of 
earthiness to reaffirm her imperviousness. L’^'e when she bought the 
rat poison, the arsenic. That was over a year after they had begun to 
say “Poor Emily,” and while the two female cousins were visiting her. 

“I want some poison,” she said to the druggist. She was over thirty 
then, still a slight woman, though thinner than usual, with cold, 
haughty black eyes in a face the flesh of which was strained across the 
temples and about the eye-sockets as you imagine a lighthouse-keeper’s 
face ought to look. “I want some poison,” she said. 

“Yes, Miss Emily. What kind? For rats and such? Pd recom — ” 

“I want the best you have. I don’t care what kind.” 

The druggist named several. “They’ll kill anything up to an elephant. 
But what you want is — ” 

“Arsenic,” Miss Emily said. “Is that a good one?” 

“Is . . . arsenic? Yes, ma’am. But what you want — ” 

“I want arsenic.” 

The druggist looked down at her. She looked back at him, erect, her 
face like a strained flag. “Why, of course,” the druggist said. “If that’s 
what you want. But the law requires you to tell what you arc going to 
use it for.” 

Miss Emily just stared at him, her head tilted back in order to look 
him eye for eye, until he looked away and went and got the arsenic 
and wrapped it up. The Negro delivery boy brought her the package; 
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then he disappeared. He walked right through the house and out the 
back and was not seen again. 

The two female cousins came at once. They held the funeral on the 
fecond day, with the town coming to look at Miss Emily beneath a 
mass of bought flowers, with the crayon face of her father musing pro- 
foundly above the bier and the ladies sibilant and macabre; and the very 
old men — some in their brushed Confederate uniforms — on the porch 
and the lawn, talking of Miss Emily as if she had been a contemporary 
of theirs, believing that they had danced with her and coi^fted her per- 
haps, confusing time with its mathematical progression, as tfee old do, 
(to whom all the past is not a diminishing road but, instead, a huge 
y meadow which no winter ever quite touches, divided from them now 
^by the narrow bottle-neck of the most recent decade of years. 

Already we knew that there was one room in that region above stairs 
which no one had seen in forty years, and which would have to be 
forced. They waited until Miss Emily was decently in the ground before 
they opened it. 

The violence of breaking down the door seemed to fill this room 
with pervading dust. A thin, acrid pall as of the tomb seemed to lie 
everywhere upon this room decked and furnished as for a bridal: upon 
tlM valence curtains of faded rose color, upon the rose-shaded lights, 
upon the dressing table, upon the delicate array of crystal and the man’s 
toilet things backed with tarnished silver, silver so tarnished that the 
monogram was obscured. Among them lay a collar and tic, as if they 
had just been removed, which, lifted, left upon the surface a pale cres- 
cent in the dust. Upon a chair hung the suit, carefully folded; beneath 
it the two mute shoes and the discarded socks. 

The man himself lay in the bed. 

For a long while we just stood there, looking down at the profound 
and fleshlcss grin. The body had apparently once lain in the attitude of 
embrace, but now the long sleep that outlasts love, that conquers 
cvcrvthe grimace of love, had cuckolded him. What was left of him, 
rotted beneath what was left of the nightshirt, had become inextricable 
from the bed in which he lay; and upon him and upon the pillow be- 
side him lay that even coating of the patient and biding dust. 

Then we noticed that in the second pillow was the indentation of a 
head. One of us lifted something from it, and leaning forward, that 
faint and invisible dust dry and acrid in the nostrils, we saw a long 
strand of iron-gray hair. 



The Killers 

BY ERNEST HEMINGWAY 
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HE door of Henry’s lutich* 
room opened and two men came in. They sat down at the counter. 

“What’s yours?” George asked them. 

“I don’t know,” one of the men said. “What do you want to eat, Al?** 

“I don’t know,” said Al. “I don’t know what I want to eat.” 

Outside it was getting dark. The street-light came on outside the 
window. The two men at the counter read the menu. From the other 
end of the counter Nick Adams watched them. He had been talking to 
George when they came in. 

“I’ll have a roast pork tenderloin with apple sauce and mashed po- 
tatoes,” the first man said. 

“It isn’t ready yet.” 

“What the hell do you put it on the card for?” 

“That’s the dinner,” George explained. “You can get that at sit 
o’clock.” 


George looked at the clock on the wall behind the counter. 

“It’s five o’clock.” 

“The clock says twenty minutes past five,” the second man said. 

“It’s twenty minutes fast.” 

“Oh, to hell with the clock,” the first man said. “What have you got 
to cat?” 

“I can give you any kind of sandwiches,” George said. “You can have 
ham and eggs, bacon and eggs, liver and bacon, or a steak.” 

“Give me chicken croquettes with green peas and cream sauce and 
mashed potatoes.” 

“That’s the dinner.” 

“Everything we want’s the dinner, eb? That’s the way yoq; work it** 

1089 ‘ ^ S 
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“I can give you ham and eggs, bacon and eggs, liver 

“I’ll take ham and eggs,” the man called A1 said. He wore a derby hat 
and a black overcoat buttoned across the chest. His face was small and 
white and he had tight lips. He wore a silk muffler and gloves. 

“Give me bacon and eggs,” said the other man. He was about tht 
same size as Al. Their faces were different, but they were dressed like 
twins. E(oth wore overcoats too tight for them. They sat leaning for- 
ward, their elbows on the counter. 

“Gdt anything to drink?” Al asked. 

“Silver beer, bevo, ginger-ale,” George said. 

“I mean you got anything to 
“Just those I said.” 

“This is a hot town,”, said the other. “What do they call it?” 
“Summit.” 

“Ever hear of it?” Al asked his friend. 

“No,” said the friend. 

“What do you do here nights?” Al asked. 

“They eat the dinner,” his friend said. “They all come here and cat 
the big dinner.” 

“That’s right,” George said. 

“So you think that’s right?” Al asked George. 

“Sure.” 

“You’re a pretty bright boy, aren’t you?” 

“Sure,” said George. 

“Well, you’re not,” said the other little man. “Is he, Al?” 

“He’s dumb,” said Al. He turned to Nick. “What’s your name?” 
“Adams.” 

^^Another bright boy,” Al said. “Ain’t he a bright boy. Max?” 
“The town’s full of bright boys,” Max said. 

George put the two platters, one of ham and eggs, the other of bacon 
and eggs, on the counter. He set down two side-dishes of fried potatoes 
andVlosed the wicket into the kitchen. 

“Which is yours?” he asked Al. 

“Don’t you remember?” 

“Ham and eggs.” 

“Just a bright boy,” Max said. He leaned forward and took the ham 
and, eggs. Both men ate with their gloves on. George watched them eat. 
“What arc you looking at?” Max looked at George. 

“Nothing.” 

“The hell you were. You were looking at me.” 

“Maybe the boy meant it for a joke, Max,” Al said. 
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^You don*t have to laugh/’ Max said to him. “You don’t have to laugh 
at all, see?” 

“All right,” said George. 

“So he thinks it’s all right.” Max turned to Al. “He thinks it’s all 
right. That’s a good one.” 

“Oh, he’s a thinker,” Al said. They went on eating. 

“What’s the bright boy’s name down the counter?” Al asked Max. 

“Hey, bright boy,” Max said to Nick. “You go around on the other 
side of the counter with your boy friend.” 

“What’s the idea?” Nick asked 

“There isn’t any idea.” 

“You better go around, bright boy,” Al said. Nick went around be- 
hind the counter. 

“What’s the idea?” George asked. 

“None of your damn business,” Al said. “Who’s out in the kitchen?” 

“The nigger.” 

“What do you mean the nigger?” 

“The nigger that cooks.” 

“Tell him to come in.” 

“What’s the idea?” 

“Tell him to come in.” 

“Where do you think you arc?” 

“We know damn well where we arc,” the man called Max said. “Do 
we look silly?” 

“You talk silly,” Al said to him. “What the hell do you argue with 
this kid for? Listen,” he said to George, “tell the nigger to come out 
here.” 

“What are you going to do to him?” 

“Nothing. Use your head, bright boy. What would we do to a 
nigger?” 

George opened the slit that opened back into the kitchen. “Sam,” he 
called. “Come in here a minute.” 

The door to the kitchen opened and the nigger came in. “What was 
it?” he asked. The two men at the counter took a look at him. 

“All right, nigger. You stand right there,” Al said 

Sam, the nigger, standing in his apron, looked at the two men sitting 
at the counter. “Yes, sir,” he said. Al got down from his stool. 

“I’m going back to the kitchen with the nigger and bright boy,” he 
said. “Go on back to the kitchen, nigger. You go with him, bright boy.’ 
The litdc man walked after Nick and Sam, the cook, back into the 
kitchen. The dooi shut after them. The man called Max sat at the 
counter opposite Gcorsre. He didn’t look at George but looked in the 
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mirror that ran along back of the counter. Henry’s had been made over 
from a saloon into a lunch-krounter. 

“Well, bright boy,” Max said, looking into the mirror, “why don’t 
you say something?” 

“What^s it all about?” 

“Hey, Al,*’ Max called, “bright boy wants to know what it’s all about.” 

“Why don’t you tell him?” Al’s voice came from the kitchen. 

“What do you think it’s all about?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“What do you think?” 

Max looked into the mirror all the time he was talking. 

“I wouldn’t say.” 

“Hey, Al, bright boy says he wouldn’t say what he thinks it’s all 
about.” 

“I can hear you, all right,” Al said from the kitchen. He had propped 
open the slit that dishes passed through into the kitchen with a catsup 
bottle. “Listen, bright boy,” he said from the kitchen to George. “Stand 
a little further along the bar. You move a little to the left. Max.” He 
was like a photographer arranging for a group picture. 

“Talk to me, bright boy,” Max said. “What do you think’s going to 
happen?” 

George did not say anything. 

“I’ll tell you,” Max said. “We’re going to kill a Swede. Do you know 
a big Swede named Ole Andreson?” 

“Yes.” 

“He comes here to eat every night, don’t he?” 

“Sometimes he comes here.” 

‘He comes here at six o’clock, don’t he?” 

“If he comes” 

“We know all that, bright boy,” Max said. “Talk about something 
else. Ever go to the movies?” 

“Once in a while.” 

“T^ou ought to go to the movies more. The movies are fine for a bright 
boy like you.” 

“What are you going to kill Ole Andreson for? What did he ever 
do to you?” 

“He never had a chance to do anything to us. He never even seen us.” 

“And he’s only going to see us once,” Al said from the kitchen. 

“What arc you going to kill him for, then?” George asked. 

“We’re killing him for a friend. Just to oblige a friend, bright boy.*' 

“Shut up,” said Al from the kitchen. “You talk too goddam much.” 

“Well, I got to keep bright boy amused. Don’t I, bright boy?” 

“You talk too damn much,” Al said. “The nigger and my bright boy 
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arc amused by themselves. I got them tied up like a couple of girl friends 
in the convent.” 

“I suppose you were in a convent.” 

“You never know.” 

“You were in a kosher convent. That’s where you were.” 

George looked up at the clock. 

“If anybody comes in you tell them the cook is off, and if they keep 
after it, you tell them you’ll go back and cook yourself. Do you get that, 
bright boy.?” 

“All right,” George said. “What you going to do with us afterward.?” 

“That’ll depend,” Max said. “That’s one of those things you never 
know at the time.” 

George looked up at the clock. It was a quarter past six. The door 
from the street opened. A street-car motorman came in. 

“Hello, George,” he said. “Can I get supper.?” 

“Sam’s gone out,” George said. “He’ll be back in about half an hour.” 

“Fd better go up the street,” the motorman said. George looked al 
the clock. It was twenty minutes past six. 

“That was nice, bright boy,” Max said. “You’re a regular little gentle- 
man.” 

“He knew I’d blow his head off,” Al said from the kitchen. 

“No,” said Max. “It ain’t that. Bright boy is nice. He’s a nice boy. ) 
like him.” 

At six-fifty-five George said: “He’s not coining.” 

Two other people had been in the lunch-room. Once George had 
gone out to the kitchen and made a ham-and-egg sandwich “to go” that 
a man wanted to take with him. Inside the kitchen he saw Al, his derbv 
hat tipped back, sitting on a stool beside the wicket with the muzzle of 
a sawed-off shotgun resting on the ledge. Nick and the cook were back 
to back in the corner, a towel tied in each of their mouths. George had 
cooked the sandwich, wrapped it up in oiled paper, put it in a bag. 
brought it in, and the man had paid for it and gone out. 

“Bright boy can do everything,” Max said. “He can cook and every- 
thing. You’d make some girl a nice wife, bright boy.” 

“Yes.?” George said. “Your friend, Ole Andreson, isn’t going to 
come.” 

“We’ll give him ten minutes,” Max said. 

Max watched the mirror and the clock. The hands of the clock 
marked seven o’clock, and then five minutes past seven. 

“Come on, Al,” said Max. “We better go. He’s not coming.” 

“Better give him five minutes,” Al said from the kitchen. 

In the five minutes a man came in. and George explained that the 
^k was sicke 
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“Why the hell don’t you get another cook?” the man asked. “Aitn*t 
you running a lunch-counter?” He went out. 

“Come*on, Al,” Max said. 

“What about the two bright boys and the nigger?” 

“They’re dl right.” 

“You ^ink so?” 

“Sure. We’re through with it.” 

“I don’t like it,” said AI. “It’s sloppy. You talk too much.” 

“Oh, what the hell,” said Max, “We got to keep amused, haven’t we?” 

“You talk too much, all the same,” Al said. He came out from the 
kitchen. The cut-ofi barrels of the shotgun made a slight bulge under 
the waist of his too tight-fitting overcoat. He straightened his coat with 
his gloved hands. 

“So long, bright boy,” he said to George. “You got a lot of luck.” 

“That’s the truth,” Max said. “You ought to play the races, bright 
boy.” 

The two of them went out the door. George watched them, through 
.he window, pass under the arc-light and cross the street. In their tight 
overcoats and derby hats they looked like a vaudeville team. George 
went back through the swinging-door into the kitchen and untied Nick 
and the cook. 

“I don’t want any more of that,” said Sam, the cook. “I don’t want 
any more of that.’' 

Nick stood up. He had never had a towel in his mouth before. 

“Say,” he said. “What the hell?” He was trying to swagger it off. 

“They were going to kill Ole Andreson,” George said. “They were 
going to shoot him when he came in to eat.” 

“Ole Andreson?” 

“Sure.” 

The cook felt the corners of his mouth with his thumbs. 

“They all gone?” he asked. 

“Yeah,” said George. “They’re gone now.” 

^ don’t like it,” said the cook. “I don’t like any of it at all.” 

“Listen,” George said to Nick. “You better go see Ole Andreson.” 

“All right.” 

‘Tou better not have anything to do with it at all,” Sam, the cook 
said. “You better stay way out of it.” 

“Don’t go if you don’t want to,” George said. 

“Mixing up in this ain’t going to get you anywhere,” the cook said 
“You stay out of it.*' 

“I’ll go sec him,” Nick said to George. “Where does he live?” 

The cook turned away. 

“Little boys always know what they want to do,” he said. 
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“He lives up at Hirsch’s rooming-house,” George said to Nick. 

“I’ll go up there.” 

(Outside the arc-light shone through the bare branches of a tree. Nick 
walked up the street beside the car-tracks and turned at the next arc- 
light down a side-street. Three houses up the street was Hirsch’s room^ 
ing house. Nick walked up the tv/o steps and pushed the bell. A woman 
came to the door. 

“Is Ole Andreson here?” 

“Do you want to see him?” 

“Yes, if he’s in.” 

Nick followed the woman up a flight of stairs and back to the end of 
a corridor. She knocked on the door. 

“Who is it?” 

“It’s somebody to see you, Mr. Andreson,” the woman said. 

“It’s Nick Adams.” 

“Come in.” 

Nick opened the door and went into the room. Ole Andreson was 
lying on the bed with all his clothes on. He had been a heavyweight 
prizefighter and he was too long for the bed. He lay with his head on 
two pillows. He did not look at Nick. 

“What was it?” he asked. 

“I was up at Henry’s,” Nick said, “and two fellows came in and tied 
up me and the cook, and they said they were going to kill you.” 

It sounded silly when he said it. Ole Andreson said nothing. 

“They put us out in the kitchen,” Nick went on. “They were going 
to shoot you when you came in to supper.” 

Ole Andreson looked at the wall and did not say anything, 

“George thought I better come and tell you about it.” 

“There isn’t anything I can do about it,” Ole Andreson said. 

“I’ll tell you what they were like.” 

“I don’t want to know what they were like,” Ole Andreson said. He 
looked at the wall. “Thanks for coming to tell me about it.” 

“That’s all right.” 

Nick looked at the big man lying on the bed. 

“Don’t you want me to go and see the police?” 

“No,” Ole Andreson said. “That wouldn’t do any good.” 

“Isn’t there something I could do?” 

“No. There ain’t anything to do.” 

“Maybe it was just a bluff.” 

“No. It ain’t just a bluff.” 

Ole Andreson rolled over toward the wall. 

“The only thing is,” he said, talking toward the wall, “I just catft 
I make up my mind to go out. I been in here all day.” 
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“Couldn't you get out of town?** 

“No,” Ole Andreson said. “I’m through with all that running 
around.” 

He looked at the wall. 

“There ain’t anything to do now.” 

“Couldn’t you fix it up some way?” 

“No. I got in wrong.” He talked in the same flat voice. “There ain’t 
anything to do. After a while I’ll make up my mind to go out,” 

“I better go back and see George,” Nick said. 

“So long,” said Ole Andreson. He did not look toward Nick. “Thanks 
for coming around.” 

Nick went out. As he shut the door he saw Ole Andreson with all his 
clothes on, lying on the bed looking at the wall. 

“He’s been in his room all day,” the landlady said downstairs. “I 
guess he don’t feel well. I said to him: ‘Mr. Andreson, you ought to go 
out and take a walk on a nice fall day like this,’ but he didn’t feel like it.” 

“He doesn’t want to go out.” 

“I’m sorry he don’t feel well,” the woman said. “He’s an awfully nice 
man. He was in the ring, you know.” 

“I know it.” 

“You’d never know it except from the way his face is,” the woman 
said. They stood talking just inside the street door. “He’s just as gentle." 
--I!S/ell, good night, Mrs. Hirsch,” Nick said. 

“I’m not Mrs. Hirsch,” the woman said. “She owns the place. I jusi 
^ look after it for her. I’m Mrs. Bell.” 

“Well, good night, Mrs. Bell,” Nick said. 

“Good night,” the woman said. 

Nick walked up the dark street to the corner under the arc-light, and 
then along the car-tracks to Henry’s eating-house. George was inside, 
back of the counter. 

“Did you see Ole?” 

“Yps,” said Nick. “He’s in his room and he won’t go out.” 

The cook opened the door from the kitchen when he heard Nick’i 
voice. 

“I don’t even listen to it,” he said and shut the door. 

“Did you tell him about it?” George asked. 

“Sure. I told him but he knows what it’s all about.” 

“What’s he going to do?** 

“Nothing.” 

“They’ll kill him.” 

’*1 guess they will.” 

“He must have got mixed up in something in Chicago* 

“I guess so,” said Nick, 
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“It’s a hell of a thing.” 

“It’s an awful thing,” Nick said. 

They did not say anything. George reached down for a towel and 
wiped the counter. 

“I wonder what he did.?” Nick said. 

“Double-crossed somebody. That’s what they kill them for.” 

“I’m going to get out of this town,” Nick said. 

“Yes,” said George. “That’s a good thing to do.” 

“I can’t stand to think about him waiting in the room and knowing 
he’s going to get it. It’s too damned awful.” 

“Well,” said George, “you better not think about it.” 
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. HEY brought them in around 
midnight and then, all night long, everyone along the corridor heard 
the Russian. 

^"Where is he shot?” Mr. Frazer asked the night nurse. 

^^In the thigh, I think.” 

"‘What about the other one?” 

“Oh, he’s going to die, I’m afraid.” 

“Where is he shot?” 

“Twice in the abdomen. They only found one of the bullets.” 

They were both beet workers, a Mexican and a Russian, and they 
were sitting drinking coffee in an all-night restaurant when someone 
came in the door and started shooting at the Mexican. The Russian 
crawled under a table and was hit, finally, by a stray shot fired at the 
Mexican as he lay on the floor with two bullets in his abdomen. That 
wtfs what the paper said. 

The Mexican told the police he had no idea who shot him. He be- 
lieved it to be an accident. 

“An accident that he fired eight shots at you and hit you twice, 
there?” 

“Si, senor,” said the Mexican, who was named Cayetano Ruiz. 

“An accident that he hit me at all, the cabron,” he said to the in- 
terpreter. 

“What does he say?” asked the detective sergeant, looking across the 
bed at the interpreter. 

“He says it was an accident.*’ 
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“Tell him to tell the truth, that he is going to die,’* the detective said. 

“Na,” said Cayetano. “But tell him that I feel very sick and would 
prefer not to talk so much.” 

“He says that he is telling the truth,” the interpreter said. Then, 
speaking confidently, to the detective, “He don’t know who shot him. 
They shot him in the back.” 

“Yes,” said the detective. “I understand that, but why did the bullets 
all go in the front.?” 

“Maybe he is spinning around,” said the interpreter. 

“Listen,” said the detective, shaking his finger almost at Cayetano’s 
nose, which projected, waxen yellow, from his dead-man’s face in which 
his eyes were alive as a hawk’s. “I don’t give a damn who shot you, but 
I’ve got to clear this thing up. Don’t you want the man who shot you 
to be punished.? Tell him that,” he said to the interpreter. 

“He says to tell who shot you.” 

“Mandarlo al carajo,” said Cayetano, who was very tired. 

“He says he never saw the fellow at all,” the interpreter said. “I tell 
you straight they .shot him in the back.” 

“Ask him who shot the Russian ” 

“Poor Russian,” said Cayetano. “He was on the floor with his head 
enveloped in his arms. He started to give cries when they shoot him 
and he is giving cries ever since. Poor Russian.” 

“He says some fellow that he doesn’t know. Maybe the same fellow 
that shot him.” 

“Listen,” the detective said. “This isn’t Chicago. You’re not a gang- 
stei. You don’t have to act like a moving picture. It’s all right to tell 
who shot you. Anybody would tell who shot them. That’s ail right to 
do. Suppose you don’t tell who he is and he shoots somebody else. Sup- 
pose he shoots a woman or a child. You can’t let him get away with that. 
You tell him,” he said to Mr. Frazer. “I don’t trust that damn in- 
terpreter.” 

“I am very reliable,” the interpreter said. Cayetano looked at Mr. 
Frazer. 

“Listen, amigo,” said Mr. Frazer. “The policeman says that we arc 
not in Chicago but in Hailey, Montana. You arc not a bandit and this 
has nothing to do with the cinema,” 

“I believe him,” said Cayetano softly. *^Ya lo creo” 

“One can, with honor, denounce one’s assailant. Everyone docs it 
here, he says. He says what happens if after shooting you, this man 
shoots a woman or a child?” 

“I am not married,” Cayetano said. 

“He says any woman, anv child.” 

“The man is not crazYi Cayetano said. 
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doctor wanted to show Mr. Frazer two pheasants that were out there 
in the snow, and pulling the bed toward the window, the reading 
fell off the iron bedstead and hit Mr. Frazer on the head. This docs not 
sound so funny now but it was very funny then. Everyone was looking 
out the window, and the doctor, who was a most excellent doctor, was 
pointing at the pheasants and pulling the bed toward the window, and 
then, just as in a comic section, Mr. Frazer was knocked out by the 
leaded base of the lamp hitting the top of his head. It seemed the 
antithesis of healing or whatever people were in the hospital for, and 
everyone thought it was very funny, as a joke on Mr. Frazer and on tht 
doctor. Everything is much simpler in a hospital, including the jokes. 

From the other window, if the bed was turned, you could see the 
town, with a little smoke atjove it, and the Dawson mountains looking 
like real mountains with the winter snow on them. Those were the iwa 
views since the wheeled chair had proved to be premature. It is realh 
best to be in bed if you are in a hospital; since two views, with time ti 
observe them, from a room the temperature of which you control, art 
much better than any number of views seen for a few minutes from 
hot, empty rooms that are waiting for someone else, or just abandoned, 
which you are wheeled in and out of. If you stay long enough in a 
room the view, whatever it is, acquires a great value and becomes very 
important and you would not change it, not even by a different angle 
just as, with the radio, there are certain things that you become fond of, 
and you welcome them and resent the new things. The best tunes they 
had that winter were “Sing Something Simple,” “Singsong Girl,” and 
“Litdc White Lies.” No other tunes were as satisfactory, Mr. Fraser 
felt. “Betty Co-ed” was a good tune too, but the parody of the words 
which came unavoidably into Mr. Frazer’s mind, grew so steadily and 
increasingly obscene that there being no one to appreciate it, he finally 
abandoned it and let the song go back to football. 

About nine o’clock in the morning they would start using the X-ray 
fllachine, and then the radio, which, by then, was only getting Hailey, 
became useless. Many people in Hailey who owned radios protested 
about the hospital’s X-ray machine which ruined their morning recep- 
tion, but there was never any action taken, although many felt it was a 
shame the hospital could not use their machine at a time when people 
were not using their radios. 

About the time when it became necessary to turn off the radio Sistef 
Cecilia came in. 

“How’s Cayetano, Sister Cecilia?” Mr. Frazer asked. 

“Oh, he’s very bad.” 

“Is be out ot his head?” 
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“No, but Fm afraid he’s going to die.** 

“How arc you?” 

“I’m very worried about him, and do you know that absolutdy no 
one has come to see him? He could die just like a dog for all those 
Mexicans care. They’re really dreadful.” 

“Do you want to come up and hear the game this afternoon?” 

“Oh, no,” she said. “I’d be too excited. I'll be in the chapel praying.” 

“We ought to be able to hear it pretty well,” Mr. Frazer said. “They’re 
playing out on the coast and the difference in time will bring it late 
enough so we can get it all right.” 

“Oh, no. I couldn’t do it. The world series nearly finished me. When 
the Athletics were at bat I was praying right out loud: ‘Oh, Lord, 
direct their batting eyes! Oh, Lord, may he hit one! Oh, Lord, may he 
hit safely!’ Then when they filled the base.', in the third game, you re- 
member, it was too much for me. ‘Oh, Lord, may he hit it out of the 
lot! Oh, Lord, may he drive it clean over the fence!’ Then you know 
when the Cardinals would come to bat it was simply dreadful. ‘Oh, 
Lord, may they not see it! Oh, Lord, don’t let them even catch a glimpse 
of it! Oh, Lord, may they fan!’ And this game is even worse. It’s Notre 
Dame. Our Lady. No, I’ll be in the chapel. For Our Lady. They’re 
playing for Our Lady. I wish you’d write something sometime for Our 
Lady. You could do it. You know you could do it, Mr. Frazer.” 

‘I don’t know anything about her that I could write. It’s mostly been 
written already,” Mr. Frazer said. “You wouldn’t like the way I write. 
She wouldn’t care for it either.” 

“You’ll write about her sometime,” Sister said. “I know you will. 
You must write about Our Lady.” 

“You’d better come up and hear the game.” 

“It would be too much for me. No, I’ll be in the chapel doing what 
I can.” 

That afternoon they had been playing about five minutes when a 
probationer came into the room and said, “Sister Cecilia wants to know 
how the game is going?” 

“Tell her they have a touchdown already.” 

In a little while the probationer came into the room again. 

“Tell her they’re playing them off their feet,” Mr. Frazer said. 

A little later he rang the bell for the nurse who was on floor duty. 
“Would you mind going down to the chapel or sending word down to 
Sister Cecilia that Notre Dame has them fourteen to nothing at the 
end of the first quarter and that it’s all right? She can stop praying.” 

In a few minutes Sister Cecilia came into the room. She was very 
excited. “What does fourteen to nothing mean? } don’t know anything 
ftbout this game. That’s a nice safe lead in baseball. But I don’t know 
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anything about football. It may not mean a thing. I’m going right back 
down to the chapel and pray until it’s finished.” 

“They have them beaten,” Frazer said. “I promise you. Stay and 
listen with me.” 

“No. No. No. No. No. No. No,” she said. “I’m going right down to' 
the chapel to pray.” 

Mr. Frazer sent down word whenever Notre Dame scored, and 
finally, when it had been dark a long time, the final result. 

“How’s Sister Cecilia?” 

“They’re all at chapel,” she said. 

The next morning Sister Cecilia came in. She was very pleased and 
confident. 

“I knew they couldn’t beat Our Lady,” she said. “They couldn’t. 
Cayetano’s better too. He’s much better. He’s going to have visitors. He 
can’t see them yet, but they are going to come and that will make him 
feel better and know he’s not forgotten by his own people. I went down 
and saw that O’Brien boy at Police Headquarters and told him that he’s 
got to send some Mexicans up to see poor Cayetano. He’s going to send 
some this afternoon. Then that poor man will feel better. It’s wicked 
the way no one has come to see him.” 

That afternoon about five o’clock three Mexicans came into the room. 

“Can one?” asked the biggest one, who had very thick lips and was 
quite fat. 

“Why not?” Mr. Frazer answered. “Sit down, gentlemen. Will you 
take something?” 

“Many thanks,” said the big one. 

“Thanks,” said the darkest and smallest one. 

“Thanks, no,” said the thin one. “It mounts to my head.” He tapped 
his head. 

The nurse brought some glasses. “Please give them the bottle,” Frazer 
said. “It is from Red Lodge,” he explained. 

‘^hat of Red Lodge is the best,” said the big one. “Much better than 
that of Big Timber.” 

“Clearly,” said the smallest one, “and costs more too.” 

“In Red Lodge it is of all prices,” said the big one. 

“How many tubes has the radio?” asked the one who did not drink. 

“Seven.” 

“Very beautiful,” he said. “What does it cost?” 

“I don’t know,” Mr. Frazer said. “It is rented.” 

“You gentlemen are friends of Cayetano?” 

“No,” said the big one. “We are friends of he who wounded him.” 

“We were sent here by the police,” the smallest one said. 

“We have a little place,” the big one said. “He and I,” indicating the 
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one who did not drink. He has a little place too,” indicating the small, 
dark one. The police tell us we have to come — so we come.” 

“I am very happy you have come.” 

“Equally,” said the big one. 

“Will you have another little cup?” 

“Why not?” said the big one. 

“With your permission,” said the smallest one. 

“Not me,” said the tnin one. “It mounts to my head.” 

“It is very good,” said the smallest one. 

“Why not try some?” Mr. Frazer asked the thin one. “Let a little 
mount to your head.” 

“Afterwards comes the headache,” said the thin one. 

“Could you not send friends of Cayetano to see him?” Frazer asked. 

“He has no friends.” 

“Every man has friends.” 

“This one, no.” 

“What does he do?” 

“He is a card -play ei.” 

“Is he good?” 

“I believe it.” 

“From me,” said the smallest one, “he won one hundred and eighty 
dollars. Now there is no longer one hundred and eighty dollars in the 
world.” 

“From me,” said the thin one, “he won two hundred and eleven dol- 
lars. Fix yourself on that figure.” 

“I never played with him,” said the fat one. 

“He must be very rich,” Mr. Frazer suggested. 

“He is poorer than we,” said the little Mexican. “Me has no more 
than the shirt on his back.” 

“And that shirt is of little value now,” Mr. Frazer said. “Perforated 
as it is.” 

“Clearly.” 

“The one who wounded him was a card-player?” 

“No, a beet worker. He has had to leave town.” 

“Fix yourself on this,” said the smallest one. “He was the best guitar 
player ever in this town. The finest.” 

“What a shame.” 

“I believe it,” said the biggest one. “How he could touch the guitar.” 

“There are no good guitar players left?” 

“Not the shadow of a guitar player.” 

“There is an accordion player who is worth something,” the thin 
nian said. 



no6 ERNEST HEMINGWAY 

“There arc a few who touch various instruments,” the big one said 
“You like music?” 

“How would I not?” 

“We will come one night with music? You think the sister would 
allow it? She seems very amiable.” 

“I am sure she would permit it when Cayetano is able to hear it.” 

“Is she a little crazy?” asked the thin one. 

“Who?” 

“That sister?” 

“No,” Mr. Frazer said. “She is a fine woman of great intelligence and 
sympathy.” 

“I distrust all priests, monks, and sisters,” said the thin one. 

“He had bad experiences when a boy,” the smallest one said. 

“I was acolyte,” the thin one said proudly. “Now I believe in nothing. 
Neither do I go to mass.” 

“Why? Does it mount to your head?” 

“No,” said the thin one. “It is alcohol that mounts to my head. 
Religion is the opium of the poor.” 

“I thought mariajuana was the opium of the poor,” Frazer said. 

“Did you ever smoke opium?” the big one asked. 

“No.” 

“Nor I,” he said. “It seems it is very bad. One commences and cannot 
stop. It is a vice.” 

“Like religion,” said the thin one. 

“This one,” said the smallest Mexican, “is very strong against re- 
ligion.” 

“It is necessary to be very strong against something,” Mr. Frazer said 
politely. 

“I respect those who have faith even though they are ignorant,” the 
thin one said. 

“Good,” said Mr. Frazer. 

‘jWhat can we bring you?” asked the big Mexican. “Do you lack for 
anything?” 

“I would be glad to buy some beer if there is good beer.” 

“We will bring beer.” 

“Another copita before you go?” 

“It is very good.” 

“We are robbing you.” 

“I can’t take it. It goes to my head. Then I have a bad headache and 
sick at the stomach.” 

“Good-by, gentlemen.” 

“Good-by and thanks.” 

They went out and there was supper and then the radio, turned 
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be as quiet as possible and still be heard, and the stations finally signing 
ofiF in this order: Denver, Salt Lake City, Los Angeles, and Seattle. Mr. 
Frazer received no picture of Denver from the radio. He could see 
Denver from the Denver Post, ancf correct the picture from The Rocl^y 
Mountain News, Nor did he ever have any feel of Salt Lake City or Los 
Angeles from what he heard from those places. All he felt about Salt 
Lake City was that it was clean, but dull, and there were too many 
ballrooms mentioned in too many big hotels for him to see Los Angeles. 
He could not feel it for the ballrooms. But Seattle he came to know very 
well, the taxicab company with the big white cabs (each cab equipped 
wi:h radio itself) he rode in every night out to the roadhouse on the 
Cap K.ban side where he followed the course of parties by the musical 
selections hey phoned for. He lived in Seattle from two o’clock on, each 
night, hearing the pieces that all the different people asked for, and it 
was as real as Minneapolis, where the revelers left their beds each morn- 
ing to make that trip down to the studio. Mr. Frazer grew very fond 
of Seattle, Washington. 

The Mexicans came and brought beer but it was not good beer. Mr. 
Frvizcr saw them but he did not feel like talking, and when they went 
he knew they would not come again. His nerves had become tricky and 
he disliked seeing people while he was in this condition. His nerves 
went bad at the end of five weeks, and wh’^ he was pleased they lasted 
that long yet he resemed being forced to make the same experiment 
when he already knew the answer. Mr. Frazer had been through this 
all before. The only thing which was news to him was the radio. He 
played it all night long, turned so low he could barely hear it, and he 
was learning to listen to it without thinking. 

Sister Cecilia came into the room about »en o’clock in the morning on 
that day and brought the mail She was very handsome, and Mr. Frazer 
liked to see her and to hear her talk, but the mail, supposedly coming 
from a different world, was more important. However, there was noth- 
ing in the mail of any interest. 

“You look so much better,” she .said. “You’ll be ieaving us soon.” 

“Yes,” Mr. Frazer said. “You look very happy this morning.” 

“Oh, I am. This morning I feel as though I might be a saint.” 

Mr. Frazer was a little taken aback at this. 

“Yes,” Sister Cecilia went on. “That’s what I want to be. A saint. 
Ever since I was a litde girl I’ve wanted to be a saint. When I was a 
girl I thought if I renounced the world and went into the convent T 
would be a saint. That was what I wanted to be and that was vvhat I 
thought I had ^ do to be one. I expected I would be a saint. I was 
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absolutely sure I would be one. For just a moment I thought I was 
one. I was so happy and it seemed so simple and easy. When I awoke 
in the morning I expected I would be a saint, but I wasn’t. IVe never 
become one. I want to be one. All I want is to be a saint. That is all I’ve 
ever wanted. And this morning I feel as though I might be one. Oh, 
I hope I will get to be one.” 

“You’ll be one. Everybody gets what they want. That’s what they 
always tell me.” 

“I don’t know now. When I was a girl it seemed so simple. I knew 
I would be a saint. Only I believed it took time when I found it did no*' 
happen suddenly. Now it seems almost impossible.” 

“I’d say you had a good chance.” 

“Do you really think so.? No, I don’t want just to be encouraged 
Don’t just encourage me. I want to be a saint. I want so to be a saint.” 

“Of course you’ll be a saint,” Mr. Frazer said. 

“No, probably I won’t be. But, oh, if I could only be a saint! I’d be 
perfectly happy.” 

“You’re three to one to be a saint.” 

“No, don’t encourage me. But, oh, if I could only be a saint! If I 
could only be a saint!” 

“How’s your friend Cayetano.?” 

“He’s going to get well but he’s paralyzed. One of the bullets hit the 
big nerve that goes down through his thigh and that leg is paralyzed. 
They only found it out when he got well enough so that he could move.” 

“Maybe the nerve will regenerate.” 

“I’m praying that it will,” Sister Cecilia said. “You ought to see him.” 

“I don’t feel like seeing anybody.” 

“You know you’d like to see him. They could wheel him in here.” 

“All right.” 

They wheeled him in, thin, his skin transparent, his hair black and 
needing to be cut, his eyes very laughing, his teeth bad when he smiled. 
amigol Que tal?** 

“As you see,” said Mr. Frazer. “And thou?” 

“Alive and with the leg paralyzed.” 

“Bad,” Mr. Frazer said. “But the nerve can regenerate and be as good 
as new.” 

“So they tell me.” 

“What about the pain?” 

“Not now. For a while I was crazy with it in the belly. I thought the 
pain alone would kill me.” 

Sister Cecilia was observing them happily. 

“She tells me you never made a sound,” Mr. Frazer said. 
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“So many people in the ward,” the Mexican said deprecatingly. 
'What class of pain do you have?” 

“Big enough. Clearly not as bad as yours. When the nurse goes out I 
cry an hour, two hours. It rests me. My nerves are bad now.” 

“You have the radio. If I had a private room and a radio I would be 
crying and yelling all night long.” 

“I doubt it.” 

“Hombre, si. It’s very healthy. But you cannot do it with so many 
people ” 

“At least,” M:. Frazer said, “the hands are still good. They tell me 
you make your living with the hands.” 

“And the head, ’ he said, tapping his forehead. “But the head isn’t 
worth as much.” 

“Three of your countrymen were here.” 

“Sent by the police to see me ” 

“They brought some beer. * 

“Jt probably was ” 

“It Was ’.tin 

“Tonigtu, sent oy the police, they come to serenade me.” He laughed, 
then tapped his stomach “I cannot laugh yet. As musicians they are 
fatal.” 

“And the one who shot you?” 

“Another fool. I won thirty-eight dollars from him at cards. That is 
lot 10 kill about.” 

“The three told me you win much money.” 

“And am poorer than the birds.*' 

“How?” 

“I am a poor idealist. I im ihe victim of illusions.” He laughed, then 
grinned and tapped his stomach. “I am a professional gambler but I like 
■0 gamble. To really gamble. Little gambling is all crooked. For real 
gambling you need luck. I have no luck.” 

“Never?” 

“Never, I am completely without luck- Look, this cabron who shoots 
me just now. Can he shoot? No. The first shot he fires into nothing. 
The second is intercepted by a poor Russian. That would seem to be 
luck. What happens? He shoots me twice in the belly. He is a lucky 
man. I have no luck. He could not hit a horse if he were holding the 
stirrup. All luck.” 

“I thought he shot you first and the Russian after.” 

“No, the Russian first, me after. The paper was mistaken.” 

“Why didn’t you shoot him?” 

“I never carry a gun. With my luck, if I carried a gun I would be 
iiangcd ten times a year. I am a cheap card player, only that.” He 
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stopped, then continued* “When I make a sum of money I gamble an< 
when I gamble I lose. I have passed at dice for three thousand dollar 
and crapped out for the six. With good dice. More than once.’* 

“Why continue.?*’ 

“If I live long enough the luck will change. I have bad luck now fo 
fifteen years. If I ever get any good luck I will be rich.” He grinned. “ 
am a good gambler, really I would enjoy being rich.” 

“Do you have bad luck with all games?” 

“With everything and with women.” He smiled again, showing hi 
bad teeth. 

“Truly?” 

“Truly.” 

“And what is there to do?” 

“Continue, slowly, and wait for luck to change.” 

“But with women?” 

“No gambler has luck with women. He is too concentrated. Hi 
works nights. When he should be with the woman. No man who work 
nights can hold a woman if the woman is worth anything.” 

“You arc a philosopher.” 

“No, hombre. A gambler of the small towns. One small town, thci 
another, then a big town, then start over again.” 

“Then shot in the belly.” 

“The first time,” he said. “That has only happened once.” 

“I tire you talking?” Mr. Frazer suggested. 

“No,” he said. “I must tire you.” 

“And the leg?” 

“I have no great use for the leg. I am all right with the leg or not 
I will be able to circulate.” 

“I wish you luck, truly, and with all my heart,” Mr. Frazer said. 

“Equally,” he said. “And that the pain stops.” 

“It will not last, certainly. It is passing. It is of no importance.” 

“ifhat it passes quickly.” 

“Equally.” 

That night the Mexicans played the accordion and other instrument 
in the ward and it was cheerful and the noise of the inhalations and ex 
halations of the accordion, and of the bells, the traps, and the drun 
came down the corridor. In that ward there was a rodeo rider wh( 
had come out of the chutes on Midnight on a hot dusty afternooi 
with a big crowd watching, and now, with a broken back, was goinj 
to learn to work in leather and to cane chairs when he got well cnougl 
to leave the hospital. There was a carpenter who had fallen with 
scaflFolding and broken both ankles and both wrists. He had lit lik 



Jill 


THE GAMBLER, NUN, AND THE RADIO 

a cat without a cat’s resiliency. They could fix him up so that he could 
work again but it would take a long time. There was a boy from a 
farm, about sixteen years old, with a broken leg that had been badly 
set and was to be rebroken. There was Cayetano Ruiz, a small-town 
gambler with a paralyzed leg. Down the corridor Mr. Frazer could 
hear them all laughing and merry with the music made by the Mex- 
icans who had been sent by the police. The Mexicans were having a 
good time. They came in, very excited, to see Mr. Frazer and wanted 
to know if there was anything he wanted them to play, and they came 
twice more to play at night of their own accord. 

The last time they played Mr. Frazer lay in his room with the door 
open and listened to the noisy, bad music and could not keep from 
thinking. When they wanted to know what he wished played, hr 
asked for the Cucaracha, which has the sinister lightness and deftness 
of so many of the tunes men have gone to die to. They played noisily 
and with emotion. The tune was better than most of such tunes, to Mr. 
Frazer’s mind, but the effect was all the same. 

In spite of this introduction of emotion, Mr. Frazer went on thinking. 
Usually he avoided thinking all he could, except when he was writing, 
but now he was thinking about those who were playing and what the 
little one had said. 

Religion is the opium of the people. He believed that, that dyspeptic 
little joint-keeper. Yes, and music is the o^^ium of the people. Old 
mount-to-the-head hadn’t thought of that. And now economics is the 
opium of the people; along with patriotism the opium of the people in 
Italy and Germany. What about sexual intercourse; was that an opium 
of the people? Of some of the people. Of some of the best of the people, 
but drink was a sovereign opium of the people, oh, an excellent opium. 
Although some prefer the radio, another opium of the people, a cheap 
one he had just been using. Along with these went gambling, an opium 
of the people if there ever was one, one of the oldest. Ambition was 
another, an opium of the people, along with a belief in any new form 
of government. What you wanted was the minimum of government, 
always less government. Liberty, what we believed in, now the name 
of a McFadden publication. We believed in that although they had 
not found a new name foi it yet. But what was the real one? What 
was the real, the actual, opium of the people? He knew it very well. It 
was gone just a little way around the corner in that well-lighted part of 
his mind that was there after two or more drinks in the evening; that 
he knew was there (it was not really there of course). What was it? 
He knew very well. What was it? Of course; bread was the opium of 
the people. Would he remember that and would it make sense in the 
daylight? Bread is the opium of the people. 
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“Listen,” Mr. Frazer said to the nurse when she came, “Get that little 
thin Mexican in here, will you, please?” 

“How did you like it?” the Mexican said at the door. 

“Very much.” 

“It is a historic tune,” the Mexican said. “It is the tune of the leal 
revolution.” 

“Listen,” said Mr. Frazer. “Why should the people be operated oi) 
without an anaesthetic?” 

“I do not understand.” 

“Why are not all the opiums of the people good? What do you want 
to do with the people?” 

“They should be rescued from ignorance.” 

“Don’t talk nonsense. Education is an opium of the people. You ought 
to know that. You’ve had a little.” 

“You do not believe in education?” 

“No,” said Mr. Frazer. “In knowledge, yes.” 

“I do not follow you.” 

“Many times I do not follow myself with pleasure.” 

“You want to hear the Cucaracha another time?” asked the Mexican 
worriedly. 

“Yes,” said Mr. Frazier. “Play the Cucaracha another time. It’s better 
than the radio.” 

Revolution, Mr. Frazer thought, is no opium. Revolution is a cathar- 
sis; an ecstasy which can only be prolonged by tyranny. The opiums 
are for before and for after. He was thinking well, a little toe wcil. 

They would go now in a little while, he thought, and they would 
take the Cucaracha with them. Then he would have a little spot or i.hc 
giant killer and play the radio, you could play the radio so that you 
could hardly hear it. 



The Red Pony 

BY JOHN STEINBECK 


I. THE GIFT 

A 

daybreak Billy Buck emerged 
from the bunkhouse and stood for a moment on the porch looking up 
at the sky. He was a broad, bandy-legged little man with a walrus 
mustache, with square hands, puffed and muscled on the palms. His 
eyes were a contemplative, watery gray and the hair which protruded 
from under his Stetson hat was spiky and v/eathered. Billy was still 
stuffing his shirt into his blue jeans as he stood on th^ porch. He un- 
buckled his belt and tightened it again. The belt showed, by the worn 
shiny places opposite each hole, the gradual increase of Billy’s middle 
over a period of years. When he had seen to the weather, Billy cleared 
each nostril by holding its mate closed with his forefinger and blowing 
fiercely. Then he walked down to the barn, rubbing his hands together. 
He curried and brushed two saddle horses in the stalls, talking quietly 
to them all the time; and he had hardly finished when the iron triangle 
started ringing at the ranch house. Billy stuck the brush and currycomb 
together and laid them on the rail, and went up to breakfast. His action 
had been so deliberate and yet so wasteless of time that he came to 
the house while Mrs. Tiflin was still ringing the triangle. She nodded 
her gray head to him and withdrew into the kitchen. Billy Buck sat 
down on the steps, because he v^as a cow-hand, and it wouldn’t be 
fitting that he should go first into the dining room. He heard Mr. Tiflin 
in the house, stamping his feet into his boots. 

The high jangling note of the triangle put the boy Jody in motion. He 
^as only a little boy, ten years old, with hair like dusty yellow grass and 
^ith shy polite gray eyes, and with a mouth that worked when he 
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thought. The triangle picked him up out of sleep. It didn’t occur to 
him to disobey the harsh note. He never had : no one he knew ever had 
He brushed the tangled hair out of his eyes and skinned his nightgown 
off. In a moment he was dressed— blue chambray shirt and overalls. It 
was late in the summer, so of course there were no shoes to bother with. 
In the kitchen he waited until his mother got from in front of the sink 
and went back to the stove. Then he washed himself and brushed back 
his wet hair with his fingers. His mother turned sharply on him as he 
left the sink. Jody looked shyly away. 

“IVe got to cut your hair before long,” his mother said. “Breakfast’s 
on the table. Go on in, so Billy can come.” 

Jody sat at the long table which was covered with white oilcloth 
washed through to the fabric in some places. The fried eggs lay m 
rows on their platter. Jody took three eggs on his plate and followed 
with three thick slices of crisp bacon. He carefully scraped a spot of 
blood from one of the egg yolks. 

Billy Buck clumped in. “That won’t hurt you,” Billy explained. 
“That’s, only a sign the rooster leaves.” 

Jody’s tali stern father came in then and Jody knew from the imsc 
on the floor that he was wearing boots, but he looked under the table 
anyway, to make sure. His father turned off the oil lamp over the table, 
for plenty of morning light now came through the windows. 

Jody did not ask where his father and Billy Buck were riding that 
day, but he wished he might go along. His father was a disciplinarian. 
Jody obeyed him in everything without questions of any kind. Now, 
Carl Tiflin sat down and reached for the egg platter. 

“Got the cows ready to go, Billy?” he asked. 

“In the lower corral,” Billy said. “I could just as well take them in 
alone.” 

“Sure you could. But a man needs company. Besides your throat 
gets pretty dry.” Carl Tiflin was jovial this morning. 

✓ Jody’s mother put her head in the door. “What time do you think to 
be back, Carl?” 

“I can’t tell. I’ve got to see some men in Salinas. Might be gone till 
dark.” 

The eggs and coffee and big biscuits disappeared rapidly. Jody fol- 
lowed the two men out of the house. He watched them mount their 
horses and drive six old milk cows out of the corral and start over the 
hill toward Salinas. They were going to sell the old cows to the bu»^cher. 

When they bad disappeared over the crown of the ridge Jody walked 
up the hill in back of the house. The dogs trotted around the house 
corner hunching their shoulders and gi inning horribly with pleasure. 
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Jody patted their heads— Doubletree Mutt with the big thick tail and 
yellow eyes, and Smasher, the shepherd, who had killed a coyote and 
lost an ear in doing it. Smasher s one good ear stood up higher than 
a collie’s car should. Billy Buck said that always happened. After the 
frenzied greeting the dogs lowered their noses to the ground in a busi- 
nesslike way and went ahead, looking back now and then to make sure 
that the boy was coming. They walked up through the chicken yard 
and saw the quail eating with the chickens. Smasher chased the chickens 
a little to keep in practice in case there should ever be sheep to herd. 
Jody continued on through the large vegetable patch where the green 
corn was higher than his head. The cow-pumpkins were green and 
small yet. He went on to the sagebrush line where the cold spring ran 
out of its pipe and fell into a round wooden tub. He leaned over and 
drank close to the green mossy wood where the water tasted best Then 
he turned and looked back on the ranch, on the low, whitewashed 
house girded with red geraniums, and on the long bunkhouse by the 
cypress tree where Billy Buck lived alone. Jody could see the great 
black kettle under the cypress tree. That was where the pigs were 
scalded. The sun was coming over the ridge now, glaring on the white- 
wash of the houses and barns, making the wet grass blaze softly. Behind 
him, in the tall sagebrush, the birds were scampering on the ground, 
making a great noise among the dry leaves; the squirrels piped shrilly 
on the side-hills. Jody looked along at the faim buildings. He felt an 
uncertainty in the air, a feeling of change and of loss and of the gain of 
new and unfamiliar things. Over the hillside two big black buzzards 
sailed low to the ground and their shadows slipped smoothly and quickly 
ahead of them. Some animal had died in the vicinity. Jody knew ii. 
It might be a cow or it might be the remains of a rabbit. The buzzards 
overlooked nothing. Jody hated them as all decent things hate them, 
but they could not be hurt because they made away with carrion. 

After a while the boy sauntered down hill again. The dogs had long 
ago given him up and gone into the brush to do things in their own 
way. Back through the vegetable garden he went, and he paused for 
a moment to smash a green muskmelon with his heel, but he was not 
happy about it. It was a bad thing to do, he knew perfectly well. He 
kicked dirt over the ruined melon to conceal it. 

Back at the house his mothei bent over his rough hands,, inspecting 
his fingers and nails. It did little good to start him clean to school, for toe 
many things could happen on the way. She sighed over the black cracks 
on his fingers, and then gave him his books and his lunch and started 
him on the mile walk to school. She noticed that his mouth was work- 
a good deal this morning. 
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Jody started his journey. He filled his pockets with little pieces of 
white quartz that lay in the road, and every so often he took a shot at 
a bird or at some rabbit that had stayed sunning itself in the road too 
long. At the crossroads over the bridge he met two friends and the 
three of them walked to school together, making ridiculous strides and 
being rather silly. School had just opened two weeks before. There was 
still a spirit of revolt among the pupils. 

It was four o’clock in the afternoon when Jody topped the hill and 
looked down on the ranch again. He looked for the saddle horses, but 
the corral was empty. His father was not back yet. He went slowly, 
then, toward the afternoon chores. At the ranch house, he found his 
mother sitting on the porch, mending socks. 

“There’s two doughnuts in the kitchen for you,” she said. Jody slid 
to the kitchen, and returned with half of one of the doughnuts already 
eaten and his mouth full. His mother asked him what he had learned in 
school that day, but she didn’t listen to his doughnut-muffled answer. 
She interrupted, “Jody, conight see you fill the wood-box clear full. 
Last night you crossed the sticks and it wasn’t only about half full. Lay 
the sticks flat tonight. And Jody, some of the hens are hiding eggs, or 
else the dogs are eating them. Look about in the grass and see if you 
can find any nests.” 

Jody, still eating, went out and did his chores. He saw the quail 
come down to eat with the chickens when he threw out the grain. For 
some reason his father was proud to have them come. He never allowed 
any shooting near the house for fear the quail might go away. 

When the wood-box was full, Jody took his twenty-two rifle up to 
the cold spring at the brush line. He drank again and then aimed the 
gun at all manner of things, at rocks, at birds on the wing, at the bi^ 
black pig kettle under the cypress tree, but he didn’t shoot, for he had 
no cartridges and wouldn’t have until he was twelve. If his father had 
seen him aim the rifle in the direction of the house he would have put 
the cartridges off another year. Jody remembered this and did not point 
the rifle down the hill again. Two years was enough to wait for car- 
tridges. Nearly all of his father’s presents were given with reservations 
which hampered their value somewhat. It was good discipline. 

The supper waited until dark for his father to return. When at last 
he came in with Billy Buck, Jody could smell the delicious brandy on 
their breaths. Inwardly he rejoiced, for his father sometimes talked to 
him when he smelled of brandy, sometimes even told things he had 
done in the wild days when he was a boy. 

After supper, Jody sat by the fireplace and his shy polite eyes sought 
the room corners, and he waited for his father to tell what it v^as be 
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contained, for Jody knew he had news of some sort. But he was dis- 
appointed. His father pointed a stern finger at him. 

“You’d better go to bed, Jody. Pm going to need you in the morning.” 

That wasn t so bad. Jody liked to do things he had to do as long as 
they weren’t routine things. He looked at the floor and his mouth 
worked out a question before he spoke it. “What are we going to do in 
the morning, kill a pig?” he asked softly. 

“Never you mind. You better get to bed.” 

When the door was closed behind him, Jody heard his father and 
Billy Buck chuckling and he knew it was a joke of some kind. And 
later, when he lay in bed, trying to make words out of the murmurs 
m the other room, he heard his father protest, “But, Ruth, I didn’t give 
much for him.” 

Jody heard the hoot-owls hunting mice down by the barn, and he 
heard a fruit tree limb tap-tapping against the house. A cow was lowing 
when he went to sleep. 

When the triangle sounded in the morning, Jody dressed more 
quickly even than usual. In the kitchen, while he washed his face and 
combed back his hair, his mother addressed him irritably. “Don't you 
yo out until you get a good breakfast in you.” 

He went into the dining room and sat at the long white table. He 
‘ook a steaming hotcake from the platter, arranged two fried eggs 
^ on it, covered them with another hotcake and squashed the whole thing 
with his fork. 

His father and Billy Buck came in. Jody knew from the sound on the 
floor that both of them were wearing flat-heeled shoes, but he peered 
under the table to make sure. His father turned off the oil lamp, for the 
day had arrived, and he looked stern and disciplinary, but Billy Buck 
didn’t look at Jody at all. He avoided the shy questioning eyes of the 
boy and soaked a whole piece of toast in his coffee. 

Carl Tiflin said crossly, “You come with us after breakfast!” 

Jody had trouble with his food then, for he fell a kind of doom in 
the air. After Billy had tilted his saucer and drained the coffee which 
had slopped into it, and had wiped his hands on his jeans, the two men 
stood up from the table and went out into the morning light together, 
and Jody respectfully followed a little behind them. He tried to keep 
his mind from running ahead, tried to keep it absolutely motionless. 

His mother called, “Carl! Don’t you let it keep him from school.” 

They marched past the cypress, where a singletree hung from a 
limb to butcher the pigs on, and past the black iron kettle, so it was 
not a pig killing. The sun shone over the hill and threw long, dark 
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shadows of the trees and buildings. They crossed a stubble-field to 
ihortciit to the barn. Jody’s father unhooked the door and they went 
in. They had been walking toward the sun on the way down. The barn 
was black as night in contrast and warm from the hay and from the 
beasts. Jody’s father moved over toward the one box stall. “Come here!” 
he ordered. Jody could begin to see things now. He looked into the box 
stall and then stepped back quickly. 

A red pony colt was looking at him out of the stall. Its tense cars 
were forward and a light of disobedience was in its eyes. Its coat was 
rough and thick as an aircdale’s fur and its mane was long and tangled. 
Jody’s throat collapsed in on itself and cut his breath short. 

“He needs a good currying,” his father .«aid, “and if I ever hear of you 
not feeding him or leaving his stall dirty, 111 sell him off in a minute.’ 

Jody couldn’t bear to look at the pony’s eyes any more. He gazed 
down at his hands for a moment, and he asked very shyly, “Mine? ’ 
No one answered him. He put his hand out toward the pony. Its gr.iy 
nose came close, sniffing loudly, and then the lips drew back and the 
strong teeth closed on Jody’s fingers. The pony shook its head up and 
down and seemed to laugh with amusement. Jody regarded his bruised 
fingers. “Well,” he said with pride — ^“Well, I guess he can bite all right." 
The two men laughed^ somewhat in relief. Carl Tiffin went out of the 
barn and walked up a side-hill to be by himself, for he was embarrassed, 
but Billy Buck stayed. It was easier to talk to Billy Buck. Jody asked 
again — “Mine?” 

Billy became professional in tone. “Surel That is, if you look out 
for him and break him right. I’ll show you how. He’s just a colt. You 
can’t ride him for some time.” 

Jody put out his bruised hand again, and this time the red pony let 
his nose be rubbed. “I ought to have a carrot,” Jody said. “Where’d vc 
get him, Billy?” 

“Bought him at a sheriff’s auction,” Billy explained. “A show went 
^broke in Salinas and had debts. The sheriff was selling off their stuff. ' 

The pony stretched out his nose and shook the forelock from Ivs 
wild eyes. Jody stroked the nose a little. He said softly, “There isn’t j 
—saddle?” 

Billy Buck laughed. “I’d forgot. Come along.” 

In the harness room he lifted down a little saddle of red morocco 
leather. “It’s just a show saddle,” Billy Buck said disparagingly. 
isn’t practical for the brush, but it was cheap at the sale.” 

Jody couldn’t trust himself to look at the saddle either, and he 
couldn’t speak at all. He brushed the shining red leather with his fingef' 
tips, and after a long time he said> “It’ll look prettv on him though. 
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He thought of the grandest and prettiest things he knew. “If he hasn’t 
a name already, I think 1*11 call him Gabilan Mountains,” he said. 

Billy Buck knew how he felt. “It*s a pretty long name. Why don’t 
you just call him Gabilan? That means hawk. That would be a fine 
name for him.” Billy felt glad. “If you will collect tail hair, I might be 
able to make a hair rope for you sometime. You could use it for a 

hack Elmore.'' 

Jody wanted to go hack to the box stall. “Could I lead him to school, 
do you think— to show the kids?” 

But Billy shook his head. “He’s not even halter-broke yet. We had 
a time getting him here. Had to almost drag him. You better be start- 
ing for school though.” 

“I’ll bring the kids to see him here this afternoon,” Jody said. 

Six boys came over the hill half an hour early that afternoon, run- 
ning hard, their heads down, their forearms working, their breath 
whistling. They swept by the house and cut across the stubble-field to 
the barn. And then they stood self<onsciously before the pony, and 
then they looked at Jody with eyes in which there was a new admira, 
tion and a new respect. Before today Jody had been a boy, dressed in 
overalls and a blue s^irt — quieter than most, even suspected of being 
a little cowardly. And now he was different. Out of a thousand cen- 
turies they drew the ancient admiration of the footman for the horse- 
man. They knew instinctively that a man on a horse is spiritually as 
well as physically bigger than a man on foot. They knew that Jody had 
been miraculously lifted out of equality with them, and had been placed 
over them. Gabilan put his head out of the stall and sniffed them. 

“Why’n’t you ride him?” the boys cried. “Why n’t you braid his tail 
with ribbons like in the fair?” “When you going to ride him?” 

Jody s courage was up. He too felt the superiority of the horseman. 
“He’s not old enough. Nobody can ride him for a long time. T’m going 
to train him on the long halter. Billy Buck is going to show me how.” 
“Well, can’t we even lead him around a little?” 

“He isn’t even halter-broke,” Jody said. He wanted to be completely 
alone when he took the pony out the first time. “Come and sec the 
saddle.” 

They were speechless at the red morocco saddle, completely shocked 
out of comment. “It isn’t much use in the brush,” Jody explained. 
“It’ll look pretty on him though. Maybe I’ll ride bareback' when I ga 
into the brush.” 

“How you going to rope a cow without a saddle horn?*' 

“Miayb^^ m get another saddle for every day. My father might wan 
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me to help him with the stock.” He let them feel the red saddle, and 
showed them the brass chain throat-latch on the bridle and the big 
brass buttons at each temple where the headstall and brow band crossed. 
The whole thing was too wonderful. They had to go away after a 
little while, and each boy, in his mind, searched among his possessions 
for a bribe worthy of offering in return for a ride on the red pony when 
the time should come. 

Jody was glad when they had gone. He took brush and currycomb 
from the wall, took down the barrier of the box stall and stepped cau- 
tiously in. The pony’s eyes glittered, and he edged around into kicking 
position. But Jody touched him on the shoulder and rubbed his high 
arched neck as he had always seen Billy Buck do, and he crooned, 
“So-o-o Boy,” in a deep voice. The pony gradually relaxed his tense- 
ness. Jody curried and brushed until a pile of dead hair lay in the stall 
and until the pony’s coat had taken on a deep red shine. Each time he 
finished he thought it might have been done better. He braided the 
mane into a dozen little pigtails, and he braided the forelock, and then 
he undid them and brushed the hair out straight again. 

Jody did not hear his mother enter the barn. She was angry when 
she came, but when she looked in at the pony and at Jody working 
over him, she felt a curious pride rise up in her. “Have you forgot the 
wood-box.?” she asked gently. “It’s not far off from dark and there’s 
not a stick of wood in the house, and the chickens aren’t fed.” 

Jody quickly put up his tools. “I forgot, ma’am.” 

“Well, after this do your chores first. Then you won’t forget. I ex- 
pcct you’ll forget lots of things now if I don’t keep an eye on you.” 

“Can I have carrots from the garden for him, ma’am?” 

She had to think about that. “Oh — I guess so, if you only take the 
big tough ones.” 

“Carrots keep the coat good,” he said, and again she felt the curious 
rush of pride. 

Jody never waited for the triangle to get him out of bed after the 
coming of the pony. It became his habit to creep out of bed even before 
his mother was awake, to slip into his clothes and to go quietly down 
to the barn to see Gabilan. In the gray quiet mornings when the land 
and the brush and the houses and the trees were silver-gray and black 
like a photograph negative, he stole toward the barn, past the sleeping 
stones and the sleeping cypress tree. The turkeys, roosting in the tree 
out of coyotes’ reach, clicked drowsily. The fields glowed with a gray 
frost-like light and in the dew the tracks of rabbits and of field mice 
stood out sharply. The good dogs came stiffly out of their little housesi 
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heckles up and deep growls in their throats. Then they caught Jody’s 
scent, and their stiff tails rose up and waved a greeting — ^Doubletree 
^futt with the big thick tail, and Smasher, the incipient shepherd — 
then went lazily back to their warm beds. 

It was a strange time and a mysterious journey, to Jody— an exten- 
sion of a dream. When he first had the pony he liked to torture himself 
during the trip by thinking Gabilan would not be in his stall, and 
worse, would never have been there. And he had other delicious litde 
self-induced pains. He thought how the rats had gnawed ragged holes 
in the red saddle, and how the mice had nibbled Gabilan s tail until it 
was stringy and thin. He usually ran the last little way to the barn. 
He unlatched the rusty hasp of the barn door and stepped in, and no 
matter how quietly he opened the door, Gabilan was always looking 
at him over the barrier of the box stall and Gabilan whinnied softly 
and stamped his front foot, and his eyes had big sparks of red fire in 
them like oak wood embers. 

Sometimes, if the work horses were to be used that day, Jody found 
Billy Buck in the barn harnessing and currying. Billy stood with him 
and looked long at Gabilan and he told Jody a great many things about 
horses. He explained that they were terribly afraid for their feet, so 
that one must make a practice of lifting the legs f*nd patting the 
hoofs and ankles to remove their terror. He told Jody how horses 
love conversation. He must talk to the pony all the time, and tell him 
the reasons for everything. Billy wasn’t sure a horse could understand 
everything that was said to him, but it was impossible to say how much 
was understood. A horse never kicked up a fuss if some one he liked 
explained things to him. Billy could give examples, too. He had known, 
for instance, a horse nearly dead beat with fatigue to perk up when 
told it was only a little farther to his destination. And he had known 
a horse paralyzed with fright to come out of it when his rider told 
him what it was that was frightening him. While he talked in the 
mornings, Billy Buck cut twenty or thirty straws into neat three-inch 
lengths and stuck them into his hatband. Then during the whole day, 
if he wanted to pick his teeth or merely to chew on something, he had 
only to reach up for one of them. 

Jody listened carefully, for he knew and the whole country knew 
that Billy Buck was a fine hand with horses. Billy’s own horse was a 
stringy cayuse with a hammer head, but he nearly always won the first 
prizes at the stock trials. Billy could rope a steer, take a double half- 
hitch about the horn with his riata, and dismount, and his horse would 
play the steer as an angler plays a fish, keeping a tight rope until the 
steer was down or bear^n. 
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Every morning, after Jody had curried and brushed the p6ny, he let 
down the barrier of the stall, and Gabilan thrust past him and raced 
down the barn and into the corral. Around and around he galloped 
and sometimes he jumped forward and landed on stiff legs. He stood 
quivering, stiff ears forward, eyes rolling so that the whites showed 
pretending to be frightened. At last he walked snorting to the water- 
trough and buried his nose in the water up to the nostrils. Jody was 
proud then, for he knew that was the way to judge a horse. Poor horses 
6nly touched their lips to the water, but a fine spirited beast put his 
whole nose and mouth under, and only left room to breathe. 

Then Jody stood and watched the pony, and he saw things he had 
hever noticed about any other horse, the sleek, sliding flank muscles 
and the cords of the buttocks, which flexed like a closing fist, and the 
shine the sun put on the red coat. Having seen horses all his life, Jody 
had never looked at them very closely before. But now he noticed the 
moving ears which gave expression and even inflection of expression 
to the face. The pony talked with his ears. You could tell exactly how 
he felt about everything by the way his cars pointed. Sometimes they 
were stiff and upright and sometimes lax and sagging. They went back 
when he was angry or fearful, and forward when he was anxious and 
curious and pleased; and their exact position indicated which emotion 
he had. 

Billy Buck kept his word. In the early fall the training began. First 
there was the halter-breaking, and that was the hardest because it was 
the first thing. Jody held a carrot and coaxed and promised and pulled 
on the rope. The pony set liis feet like a burro when he felt the strain. 
But before long he learned. Jody walked all over the ranch leading 
him. Gradually he took to dropping the rope until the pony followed 
him unled wherever he went. 

And then came the training on the long halter. That was slower 
work. Jody stood in the middle of a circle, holding the long halter. He 
clucked with his tongue and the pony started to walk in a big circle- 
held in by the long rope. He clucked again to make the pony trot, and 
again to make him gallop. Around and around Gabilan went thunder- 
ing and enjoying it immensely. Then he called, “Whoa,” and the pony 
stopped. It was not long until Gabilan was perfect at it. But in many 
ways he was a bad pony. He bit Jody in the pants and stomped on 
Jody’s feet. Now and then his ears went back and he aimed a tremen- 
dous kick at the boy. Every time he did one of these bad things, 
Gabilan settled back and seemed to laugh to himself. 

'Billy Buck worked at the hair ro^ in the evenings before the firc' 
place. Jody collected tail hair in a bag, and he sat and watched Billy 
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slowly constructing the rope, twisting a few hairs to make a string and 
rolling two strings together for a cord, and then braiding a number of 
cords to make the rope. Billy rolled the finished rope on the floor 
under his foot to make it round and hard. 

The long halter work rapidly approached perfection. Jody’s father, 
watching the pony stop and start and trot and gallop, was a little 
bothered by it. 

“He’s getting to be almost a trick pony,” he complained. “I don’t 
like trick horses. It takes all the — dignity out of a horse to make him 
do tricks. Why, a trick horse is kind of like an actor — no dignity, no 
character of his own.” And his father said, “1 guess you better be get' 
ting him used to the saddle pretty soon.” 

Jody rushed for the harness-room. For some time he had been riding 
the saddle on a sawhorse. He changed the stirrup length over and 
over, and could never get it just right. Sometimes, mounted on the 
sawhorse in the harness-room, with collars and hames and tugs hung 
all about him, Jody rode out beyond the room. He carried his rifle 
across the pommel. He saw the fields go flying by, and he heard the 
beat of the galloping hoofs. 

It was a ticklish job, saddling the pony the first time, Gabilan hunched 
and reared and threw the saddle off before the cinch could be tightened. 
It had to be replaced again and again until at last the pony let it stay. 
And the cinching was difficult, too. iJay by day Jody tightened the 
girth a little more until at last the pony didn’t mind the saddle at all. 

Then there was the bridle. Billy explained how to use a stick of 
licorice for a bit until Gabilan was used to having something in his 
mouth. Billy explained, “Of course wt could force-break him to every- 
thing, but he wouldn’t be as good a horse if we did. He’d always be 
a litde bit afraid, and he wouldn’t mind because he wanted to.” 

The first time the pony wore the bridle he whipped his head about 
and worked his tongue against the bit until the blood oozed from the 
corners of his mouth. He tried to rub the headstall off on the manger. 
His ears pivoted about and his eyes turned red with fear and with 
general rambunctiousness. Jody rejoiced, for he knew that only a mean- 
soulcd horse does not resent training. 

And Jody trembled when he thought of the time when he would 
first sit in the saddle. The pony would probably throw him off. There 
was no disgrace in that. The disgrace would come if he did not get 
right up and mount again. Sometimes he dreamed that he lay in the 
dirt and aied and couldn’t make himself mount again. The shame of 
Ac dream lasted until Ac middle of the day. 
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Gabilan was growing fast. Already he had lost the long-lcggedness 
of the colt; his mane was getting longer and blacker. Under the con- 
stant currying and brushing his coat lay as smooth and gleaming as 
orange-red lacquer. Jody oiled the hoofs and kept them carefully 
trimmed so they would not crack. 

The hair rope was nearly finished. Jody’s father gave him an old 
pair of spurs and bent in the side bars and cut down the strap and 
took up the chainlets until they fitted. And then one day Carl Tiflm 
said: 

“The pony’s growing faster than I thought. I guess you can ride him 
by Thanksgiving. Think you can stick on?” 

“I don’t know%” Jody said shyly. Thanksgiving was only three weeks 
off. He hoped it wouldn’t rain, for rain would spot the red saddle. 

Gabilan knew and liked Jody by now. He nickered when Jody came 
across the stubble-field, and in the pasture he came running when his 
master whistled for him. There was always a carrot for him every lime. 

Billy Buck gave him riding instructions over and over. “Now when 
you get up there, just grab tight with your knees and keep your hands 
away from the saddle, and if you get throwed, don’t let that stop you. 
No matter how good a man is, there’s always some horse can pitch 
him. You just climb up again before he gets to feeling smart about it. 
Pretty soon, he won’t throw you no more, and pretty soon he cant 
throw you no more. That’s the way to do it.” 

“I hope it don’t rain before,” Jody said. 

“Why not? Don’t want to get throwed in the mud?” 

That was partly it, and also he was afraid that in the flurry of buck- 
ing Gabilan might slip and fall on him and break his leg or his hip. 
He had seen that happen to men before, had seen how they writhed 
on the ground like squashed bugs, and he was afraid of it. 

He practiced on the sawhorse how he would hold the reins in his 
left hand and a hat in his right hand. If he kept his hands thus busy, 
he couldn’t grab the horn if he felt himself going off. He didn’t like 
to think of what would happen if he did grab the horn. Perhaps his 
father and Billy Buck would never speak to him again, they would be 
so ashamed. The news would get about and his mother would be 
ashamed too. And in the school yard — it was too awful to contemplate. 

He began putting his weight in a stirrup when Gabilan was saddled, 
but he didn’t throw his leg over the pony’s back. That was forbidden 
until Thanksgiving. 

Every afternoon he put the red saddle on the pony and cinched it 
tight. The pony was learning already to fill his stomach out unnaturally 
Istrgc while the cinching was going on. and then to let it down when 
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the straps were fixed. Sometimes Jody led him up to the brush line and 
let him drink from the round green tub, and sometimes he led him 
up through the stubble-field to the hilltop from which it was possible 
to see the white town of Salinas and the geometric fields of the great 
valley, and the oak trees clipped by the sheep. Now and then they 
broke through the brush and came to little cleared circles so hedged 
in that the world was gone and only the sky and the circle of brush 
were left from the old life. Gabilan liked these trips and showed it by 
keeping his head very high and by quivering his nostrils with interest. 
When the two came back from an expedition they smelled of the sweet 
sage they had forced through. 

Time dragged on toward Thanksgiving, but winter came fast. The 
clouds swept down and hung all day over the land and brushed the 
hilltops, and the winds blew shrilly at night. All day the dry oak leaves 
drifted down from the trees until they covered the ground, and yet 
the trees were unchanged. 

Jody had wished it might not rain before Thanksgiving, but it did. 
The brown earth turned dark and the trees glistened. The cut ends of 
the stubble turned black with mildew; the haystacks grayed from ex- 
posure to the damp, and on the roofs the moss, which had been all 
summer as gray as lizards, turned a brilliant yellow-green. During the 
week of rain, Jody kept the pony in the box stall out of the dampness, 
except for a little time after school when he took him out for exercise 
and to drink at the water-trough in the upper corral. Not once did 
Gabilan get wet. 

The wet weather continued until little new grass appeared. Jody 
walked to school dressed in a slicker and short rubber boots. At length 
one morning the sun came out brightly. Jody, at his work in the box 
stall, said tr Billy Buck, “Maybe I’ll leave Gabilan in the corral when 
1 go to school today.” 

“Be good for him to be out in the sun,” Billy assured him. “No ani- 
mal likes to be cooped up too long. Your father and me are going back 
on the hill to clean the leaves out of the spring.” Billy nodded and 
picked his teeth with one of his little straws. 

“If the rain comes, though — ” Jody suggested. 

“Not likely to rain today. She’s rained herself out.” Billy pulled up 
his sleeves and snapped his arm bands. “If it comes on to rain — why 
a litde rain don’t hurt a horse,” 

“Well, if it does come on to rain, you put him in, will you, Billy? 
I’m scared he might get cold so I couldn’t ride him when the time 
comes.” 
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'‘Oh surd ni watch out for him if we get back in time. But it won t 
rain today/’ 

And so Jody, when he went to school, left Gabilan standing out in 
the corral. 

Billy Buck wasn’t wrong about many things. He couldn’t be. But 
he was wrong about the weather that day, for a little after noon the 
clouds pushed over the hills and the rain began to pour down. Jody 
heard it start on the schoolhouse roof. He considered holding up one 
finger for permission to go to the outhouse and, once outside, running 
for home to put the pony in. Punishment would be prompt both at 
school and at home. He gave it up and took ease from Billy’s Assurance 
that rain couldn’t hurt a horse. When school was finally out, he hurried 
home through the dark rain. The banks at the sides of the road spouted 
little jets of muddy water. The rain slanted and swirled under a cold 
and gusty wind. Jody dog-trotted home, slopping through the gravelly 
mud of the road. 

From the top of the ridge he could see Gabilan standing miserably 
in the corral. The red coat was almost black, and streaked with water. 
He stood head down with his rump to the rain and wind. Jody arrived 
running and threw open the barn door and led the wet pony in by his 
forelock. Then he found a gunny sack and rubbed the soaked hair and 
rubbed the legs and ankles. Gabilan stood patiently, but he trembled 
in gusts like the wind. 

When he had dried the pony as well as he could, Jody went up to 
the horse and brought hot water down to the barn and soaked the grain 
in it. Gabilan was not very hungry. He nibbled at the hot mash, but 
he was not very much interested in it, and he still shivered now and 
then. A little steam rose from his damp back. 

It was almost dark when Billy Buck and Carl Tiflin came home. 
“When the rain started we put up at Ben Herche’s place, and the rain 
never let up all afternoon,” Carl Tiflin explained. Jody looked re- 
proachfully at Billy Buck and Billy felt guilty, 

“You said it wouldn’t rain,” Jody accused him. 

Billy looked away. “It’s hard to tell, this time of year,” he said, but 
his excuse was lame. He had no right to be fallible, and he knew it. 

“The pony got wet, got soaked through.” 

“Did you dry him off?” 

"‘I rubbed him with a sack and I gave him hot grain.” 

Billy nodded in agreement. 

“Do you think he*!! take cold, BiDy?” 

“A little rain never hurt anything,” 831y a^red bsm. 

Jody’s father joined the conversation then and lectured the boy a 
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little. A horse, he said, isn t any lap-dog kind of thing.” Carl Tiflin 
hated weakness and sickness, and he held a violent contempt for help* 
lessness. 

Jody’s mother put a platter of steaks on the table and boiled potatoes 
and boiled squash, which clouded the room with their steam. They 
sat down to eat. Carl Tiflin still grumbled about weakness put into 
animals and men by too much coddling. 

Billy Buck felt bad about his mistake. “Did you blanket him?” he 
asked. 

“No, I couldn’t find any blanket. I laid some sacks over his back.” 

“Wc’Il go down and cover him up after we cat, then.” Billy felt 
better about it then. When Jody’s father had gone in to the fire and his 
mother was washing dishes, Billy found and lighted a lantern. He and 
Jody walked through the mud to the barn. The barn was dark and 
warm and sweet. The horses still munched their evening hay. “You 
hold the lantern!” Billy ordered. And he felt the pony’s legs and tested 
the heat of the flanks. He put his cheek against the pony’s gray muzzle 
and then he rolled up the eyelids to look at the eyeballs and he lifted 
the lips to see the gums, and he put his fingers inside the ears. “He 
don’t seem so chipper,” Billy said. “I’ll give him a rub-down.” 

Then Billy found a sack and rubbed the pony’s legs violently and he 
rubbed the chest and the withers. Gabilan was strangely s[)iritless. Hi 
submitted patiently to the rubbing. At last Billy brought an old cottoi, 
comforter from the saddle-room, and threw it over the pony’s back 
and tied it at neck and chest with string. 

“Now he’ll be all right in the morning,” Billy said. 

Jody’s mother looked up when he got back to the house. “You’re 
late up from bed,” she said. She held his chin in her hard hand and 
brushed the tangled hair out of his eyes and she said, “Don’t worry 
about the pony. He’ll be all right. Billy’s as good as any horse doctor in 
the country.” 

Jody hadn’t known she could see his worry. He pulled gently away 
from her and knelt down in front of the fireplace until it burned his 
stomach. He scorched himself through and then went in to bed, but 
it was a hard thing to go to sleep. He awakened after what seemed a 
long time. The room was dark but there was a grayness in the window 
like that which precedes the dawn. He got up and found his overalls 
and searched for the legs, and then the clock in the other room struck 
two. He laid his clothes down and got back into bed. It was broad 
daylight when he awakened again. For the first time he had slept 
‘through the ringing of the triangle. He leaped up, flung on his dothei 
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and went out of the door still buttoning his shirt. His mother looked 
after him for a moment and then went quietly back to her work. Her 
eyes were brooding and kind. Now and then her mouth smiled a little 
but without changing her eyes at all. 

Jody ran on toward the barn. Halfway there he heard the sound 
he dreaded, the hollow rasping cough of a horse. He broke into a sprint 
then. Ir the barn he found Billy Buck with the pony. Billy was rubbing 
its legs with his strong thick hands. He looked up and smiled gaily. 
“He just took a little cold,” Billy said. “We’ll have him out of it in 
i couple of days.” 

Jody looked at the pony’s face. The eyes were half closed and the 
lids thick and dry. In the eye corners a crust of hard mucus stuck. 
Gabilan’s ears hung loosely sideways and his head was low. Jody put 
out his hand, but the pony did not move close to it. He coughed again 
and his whole body constricted with the effort. A little stream of thin 
fluid ran from his nostrils. 

Jody looked back at Billy Buck. “He’s awful sick, Billy.” 

“Just a little cold, like I said,” Billy insisted. “You go get some 
breakfast and then go back to school. I’ll take care of him.” 

“But you might have to do something else. You might leave him.” 

“No, I won’t. I won’t leave him at all. Tomorrow’s Saturday. Then 
you can stay with him all day.” Billy had failed again, and he felt 
bad about it. He had to cure the pony now. 

Jody walked up to the house and took his place listlessly at the table. 
The eggs and bacon were cold and greasy, but he didn’t notice it. He 
ate his usual amount. He didn’t even ask to stay home from school. 
His mother pushed his hair back when she took his plate. “Billy’ll take 
care of the pony,” she assured him. 

He moped through the whole day at school. He couldn’t answer any 
questions nor read any words. He couldn’t even tell anyone the pony 
was sick, for that might make him sicker. And when school was finally 
out he started home in dread. He walked slowly and let the other boys 
leave him. He wished he might continue walking and never arrive at 
the ranch. 

Billy was in the barn, as he had promised, and the pony was worse. 
His eyes were almost closed now, and his breath whistled shrilly past 
an obstruction in his nose. A film covered that part of the eyes that 
was visible at all. It was doubtful whether the pony could sec any more. 
Now and then he snorted, to clear his nose, and by the action seemed 
to plug it tighter. Jody looked dispiritedly at the pony’s coat. The hair 
lay rough and unkempt and seemed to have lost all of its old luster. 
Bill stood quietly beside the stall. Jody hated to ask, but he had to know. 
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“Billy, is he— is he going to get well?** 

Billy ^1^ fingers between the bars under the pony*s jaw and 
hit about. Feel here, he said and he guided Jody’s fingers to a large 
lump under the jaw. “When that gets bigger, I’ll open it up and then 
he’ll get better.” 

Jody looked quickly away, for he had heard about that lump. “Whai 
is the matter with him?” 

Billy didn t want to answer, but he had to. He couldn’t be wrong 
three times. Strangles, he said shortly, “but don’t you worry about 
that. 1 11 pull him out of it. I’ve seen them get well when they were 
worse than Gabilan is. I’m going to steam him now. You can help.” 

“Yes,” Jody said miserably. He followed Billy into the grain room 
and watched him make the steaming bag ready. It was a long canvas 
nose bag with straps to go over a horse’s ears. Billy filled it one-third 
full of bran and then he added a couple of handfuls of dried hops. On 
top of the dry substance he poured a little carbolic acid and a little 
turpentine. “I’ll be mixing it all up while you run to the house for a 
kettle of boiling water,” Billy said. 

When Jody came back with the steaming kettle, Billy buckled the 
straps over Gabilan’s head and fitted the bag tightly arouna his nOsSe. 
Then through a little hole in the side of the bag he poured the boiling 
water on the mixture. The pony started away as a cloud of strong steam 
rose up, but then the soothing fumes crept through his nose and into 
his lungs, and the sharp steam began to clear out the nasal passages. 
He breathed loudly. His legs trembled in an ague, and his eyes closed 
against the biting cloud. Billy poured in more water and kept the steam 
rising for fifteen minutes. At last he set down the kettle and took the 
bag from Gabilan ’s nose. The pony looked better. He breathed freely, 
and his eyes were open wider than they had been. 

“See how good it makes him feel,” Billy said. “Now we’ll wrap him 
up in the blanket again. Maybe he’ll be nearly well by morning.” 

“I’ll stay with him Lonight,” Jody suggested. 

“No. Don’t you do it. I’ll bring my blankets down here and put them 
in the hay. You can stay tomorrow and steam him if he needs it.” 

The evening was falling when they went to the house for their sup- 
per. Jody didn’t even realize that someone else had fed the chickens 
and filled the wood-box. He walked up past the house to the dark brush 
line and took a drink of water from the tub. The spring water was so 
cold that it stung his mouth and drove a shiver through him. The sky 
above the hills was still light. He saw a hawk flying so high that it 
caught the sun on its breast and shone like a spark. Two blackbirds 
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were driving him down the sky, g:littering as they attacked their enemy. 
In the west, the clouds were moving in to rain again. 

Jody’s father didn’t speak at all while the family ate supper, but 
after Billy Buck had taken his blankets and gone to sleep in the barn, 
Carl Tiflin built a high fire in the fireplace and told stories. He told 
about the wild man who ran naked through the country and had a tail 
and ears like a horse, and he told about the rabbit-cats of Moro Cojo 
that hopped into the trees for birds. He revived the famous Maxwell 
brothers who found a vein of gold and hid the traces of it so carefully 
that they could never find it again. 

Jody sat with his chin in his hands; his mouth worked nervously, 
and his father gradually became aware that he wasn’t listening very 
carefully. “Isn’t that funny?’' he asked. 

Jody laughed politely and said, “Yes, sir.’’ His father was angry and 
hurt, then. He didn’t tell any more stories. After a while, Jody took a 
lantern and went down to the barn. Billy Buck was asleep in the hay, 
and, except that his breath rasped a little in his lungs, the pony seemed 
to be much better. Jody stayed a little wnile, running his fingers over 
the red rough coat, and then he took up the lantern and went back tc 
the house. When he was in bed, his mother came into the room. 

“Have you enough covers on ? It’s getting winter.” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

“Well, get some rest tonight.” She hesitated to go out, stood uncer- 
tainly. “The pony will be all right,” she said. 

Jody was tired. He went to sleep quickly and didn’t awaken until 
dawn. The triangle sounded, and Billy Buck came up from the barn 
before Jody could get out of the house. 

“How is he?” Jody demanded. 

Billy always wolfed his breakfast. “Pretty good. I’m going to open 
that lump this morning. Then he’ll be better maybe.” 

After breakfast, Billy got out his best knife, one with a needle point. 
He whetted the shining olade a long time on a little carborundum 
stone. He tried the point and the blade again and again on his cal- 
loused thumb-ball, and at last he tried it on his upper lip. 

On the way to the barn, Jody noticed how the young grass was up 
and how the stubble was melting day by day into the new green crop 
of volunteer. It was a cold sunny morning. 

As soon as he saw the pony, Jody knew he was worse. His eyes were 
closed and sealed shut with dried mucus. His head hung so low that 
his nose almost touched the straw of his bed. There was a little groan 
in each breath, a deep seated, patient groan. 
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Billy lifted the weak head and made a quick slash with the knife. 
Jody saw the yellow pus run out. He held up the head while Billy 
swabbed out the wound with weak carbolic acid salve. 

‘^Now he’ll feel better,” Billy assured him. “That yellow poison is 
what makes him sick,” 

Jody looked unbelieving at Billy Buck. “He’s awful sick.” 

Billy thought a long time what to say. He nearly tossed off a careless 
assurance, but he saved himself in time. “Yes, he’s pretty sick,” he said 
at last. “I’ve seen worse ones get well. If he doesn’t get pneumonia, 
we’ll pull him through- You stay with him. If he gets worse, you can 
come and get me.” 

For a long time after Billy went away, Jody stood beside the pony, 
stroking him behind the ears. The pony didn’t flip his head the way he 
had done when he was well. The groaning in his breathing was be- 
coming more hollow. 

Doubletree Mutt looked into the barn, his big tail waving provoca- 
tively, and Jody was so incensed at his health that he found a hard black 
clod on the floor and deliberately threw it. Doubletree Mutt went yelp- 
ijig away to nurse a bruised paw. 

In the middle of the morning, Billy Buck came back and made an- 
other steam bag. Jody watched to see whether the pony improved this 
time as he had before. His breathing eased a little, but he did not 
raise his head. 

The Saturday dragged on. Late in the afternoon Jody went to the 
house and brought his bedding down and made up a place to sleep in 
the hay. He didn’t ask permission. He knew from the way his mother 
looked at him that she would let him do almost anything. That night 
he left a lantern burning on a wire over the box stall. Billy had told 
him to rub the pony’s legs every little while. 

At nine o’clock the wind sprang up and howled around the barn. 
And in spite of his worry, Jody grew sleepy. He got into his blankets 
and went to sleep, but the breathy groans of the pony sounded in his 
dreams. And in his sleep he heard a crashing noise which went on 
and on until it awakened him. The wind was rushing through the 
barn. He sprang up and looked down the lane of stalls. The barn 
door had blown open, and the pony was gone. 

He caught the lantern and ran outside into the gale, and he saw 
Gabilan weakly shambling away into the darkness, head down, legs 
working slowly and mechanically. When Jody ran up and caught him 
by the forelock, he allowed himself to be led back and put into his 
stall. His groans were louder, and a fierce whistling came from his 
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nose. Jody didn’t sleep any more then. The hissing of the pony’s breath 
grew louder and sharper. 

He was glad when Billy Buck came in at dawn. Billy looked for a 
time at the pony as though he had never seen him before. He felt the 
cars and flanks. “Jody,” he said, “I’ve got to do something you won’t 
want to see. You run up to the house for a while.” 

Jody grabbed him fiercely by the forearm. “You’re not going to shoot 
him?” 

Billy patted his hand. “No. I’m going to open a little hole in his 
windpipe so he can breathe. His nose is filled up. When he gets well, 
we’ll put a little brass button in the hole for him to breath through.” 

Jody couldn’t have gone away if he had wanted to. It was awful to 
see the red hide cut, but infinitely more terrible to know it was being 
cut and not to see it. “I’ll stay right here,” he said bitterly. “You sure 
you got to?” 

“Yes. I’m sure. If you stay, you can hold his head. If it doesn’t make 
you sick, that is.” 

The fine knife came out again and was whetted again just as care- 
fully as it had been the first time. Jody held the pony’s head up anc^ 
the throat taut, while Billy felt up and down for the right place. Jody 
sobbed once as the bright knife point disappeared into the throat. The 
pony plunged weakly away and then stood still, trembling violently. 
The blood ran thickly out and up the knife and across Billy’s hand and 
into his shirtsleeve. The sure square hand sawed out a round hole in 
the flesh, and the breath came bursting out of the hole, throwing a 
fine spray of blood. With the rush of oxygen, the pony took a sudden 
strength. He lashed out with his hind feet and tried to rear, but Jody 
held his head down while Billy mopped the new wound with carbolic 
salve. It was a good job. The blood stopped flowing and the air puffed 
out the hole and sucked it in regularly with a little bubbling noise. 

The rain brought in by the night wind began to fall on the barn 
roof. Then the triangle rang for breakfast. “You go up and eat while 
I wait,” Billy said. “We’ve got to keep this hole from plugging up.” 

Jody walked slowly out of the barn. He was too dispirited to tell 
Billy how the barn door had blown open and let the pony out. He 
emerged into the wet gray morning and sloshed up to the house, tak- 
ing a perverse pleasure in splashing through all the puddles. His mother 
fed him and put dry clothes on. She didn’t question him. She seemed 
to know he couldn’t answer questions. But when he was ready to go 
back to the barn she brought him a pan of steaming meal. “Give him 
this,” she said. 

But Jody did not take the pan. He said. “He won’t cat anything,” 
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and ran out of the house. At the barn, Billy showed him how to fix 
a ball of cotton on a stick, with which to swab out the breathing hole 
when it became clogged with mucus. 

Jody’s father walked into the barn and stood with them in front of 
the stall. At length he turned to the boy. “Hadn’t you better come with 
me? I’m going to drive over the hill.” Jody shook his head. “You better 
come on, out of this,” his father insisted. 

Billy turned on him angrily. “Let him alone. It’s his pony, isn’t it?’' 

Carl Tiflin walked away without saying another word. His feelings 
were badly hurt. 

All morning Jody kept the wound open and the air passing in and 
out freely. At noon the pony lay wearily down on his side and stretched 
his nose out. 

Billy came back. “If you’re going to stay with him tonight, you bet- 
ter take a little nap,” he said. Jody went absently out of the barn. The 
sky had cleared to a hard thin blue. Everywhere the birds were busy 
with worms that had come to the damp surface of the ground. 

Jody walked to the brush line and sat on the edge of the mossy tub. 
He looked down at the house and at the old bunkhouse and at the 
dark cypress tree. The place was familiar, but curiously changed, it 
wasn’t itself any more, but a frame for things that were happening. A 
cold wind blew out of the east now, signifying that the rain was over 
for a little while. At his feet Jody could „ee the little arms of new weeds 
spreading out over the ground. In the mud about the spring were thou- 
sands of quail tracks. 

Doubletree Mutt came sideways and embarrassed up through the 
vegetable patch, and Jody, remembering how he had thrown the clod, 
put his arm about the dog’s neck and kissed him on his wide black 
nose. Doubletree Mutt sat still, as though he knew some solemn thing 
was happening. His big tail slapped the ground gravely. Jody pulled 
a swollen tick out of Mutt’s neck and popped it dead between his 
thumb-nails. It was a nasty thing. He washed his hands in the cold 
spring water. 

Except for the steady swish of the wind, the farm was very quiet. 
Jody knew his mother wouldn’t mind if he didn’t go in to cat his lunch. 
After a little while he went slowly back to the barn. Mutt crept into 
his own little house and whined softly to himself for a long time. 

Billy Buck stood up from the box and surrendered the cotton swab. 
The pony still lay on his side and the wound in his throat bellowsed 
in and out. When Jody saw how dry and dead the hair looked, he 
knew at last that there was no hope for the pony. He had seen the dead 
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aair before on dogs and on cows, and it was a sure sign. He sat heavily 
on the box and let down the barrier of the box stall. For a long time 
he kept his eyes on the moving wound, and at last he dozed, and ihe 
afternoon passed quickly. Just before dark his mother brought a deep 
dish of stew and left it for him and went away. Jody ate a little of u 
and, when it was dark, he set the lantern on the floor by the pony’s head 
so he could watch the wound and keep it open. And he dozed again 
until the night chill awakened him. The wind was bbwing fiercely, 
bringing the north cold with it. Jody brought a blanket from his bul 
in the hay and wrapped himself in it. Gabilan’s breathing was quiet 
at last; the hole in his throat moved gently. The owls flew through the 
hayloft, shrieking and looking for mice. Jody put his hands down on 
his head and slept. In his sleep he was aware that the wind had in- 
creased. He heard it slamming about the barn. 

It was daylight when he awakened. The barn door had swung open. 
The pony was gone. He sprang up and ran out into the morning light. 

The pony’s tracks were plain enough, dragging through the frost- 
like dew on the young grass, tired tracks with little lines between them 
where the hoofs had dragged. They headed for the brush line halfway 
up the ridge. Jody broke into a run and followed them. The sun shone 
on the sharp white quartz that stuck through the ground here ami 
there. As he followed the plain trail, a shadow cut across in front ol 
him. He looked up and saw a high circle of black buzzards, and the 
slowly revolving circle dropped lower and lower. The solemn birds 
soon disappeared over the ridge. Jody ran faster then, forced on by 
panic and rage. The trail entered the brush at last and followed a wiiul- 
ing route among the tall sage bushes. 

At the top of the ridge Jody was winded. He paused, puffing noisily. 
The blood pounded in his ears. Then he saw what he was looking for, 
Below, in one of the little clearings in the brush, lay the red pony, in 
the distance, Jody could see the legs moving slowly and convulsively. 
And in a circle around him stood the buzzard.s, waiting for the mo- 
ment of death they know so well. 

Jody leaped forward and plunged down the hill. The wet ground 
muffled his steps and the brush hid him. When he arrived, it v/as all 
over. The first buzzard sat on the pony’s head and its beak had just 
risen dripping with dark eye fluid. Jody plunged into the circle like a 
cat. The black brotherhood arose in a cloud, but the big one on the 
pony’s head was too late. As it hopped along to take off, Jody caught 
its wing tip and pulled it down. It was nearly as big as he was. The 
free wing crashed into his face with the force of a club, but he hung 
The claws fastened on his leg and the wing elbows battered his 
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head on either side. Jody groped blindly with his free hand. His fingers 
found the neck of the struggling bird. The red eyes looked into his 
face, calm and fearless and fierce; the naked head turned from side 
to side. Then the beak o^ned and vomited a stream of putrefied 
fluid. Jody brought up his knee and fell on the great bird. He held tht 
neck to the ground with one hand while his other found a piece of 
sharp white quartz. The first blow broke the beak sideways and black 
blood spurted from the twisted, leathery mouth corners. He struck 
again and missed. The red fearless eyes still looked at him, impersonal 
and unafraid and detached. He struck again and again, until the buz- 
zard lay dead, until its head was a red pulp. He was still beating the 
dead bird when Billy Buck pulled him off and held him tightly to 
calm his shaking. 

Carl Tiflin wiped the blood from the boy's face with a red bandana. 
Jody was limp and quiet now. His father moved the buzzard with 
his toe. “Jody," he explained, “the buzzard didn't kill the pony. Don’t 
you know that.?” 

“I know it,” Jody said wearily. 

It was Billy Buck who was angry. He had lifted Jody in his arms, 
and had turned to carry him home. But he turned back on Carl Tiflin. 
“ ’Course he knows it,” Billy said furiously, “Jesus Christ! man, can» 
you see how he’d feel about it?” 


II. THE GREAT MOUNTAINS 

In the humming heat of a midsummer afternoon the little boy Jod> 
listlessly looked about the ranch for something to do. He had been to 
the barn, had thrown rocks at the swallows’ nests under the caves until 
every one of the little mud houses broke open and dropped its lining 
of straw and dirty feathers. Then at the ranch house he baited a rat 
trap with stale cheese and set it where Doubletree Mutt, that good big 
dog, would get his nose snapped. Jody was not moved by an impulse 
of cruelty; he war bored with the long hot afternoon. Doubletree Mu« 
put his stupid nose in the trap and got it smacked, and shrieked with 
agony and limped away with blood on his nostrils. No matter where 
he was hurt. Mutt limped. It was just a way he had. Once when he 
was young, Mutt got caught in a coyote trap, and always after that he 

limped, even when he was scolded. 

When Mutt yelped, Jody’s mother called from inside the house, 

“Jody! Stop torturing that dog and find something o. 

Jody felt mean then, so he threw a rock at Mutt. Then he took his 
slingshot from the porch and walked up toward ^ brush hne to try 
to kill a bird. It was a good slingshot, with store-bought rubbers, but 
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while Jody had often shot at birds, he had never hit one. He walked 
up through the vegetable patch, kicking his bare toes into the dust. 
And on the way he found the perfect slingshot stone, round and 
slightly flattened and heavy enough to carry through the air. He fitted 
it into the leather pouch of his weapon and proceeded to the brush 
line. His eyes narrowed, his mouth worked strenuously; for the first 
time that afternoon he was intent. In the shade of the sagebrush the 
little birds were working, scratching in the leaves, flying restlessly a 
few feet and scratching again. Jody pulled back the rubbers of the 
sling and advanced cautiously. One little thrush paused and looked at 
him and crouched, ready to fly. Jody sidled nearer, moving one foot 
slowly after the other. When he was twenty feet away, he carefully 
raised the sling and aimed. The stone whizzed; the thrush started up 
and flew right into it. And down the little bird went with a broken 
head. Jody ran to it and picked it up. 

“Well, i got you," he said. 

The bird looked much smaller dead than it had alive. Jody felt a 
little mean pain in his stomach, so he took out his pocket-knife and cut 
off the bird’s head. Then he disemboweled it, and took off its wings, 
and finally he threw all the pieces into the brush. He didn’t care about 
the bird, or its life, but he knew what older people would say if they 
had seen him kill it; he was ashamed because of their potential opin- 
ion. He decided to forget the whole thing as quickly as he could, and 
never to mention it. 

The hills were dry at this season, and the wild grass was golden, 
but where the spring-pipe filled the round tub and the tub spilled over, 
there lay a stretch of fine green grass, deep and sweet and moist. Jody 
drank from the mossy tub and washed the bird’s blood from his hands 
in cold water. Then he lay on his back in the grass and looked up at 
the dumpling summer clouds. By closing one eye and destroying 
pqj«pective he brought them down within reach so that he could put 
up his fingers and stroke them. He helped the gentle wind push them 
down the sky; it seemed to him that they went faster for his help. 
One fat white cloud he helped clear to the mountain rims and pressed 
it firmly over, out of sight. Jody wondered what it was seeing, then. 
He sat up, the better to look at the great mountains where they went 
piling back, growing darker and more savage until they finished with 
one jagged ridge, high up against the west. Carious secret mountains; 
he thought of the little he knew about them. 

“What’s on the other side?” he asked his father once, 

“More mountains, I guess. Why?” 

“And on the other side of them 
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"More mountains. Why?” 

"More mountains on and on?” 

“Well, no. At last you come to the ocean.” 

"But what’s in the mountains?” 

“Just cliffs and brush and rocks and dr 3 ^ss. ’ 

"Were you ever there?” 

“No.” 

“Has anybody ever been there?” 

“A few people, 1 guess. It’s dangerous, with cliffs and things. Why, 
I’ve read there’s more unexplored country in the mountains of Mon- 
terey County than any place in the United States.” His father seemed 
proud that this should be so. 

“And at last the ocean?” 

“At last the ocean.” 

“But,” the boy insisted, “but in between? No one knows?” 

“Oh, a few people do, I guess. But there’s nothing there to get. And 
not much water. Just rocks and cliffs and greasewood. Why?” 

“It would be good to go.” 

“What for? There’s nothing there.” 

Jody knew something was there, something very wonderful because 
it wasn’t known, something secret and mysterious. He could feel 
within himself that this was so. He said to his mother, “Do you know 
what’s in the big mountains?*' 

She looked at him and then back at the ferocious range, and she 
said, “Only the bear, I guess.” 

“What bear?” 

“Why the one that went over the mountain to see what he could see.” 

Jody questioned Billy Buck, the ranch hand, about the possibility of 
ancient cities lost in the mountains, but Billy agieed with Jody’s father. 

“It ain’t likely,” Billy said. “There’d be nothing to eat unless a kind 
of people that can eat rocks live there.” 

That was all the information Jody ever got, and it made the moun- 
tains dear to him, and terrible. He thought often of the miles of ridge 
after ridge until at last there was the sea. When the peaks were pink in 
the morning they invited him among them: and when the sun had 
gone over the edge in the evening and the mountains were a purple- 
like despair, then Jody was afraid of them; then they were so imper- 
«onal and aloof that their very imperturbability was a threat. 

Now he turned his head toward the mountains of the east, the 
Gabilans, and they were jolly mountains, with hill ranches in their 
;rcases, and with pine trees growing on the crests. People lived there, 
and battles had been fought against the Mexicans on the slopes. He 
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looked back for an instant at the Great Ones and shivered a little at 
the contrast. The foothill cup of the home ranch below him was sunny 
and safe. The house gleamed with white light and the barn was brown 
and warm. The red cows on the farther hill ate their way slowly to- 
ward the north. Even the dark cypress tree by the bunkhouse was usual 
and safe. The chickens scratched about in the dust of the farmyard 
with quick waltzing steps. 

Then a moving figure caught Jody’s eye. A man walked slowly over 
the brow of the hill, on the road from Salinas, and he was headed to- 
ward the house. Jody stood up and moved down toward the house too, 
for if someone was coming, he wanted to be there to sec. By the time 
the boy had got to the house the walking man was only halfway down 
the road, a lean man, very straight in the shoulders. Jody could tell he 
was old only because his heels struck the ground with hard jerks. As 
he approached nearer, Jody saw that he was dressed in blue jeans and 
in a coat of the same material. He wore clodhopper shoes and an old 
flat-brimmed Stetson hat. Over his shoulder he carried a gunny sack, 
lumpy and full. In a few moments he had trudged close enough so 
that his face could be seen. And his face was as dark as dried beef. A 
mustache, blue-white against tre dark skin, hovered over his mouth, 
and his hair was white, too, where it showed at his neck. The skin oi 
his face had shrunk back against the skull until it defined bone, not 
flesh, and made the nose and chin seem sharp and fragile. The eyes 
were large and deep and dark, with eyelids stretched tightly over them. 
Irises and pupils were one, and very black, but the eyeballs were brown. 
There were no wrinkles in the face at all. This old man wore a blue 
denim coat buttoned to the throat with brass buttons, as all men do 
who wear no shirts. Out of the sleeves came strong bony wrists and 
hands gnarled and knotted and hard as peach branches. The nail' 
^ were flat and blunt and shiny. 

The old man drew close to the gate and swung down bis sack when 
he confronted Jody. His lips Buttered a little and a soft impersonal 
voice came from between them. 

“Do you live here?” 

Jody was embarrassed. He turned and looked at the house, and he 
turned back and looked toward the barn where his father and Billy 
Buck were. “Yes,” he said, when no help came from cither direction. 

“I have come back,” the old man said. “I am Gitano, and I have come 
back.” 

Jody could not take all this responsibility. He turned abruptly, and 
ran into the house for help, and the screen door banged after him. His 
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mother was in the kitchen poking out the clogged holes of a colander 
with a hairpin, and biting her lower lip with concentration. 

It s an old man, Jody cried excitedly. ‘*It’s an old puisano man. 
and he says he’s come back.” 

His mother put down the colander and stuck the hairpin behind 
the sink board. “What’s the matter now?” she asked patiently. 

“It’s an old man outside. Come on out.” 

“Well, what does he want?” She untied the strings of her apron and 
smoothed 'ler hair with her fingers. 

“I don’t know. He came walking.” 

His mother smoothed down her dress and went out, and Jody fol- 
lowed her. Gitano had not moved. 

“Yes?” Mrs. Tiflin asked. 

Gitano took off his old black hat and held it with both hands in 
front of him. He repeated, “I am Gitano, and I have come back.” 

“Come back? Back where?” 

Gitano *s whole straight body leaned forward a little. His right hand 
described the circle of the hills, the sloping fields and the mountains, 
and ended at his hat again. “Back to the rancho. I was born here^ and 
my father, too.” 

“Here?” she demanded. “This isn’t an old place.” 

“No, there,” he said, pointing to the western ridge. “On the other 
side there, in a house that is gone.” 

At last she understood. “The old ’dobe that’s washed almost away, 
you mean?” 

“Yes, senora. When the rancho broke up they put no more lime on 
the ’dobe, and the rains washed it down.” 

Jody’s mother was silent for a little, and curious homesick thoughts 
ran through her mind, but quickly she cleared them out. “And what 
do you want here now, Gitano?” 

“I will stay here,” he said quietly, “until I die.” 

“But we don’t need an extra man here.” 

“I cannot work hard any more, senora, I can milk a cow, feed 
chickens, cut a little wood; no more. I will stay here.” He indicated 
the sack on the ground beside him. “Here are my things.” 

She turned to Jody. “Run down to the barn and call your father.” 

Jody dashed away, and he returned with Carl Tiflin and Billy Buck 
behind him. The old man was standing as he had been, but he was 
resting now. His whole body had sagged into a timeless repose, 

“What is it?” Carl Tiflin asked. “What’s Jody so excited about?” 

Mrs. Tiflin motioned to the old man, “He wants to stay here. He 
wants to do a little work and stay here.” 
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“Well, we can’t have him. Wc don’t need any more men. He’s too 
old. Billy does everything we need.” 

They had been talking over him as though he did not exist, and 
now, suddenly, they both hesitated and looked at Gitano and were 
embarrassed. 

He cleared his throat. “I am too old to work. I come back where I 
was born.” 

“You weren’t born here,” Carl said sharply. 

“No. In the ’dobe house over the hill. It was all one rancho before 
you came.” 

“In the mud house that’s all melted down.?” 

“Yes. I and my father. I will stay here now on the rancho.” 

“I tell you you won’t stay,” Carl said angrily. “I don’t need an old 
tnan. This isn’t a big ranch. I can’t afford food and doctor bills for 
^n old man. You must have relatives and friends. Go to them. It is 
like begging to come to strangers.” 

“I was born here,” Gitano said patiently and inflexibly. 

Carl Tiflin didn’t like to be cruel, but he felt he must. “You can 
eat here tonight,” he said. “You can sleep in the little room of the old 
bunkhouse. We’ll give you your breakfast in the morning, and then 
you’ll have to go along. Go to your friends. Don’t come to die with 
strangers.” 

Gitano put on his black hat and stooped for the sack. “Here are my 
things,” he said. 

Carl turned away. “Come on, Billy, we’ll finish down at the barn. 
Jody, show him the little room in the bunkhouse.” 

He and Billy turned back toward the barn. Mrs. Tiflin went into the 
house, saying over her shoulder, “I’ll send some blankets down.” 

Gitano looked questioningly at Jody. “I’ll show you where it is,” 
Jody said. 

✓ There was a cot with a shuck mattress, an apple box holding a tin 
lantern, and a backless rocking-chair in the little roon^ of the bunk- 
house. Gitano laid his sack carefully on the floor and sat down on the 
bed. Jody stood shyly in the room, hesitating to go. At last he said, 

“Did you come out of the big mountains?” 

Gitano shook his head slowly. “No, I worked down the Salinas Val- 
ley.” 

The afternoon thought would not let Jody go. “Did you ever go 
into the big mountains back there?” 

The old dark eyes grew fixed, and their light turned inward on the 
years that were living in Gitano’s head. “Once — when I was a little 
boy. I went with my father.” 
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Way back, clear into the mountains?” 

"Yes” 

“What was there?” Jody cried. “Did you sec any people or any 
houses?” 

“No.” 

“Well, what was there?” 

Gitano’s eyes remained inward. A little wrinkled strain came be- 
tween his brows. 

“What did you set in there?” Jody repeated. 

“I don’t know,” Gitano said. “I don’t remember.” 

“Was it terrible and dry?” 

“I don’t remember.” 

In his excitement, Jody had lost his shyness. “Don’t you remember 
anything about it?” 

Gitano’s mouth opened for a word, and remained open while hit 
brain sought the word. “I think it was quiet — I think it was nice.” 

Gitano’s eyes seemed to have found something back in the years, for 
they grew soft and a little smile seemed to come and go in them. 

“Didn’t you ever go back in the mountains again?” Jody insisted, 

“No.” 

“Didn’t you ever want to?” 

But now Gitano’s face became impatient. “No,” he said in a tone 
that told Jody he didn’t want to talk about it any more. The boy was 
held by a curious fascination. He didn’t want to go away from Gitano. 
His shyness returned. 

“Would you like to come down to the barn and sec the stock?” he 
asked. 

Gitano stood up and put on his hat and prepared to follow. 

It was almost evening now. They stood near the watering trough 
while the horses sauntered in from the hillsides for an evening drink. 
Gitano rested his big twisted hands on the top rail of the fence. Five 
horses came down and drank, and then stood about, nibbling at the 
dirt or rubbing their sides against the polished wood of the fence. 
Long after they had finished drinking an old horse appeared over the 
brow of the hill and came painfully down. It had long yellow teeth; 
its hoofs were flat and sharp as spades, and its ribs and hip-bones 
jutted out under its skin. It hobbled up to the trough and drank water 
with a loud sucking noise. 

“That’s old Easter,” Jody explained. “That’s the first horse my father 
ever had. He’s thirty years old.” He looked up into Gitano’s old eyes 
for some response. 

“No good any more,” Gitano said. 
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Jody’s father and Billy Buck came out of the barn and walked over. 

“Too old to work/* Gitano repeated. “Just eats and pretty soon dies.'* 

Carl Tiflin caught the last words. He hated his brutality toward old 
Gitano, and so he became brutal again. 

“It’s a shame not to shoot Easter,” he said. “It’d save him a lot of 
pains and rheumatism.” He looked secretly at Gitano, to see whether 
he noticed the parallel, but the big bony hands did not move, nor did 
the dark eyes turn from the horse. “Old things ought to be put out of 
their misery,” Jody’s father went on. “One shot, a big noise, one big 
pain in the head maybe, and that’s all. That’s better than stiffness and 
sore teeth.” 

Billy Buck broke in. “They got a right to rest after they worked all 
of their life. Maybe they like to just walk around.” 

Carl had been looking steadily at the skinny horse. “You can’t im- 
agine now what Easter used to look like,” he said softly. “High neck, 
deep chest, fine barrel. He could jump a five-bar gate in stride. I won 
a flat race on him when I was fifteen years old. i could of got two hun- 
dred dollars for him any time. You wouldn’t think how pretty he 
was.” He checked himself, for he hated softness. “But he ought to be 
shot now,” he said. 

“He’s got a right to rest,” Billy Buck insisted. 

Jody’s father had a humorous thought. He turned to Gitano. “If 
ham and eggs grew on a side-hill I’d turn you out to pasture too,” he 
said. “But I can’t afford to pasture you in my kitchen.” 

He laughed to Billy Buck about it as they went on toward the house. 
“Be a good thing for all of us if ham and eggs grew on the side-hills.*' 

Jody knew how his father was probing for a place to hurt in 
Gitano. He had been probed often. His father knew every place in the 
boy where a word would fester. 

“He’s only talking,” Jody said. “He didn’t mean it about shooting 
Easter. He likes Easter. That was the first horse he ever owned.” 

The sun sank behind the high mountains as they stood there, and 
the ranch was hushed. Gitano seemed to be more at home in the eve- 
ning. He made a curious sharp sound with his lips and stretched one 
of his hands over the fence. Old Easter moved stiffly to him, and 
Gitano rubbed the lean neck under the mane. 

“You like him?” Jody asked softly. 

“Yes— but he’s no damn good.” 

The triangle sounded at the ranch house. “That’s supper,” Jody 
cried, ‘^me on up to supper.” 

As they walked up toward the house Jody noticed again that Gitano’s 
body was as straight as that of a young mao. Only by p ierkiness in 
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his movements and by the scuffling of his heels could it be seen that 
he was old. 

The turkeys were flying heavily into the lower branches of the 
cypress tree by the bunkhouse. A fat sleek ranch cat walked across the 
road carrying a rat so large that its tail dragged on the ground. The 
quail on the side-hills were still sounding the clear water calL 

Jody and Gitano came to the back steps and Mrs. Tiflin looked out 
through the screen door at them. 

“Come running, Jody. Come in to supper, Gitano.” 

Carl and Billy Buck had started to eat at the long oilcloth-covered 
table. Jody slipped into his chair without moving it, but Gitano stood 
holding his hat until Carl looked up and said, “Sit down, sit down. You 
might as well get your belly full before you go on.” Carl was afraid 
he might relent and let the old man stay, and so he continued to re- 
mind himself that this couldn’t be. 

Gitano laid his hat on the floor and diffidently sat down. He wouldn’t 
reach for food. Carl had to pass it to him. “Here, fill yourself up.” 
Gitano ate very slowly, cutting tiny pieces of meat and arranging link 
pats of mashed potato on his plate. 

The situation would not stop worrying Carl Tiflin. “Haven’t you 
got any relatives in this part of the country?” he asked. 

Gitano answered with some pride, “My brother-in-law is in Mon- 
terey. I have cousins there, too.” 

“Well, you can go and live there, then.” 

“I was born here,” Gitano said in gentle rebuke. 

Jody’s mother came in from the kitchen, carrying a large bowl of 
tapioca pudding. 

Carl chuckled to her, “Did I tell you what I said to him? I said if 
ham and eggs grew on the side-hills I’d put him out to pasture, like 
old Easter.” 

Gitano stared unmoved at his plate. 

“It’s too bad he can’t stay,” said Mrs. Tiflin. 

“Now don’t you start anything,” Carl said crossly. 

When they had finished eating, Carl and Billy Buck and Jody went 
into the living room to sit for a while, but Gitano, without a word of 
farewell or thanks, walked through the kitchen and out the back 
door, Jody sat and secretly watched his father. He knew how mean 
1 his father felt. 

“This country’s full of these old paisanos/' Carl said to Billy Buck. 

“They’re damn good men,” Billy defended them. “They can 
[ work older than white men. I saw one of them a hundred and five v^rs 
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old, and he could still ride a horse. You don’t see any white men 
as old as Gitano walking twenty or thirty miles.” 

“Oh, they’re tough, all right.” Carl agreed. “Say, are you standing 
up for him too? Listen, Billy,” he explained, “I’m having a hard enough 
time keeping this ranch out of the Bank of Italy without taking on 
^ anybody else to feed. You know that, Billy.” 

“Sure, I know,” said Billy. “If you was rich, it’d be different.” 

“That’s right, and it isn’t like he didn’t have relatives to go to. A 
brother-in-law and cousins right in Monterey. Why should I worry 
about him?” 

Jody sat quietly listening, and he seemed to hear Gitano’s gentle voice 
and its unanswerable, “But I was born here.” Gitano was mysterious 
like the mountains. There were ranges back as far as you could see, 
but behind the last range piled up against the sky there was a great 
unknown country. And Gitano was an old man, until you got to the 
dull dark eyes. And in behind them was some unknown thing. He 
didn’t ever say enough to let you guess what was inside, under the eyes. 
Jody felt himself irresistibly drawn toward the bunkhouse. He slipped 
from his chair while his father was talking and he went out the door 
without making a sound. 

The night was very dark and far-off noises carried in clearly. The 
hamebclls of a wood team sounded from way over the hill on the coun- 
try road. Jody picked his way across the dark yard. He could see a light 
through the window of the little room of the bunkhouse. Because the 
night was secret he walked quiedy up to the window and peered in. 
Gitano sat in the rocking-chair and his back was toward the window. 
His right arm moved slowly back and forth in front of him. Jody pushed 
the door open and walked in. Gitano jerked upright and, seizing a 
piece of deerskin, he tried to throw it over the thing in his lap, but the 
skin slipped away. Jody stood overwhelmed by the thing in Gitano’s 
Jjand, a lean and lovely rapier with a golden basket hilt. The blade 
was like a thin ray of dark light. The hilt was pierced and intricately 
carved. 

“What is it?” Jody demanded. 

Gitano only looked at him with resentful eyes, and he picked up the 
fallen deerskin and firmly wrapped the beautiful blade in it. 

Jody put out his hand. “Can’t I see it?” 

Gitano’s eyes smoldered angrily and he shook his head. 

“Wherc’d you get it? Where’d it come from?” 

Now Gitana regarded him profoundly, as though he pondered. “I go* 
it from my father.” 

“Wcllj whcrc’d he get it?” 
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Gitano looked down at the long deerskin parcel in his hand. “I don’ 
know.” 

“Didn’t he ever tell you?” 

“No.” 

“What do you do with it?” 

Gitano looked slightly surprised. “Nothing. I just keep it.” 

“Can’t I see it again?” 

The old man slowly unwrapped the shining blade and let the lamp 
light slip along it for a moment. Then he wrapped it up again. “You 
go now. I want to go to bed.” He blew out the lamp almost before 
Jody had closed the door. 

As he went back toward the house, Jody knew one thing more 
sharply than he had ever known anything. He must never tell anyone 
about the rapier. It would be a dreadful thing to tell anyone about it, 
for it would destroy some fragile structure of truth. It was a truth that 
might be shattered by division. 

On the way across the dark yard Jody passed Billy Buck. “They’re 
wondering where you are,” Billy said. 

Jody slipped into the living room, and his father turned to him, 
“Where have you been?” 

“I just went out to see if I caught any rats in my new trap.” 

“It’s time you went to bed,” his father said. 

Jody was first at the breakfast table in the morning. Then his father 
came in, and last, Billy Buck. Mrs. Tiflin looked in from the kitchen. 

“Where’s the old man, Billy?” she asked. 

“I guess he’s out walking,” Billy said. “I looked in his room and 
he wasn’t there.” 

“Maybe he started early to Monterey,” said Carl. “It’s a long walk.” 

“No,” Billy explained. “His sack is in the little room.” 

After breakfast Jody walked down to the bunkhouse. Flies were 
flashing about in the sunshine. The ranch seemed especially quiet this 
morning. When he was sure no one was watching him, Jody went 
into the little room, and looked into Gitano ’s sack. An extra pair of long 
cotton underwear was there, an extra pair of jeans and three pairs of 
worn socks. Nothing else was in the sack. A sharp loneliness fell on 
Jody. He walked slowly back toward the house. His father stood on 
the porch talking to Mrs. Tiflin. 

“I guess old Easter’s dead at last,” he said. “I didn’t sec him come 
down to water with the other horses.” 

In the middle of the morning Jess Taylor from the ridge ranch rode 
down- 
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“You didn’t sell that old gray crowbait of yours, did you, Carl?” 

“No, of course not. Why?” 

“Well,” Jess said. “I was out this morning early, and I saw a funny 
thing. I saw an old man on an old horse, no saddle, only a piece of rope 
for a bridle. He wasn’t on the road at all. He was cutting right up 
straight through the brush. I think he had a gun. At least I saw some- 
thing shine in his hand.” 

“That’s old Gitano,” Carl Tiflin said. “I’ll see if any of my guns 
are missing.” He stepped into the house for a second. “Nope, all here. 
Which way was he heading, Jess?” 

“Well, that’s the funny thing. He was heading straight back into ilie 
mountains.” 

Carl laughed. “They never get too old to steal,” he said. “I guess he 
just stole old Easter.” 

“Want to go after him, Carl?” 

“Hell, no, just save me burying that horse. I wonder where he got 
the gun. I wonder what he wants back there.” 

Jody walked up through the vegetable patch, toward the brush line. 
He looked scarchingly at the towering mountains — ridge after ridge 
after ridge until at last there was the ocean. For a moment he thought 
he could see a black speck crawling up the farthest ridge. Jody thought 
of the rapier and of Gitano. And he thought of the great mountains, A 
longing caressed him, and it was so sharp that he wanted to cry to get 
it out of his breast. He lay down in the green grass near the round tub 
at the brush line. He covered his eyes with his crossed arms and lay 
there a long time, and he was full of a nameless sorrow. 

III. THE PROMISE 

In a mid-afternoon of spring, the little boy Jody walked martially 
along the brush-lined road toward his home ranch. Banging his knee 
against the golden lard bucket he used for school lunch, he contrived 
a good bass drum, while his tongue fluttered sharply against his teeth 
to fill in snare drums and occasional trumpets. Some time back the 
other members of the squad that walked so smartly from the school had 
turned into the various little canyons and taken the wagon roads to 
their own home ranches. Now Jody marched seemingly alone, with 
high-lifted knees and pounding feet; but behind him there was a 
phantom army with great flags and swords, silent but deadly. 

The afternoon was green and gold with spring. Underneath the 
spread branches of the oaks the plants grew pale and tall* and on the 
hills the feed was smooth and thick. The sagebrushes shone with new 
silver leaves and the oaks wore hoods of golden green. Over the hills 
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there huog such a green odor that the horses on the flats galloped 
madly, and then stopped, wondering; lambs, and even old sheep 
jumped in the air unexpectedly and landed on stiff legs, and went 
on eating; young clumsy calves butted their heads together and drew 
bark and butted again. 

As the gray and silent army marched past, led by Jody, the animals 
stopped their feeding and their play and watched it go by. 

Suddenly Jody stopped. The gray army halted, bewildered and 
nervous. Jody went down on his knees. The army stood in long uneasy 
ranks for a moment, and then, with a soft sigh of sorrow, rose up in a 
faint gray mist and disappeared. Jody had seen the thorny crown of a 
horny-toad moving under the dust of the road. His grimy hand went 
out and grasped the spiked halo and held firmly while the little beast 
struggled. Then Jody turned the horny-toad over, exposing its pale gold 
stomach. With a gentle forefinger he stroked the throat and chest until 
the horny-toad relaxed, until its eyes closed and it lay languorous and 

asleep. . 

Jody opened his lunch pail and deposited the first game inside. He 
moved on now, his knees bent slightly, his shoulders crouched; his bare 
feet were wise and silent. In his right hand there was a long gray rifle. 
The brush along the road stirred restively under a new and unexpected 
population of gray tigers and gray bears. The hunting was very good, 
for by the time Jody reached the fork of the road where the naail box 
stood on a post, he had captured two more horny-toads, four little grass 
lizards, a blue snake, sixteen yellow-winged grasshoppers and a brown 
damp newt from under a rock. This assortment scrabbled unhappily 

against the tin of the lunch bucket. 

At the road fork the rifle evaporated and the tigers and bears melt^ 
from the hillsides. Even the moist and uncomfortable creatures in the 
lunch pail ceased to exist, for the little red metal flag was up m the mail 
box, signifying that some postal matter was inside. Jody set his pail on 
the ground and opened the letter box. There was a Montgomery Ward 
catalogue and a copy of the Salinas Weekly Journal. He slammed the box, 
picked up his lunch pail and trotted over the ridge and down into the 
cup of the ranch. Past the barn he ran, and past the used-up haystack and 
the bunkhousc and the cypress tree. He banged through the front 
screen door of the ranch house calling, “Maam, maam, there $ a 

^Mrfridin was in the kitchen spooning clabbered milk into a 
bag. She put down her work and rinsed her hands under the tap. 
‘‘Here in the kitchen, Jody. Here I am. 
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He ran in and clattered his lunch pail on the sink. “Here it is. Can 
1 open the catalogue, ma’am?” 

Mrs. Tiflin took up the spoon again and went back to her cottage 
cheese. “Don’t lose it, Jody. Your father will want to see it.” She scraped 
the last of the milk into the bag. “Oh, Jody, your father wants to sec 
you before you go to your chores.” She waved a cruising fly from the 
cheese bag. 

Jody closed the new catalogue in alarm. “Ma’am?” 

“Why don’t you ever listen? I say your father wants to see you.” 

The boy laid the catalogue gently on the sink board. “Do you— is it 
something I did?” 

Mrs. Tiflin laughed. “Always a bad conscience. What did you do?” 

“Nothing, ma’am,” he said lamely. But he couldn’t remember, and 
besides it was impossible to know what action might later be con- 
strued as a crime. 

His mother hung the full bag on a nail where it could drip into the 
sink. “He just said he wanted to see you when you got home. He’s 
somewhere down by the barn.” 

Jody turned and went out the back door. Hearing his mother open 
the lunch pail and then gasp with rage, a memory stabbed him and he 
trotted away toward the barn, conscientiously not hearing the angry 
voice that called him from the house. 

Carl Tiflin and Billy Buck, the ranch hand, stood against the lower 
pasture fence. Each man rested one foot on the lowest bar and both 
elbows on the top bar. They were talking slowly and aimlessly. In the 
pasture half a dozen horses nibbled contentedly at the sweet grass. The 
mare, Nellie, stood backed up against the gate, rubbing her buttocks 
on the heavy post. 

Jody sidled uneasily near. He dragged one foot to give an impression 
of great innocence and nonchalance. When he arrived beside the men 
he put one foot on the lowest fence rail, rested his elbows on the second 
bar and looked into the pasture too. The two men glanced sideways 
at him. 

“I wanted to see you,” Carl said in the stern tone he reserved for 
children and animals. 

“Yes, sir,” said Jody guiltily. 

“Billy, here, says you took good care of the pony before it died.” 

No punishment was in the air. Jody grew bolder. “Yes, sir, I did.’ 

“Billy says you have a good patient hand with horses.” 

Jody felt a sudden warm friendliness for the ranch hand. 

Billy put in, “He trained that pony as good as anybody I ever seen. 
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Then Carl Tiflin came gradually to the point. “If you could have 
another horse would you work for it?” 

Jody shivered. “Yes, sir.” 

Well, look here, then. Billy says the best way for you to be a good 
hand with horses is to raise a colt.” 

“It’s the only good way,” Billy interrupted. 

“Now, look here, Jody,” continued Carl. “Jess Taylor, up to the ridge 
ranch, has a fair stallion, but it 11 cost five dollars. I’ll put up the money, 
but you’ll have to work it out all summer. Will you do that?” 

Jody felt that his insides were shriveling. “Yes, sir,” he said softly. 

“And no complaining? And no forgetting when you’re told to do 
something?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Well, all right, then. Tomorrow morning you take Nellie up to 
the ridge ranch and get her bred. You’ll have to take care of her, tooi 
till she throws the colt.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“You better get to the chickens and the wood now.” 

Jody slid away. In passing behind Billy Buck he very nearly put out 
his hand to touch the blue-jeaned legs. His shoulders swayed a little 
with maturity and importance. 

He went to his work with unprecedented seriousness. This night he 
did not dump the can of grain to the ciiickens so that they had to leap 
over each other and struggle to get it. No, he spread the wheat so far 
and so carefully that the hens couldn’t find some of it at all. And in the 
house, after listening to his mother’s despair over boys who filled 
their lunch pails with slimy, sulTocated reptiles, and bugs, he promised 
never to do it again. Indeed, Jody felt that all such foolishness was lost 
in the past. He was far too grown up ever to put horny-toads in his 
lunch pail any more. He carried in so much wood and built such a high 
structure with it that his mother walked in fear of an avalanche of oak. 
When he was done, when he had gathered eggs that had remained 
hidden for weeks, Jody walked down again past the cypress tree, and 
past the bunkhouse toward the pasture. A fat warty toad that looked out 
at him from under the watering trough had no emotional effect on him 
at all. 

Carl Tiflin and Billy Buck were not in sight, but from a metallic 
ringing on the other side of the barn Jody knew that Billy Buck was just 
starting to milk a cow. 

The other horses were eating toward the upper end of the pasture, 
but Nellie continued to rub herself nervously against the post. Jody 
walked slowly near, saying, **So, girl, so-o, Nellie.” The mare’s cars 
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«tent back naughtily and her lips drew away from her yellow teeth. 
She turned her head around; her eyes were glazed and mad. Jody 
climbed to the top of the fence and hung his feet over and looked 
paternally down on the mare. 

The evening hovered while he sat there. Bats and nighthawks flicked 
about. Billy l$uck, walking toward the house carrying a full milk 
bucket, saw Jody and stopped. “It’s a long time to wait,” he said gently. 
■‘You’ll get awful tired waiting.” 

“No, I won't, Billy. How long will it be.?” 

“Nearly a year.” 

“Well, I won’t get tired.” 

The triangle at the house rang stridently. Jody climbed down from 
the fence and walked to supper beside Billy BucL He even put out his 
hand and took hold of the milk bucket to help carry it. 

The next morning after breakfast Carl Tiflin folded a five-dollar 
bill in a piece of newspaper and pinned the package in the bib pocket 
of Jody’s overalls. Billy Buck haltered the mare Nellie and led her out 
of the pasture. 

“Be careful now,” he warned. “Hold her up short here so she can't 
bite you. She’s crazy as a coot.” 

Jody took hold of the halter leather itself and started up the hill 
toward the ridge ranch with Nellie skittering and jerking behind him. 
In the pasturage along the road the wild oat heads were just clearing 
Acir scabbards. The warm morning sun shone on Jody’s hack so 
sweetly that he was forced to take a serious stiff-legged hop now and 
dicn in spite of his maturity. On the fences the shiny blackbirds with 
red epaulets clicked their dry call. The meadowlarks sang like water, 
and the wild doves, concealed among the bursting leaves of the oaks, 
made a sound of restrained grieving. In the fields the rabbits sat sun- 
ning themselves, with only their forked cars showing above the grass 
heads. 

After an hour of steady uphill walking, Jody turned into a narrow 
road that led up a steeper hill to the ridge ranch. He could sec the red 
noof of the barn sticking up above the oak trees, and he could hear a 
dog barking unemotionally near the house. 

Suddenly Nellie jerked back and nearly freed herself. From the 
direction of the barn Jody heard a shrill whistling scream and a 
apliniering of wood, and then a man’s voice shouting. Nellie reared and 
whinnied. When Jody held to the halter rope she ran at him with bared 
Iceth. He dropped his hold and scuttled out of the way, into the brush. 
The high scream came from the oaks again, and Nellie answered it- 
With hoofs battering the ground the stallion appeared and cli 
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down the bill trailing a broken halter rope. His eyes glittered feverishly. 
His stiff, erected nostrils were as red as flame. His black, sleek hide 
shone in the sunlight. The stallion came on so fast that he couldn't stop 
when he reached the mare. Nellie’s ears went back; she whirled and 
kicked at him as he went by. The stallion spun around and reared. He 
struck the mare with his front hoof, and while she staggered under 
the blow, his teeth raked her neck and drew an ooze of blood. 

Instantly Nellie s mood changed. She became coquettishly feminine. 
She nibbled his arched neck with her lips. She edged around and rubbed 
her shoulder against his shoulder. Jody stood half-hidden in the brush 
and watched. He heard the step of a horse behind him, but before he 
could turn, a hand caught him by tlic overall straps and lifted him 
off the ground. Jess Taylor sat the boy behind him on the horse. 

“You might have got killed,” he said. “Sundog’s a mean devil some- 
times. He busted his rope and went right through a gate.” 

Jody sat quietly, but in a moment he cried, “He’ll hurt her, he’ll 
kill her. Get him away!” 

Jess chuckled. “She’ll be all right. Maybe you’d better climb off and 
go up to the houje for a little. You could get maybe a piece of pie up 
there.” 

But Jody shook his head. “She’s mine, and the colt’s going to be 
mine. I’m going to raise it up.” 

Jess nodded. “Yes, that’s a good thing. Carl has good seilse some- 
times.” 

In a little while the danger was over. Jess lifted Jody down and then 
caught the stallion by its broken halter rope. And he rode ahead, 
while Jody followed, leading Nellie. 

It was only after he had unpinned and handed over the five dollars, 
and after he had eaten two pieces of pie, that Jody started for home 
again. And Nellie followed docilely after him. She was so quiet that 
Jody climbed on a stump and rode her most of the way home. 

The five dollars his father had advanced reduced Jody to peonage 
for the whole late spring and summer. When the hay was cut he drove 
a rake. He led the horse that pulled on the Jackson-fork tackle, and 
when the baler came he drove the circling horse that put pressure on 
the bales. In addition, Carl Tiflin taught him to milk and put a cow 
under his care, so that a new chore was added night and morning. 

The bay mare Nellie quickly grew complacent. As she walked about 
the yellowing hillsides or worked at easy tasks, her lips were curled in a 
perpetual fatuous smile. She moved slowly, with the calm importance 
of an empress. When she was put to a team, she pulled steadily and 
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unemotionally. Jody went to see her every day. He studied her with 
critical eyes and saw no change whatever. 

One afternoon Billy Buck leaned the many-tined manure fork against 
the barn wall. He loosened his belt and tucked in his shirt-tail and 
tightened the belt again. He picked one of the little straws from his hat- 
band and put it in the corner of his mouth. Jody, who was helping 
Doubletree Mutt, the big serious dog, to dig out a gopher, straightened 
up as the ranch hand sauntered out of the barn. 

“Let’s go up and have a look at Nellie,” Billy suggested. 

Instantly Jody fell into step with him. Doubletree Mutt watched 
them over his shoulder; then he dug furiously, growled, sounded little 
sharp yelps to indicate that the gopher was practically caught. When 
he looked over his shoulder again, and saw that neither Jody nor 
Billy was interested, he climbed reluctantly out of the hole and fol- 
lowed them up the hill. 

The wild oats were ripening. Every head bent sharply under its load 
of grain, and the grass was dry enough so that it made a swishing sound 
as Jody and Billy stepped through it. Halfway up the hill they could 
see Nellie and the iron-gray gelding, Pete, nibbling the heads from 
the wild oats. When they approached, Nellie looked at them and 
backed her ears and bobbed her head up and down rebelliously. Billy 
walked to her and put his hand under her mane and patted her neck, 
until her ears came forward again and she nibbled delicately at his 
shirt. 

Jody asked, “Do you think she’s really going to have a coJt?” 

Billy rolled the lids back from the mare’s eyes with his thumb and 
forefinger. He felt the lower lip and fingered the black, leathery teats. 
“I wouldn’t be surprised,” he said. 

“Well, she isn’t changed at all. It’s three months gone.” 

Billy rubbed the mare’s flat forehead with his knuckle while she 
grunted with pleasure. “I told you you’d get tired waiting. It’ll be five 
months more before you can even see a sign, and it’ll be at least eight 
months more before she throws the colt, about next January.*’ 

Jody sighed deeply. “It’s a long time, isn’t it?” 

“And then it’ll be about two years more before you can ride.” 

Jody cried out in despair, “I’ll be grown up.” 

“Yep, you’ll be an old man,” said Billy. 

“What color do you think the colt’ll be?” 

“Why, you can’t ever tell. The stud is black and the dam is bay. Colt 
might be black or bay or gray or dappled. You can’t tell. Sometimes a 
black dam might have a white colt.” 

“Well. I hope it’s black, and a stallion.” 
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“If it‘s a stallion, well have to geld it. Your father wouldn’t let you 
have a stallion.” 

“Maybe he would,” Jody said. “I could train him not to be mean.” 

Billy pursed his lips, and the little straw that had been in the corner 
of his mouth rolled down to the center. “You can’t ever trust a stallion,” 
he said critically. “They’re mostly fighting and making trouble. Some- 
times when they’re feeling funny they won’t work. They make the 
mares uneasy and kick hell out of the geldings. Your father wouldn’t 
let you keep a stallion.” 

Nellie sauntered away, nibbling the drying grass. Jody skinned the 
grain from a grass stem and threw the handful into the air, so that each 
pointed, feathered seed sailed out like a dart. “Tell me how it’ll be. 
Billy. Is it like when the cows have calves?” 

“Just about. Mares are a little more sensitive. Sometimes you have 
to be there to help the mare. And sometimes if it’s wrong you have 
to ” he paused. 

“Have to what, Billy?” 

“Have to tear the colt to pieces to get it out, or the mare’ll die.” 

“But it won’t be that way this time, will it, Billy?” 

“Oh, no. Nellie’s thrown good colts.” 

“Can I be there, Billy? Will you be certain to call me? It’s my coir.* 

“Sure, I’ll call you. Of course I will.” 

“Tell me how it’ll be.” 

“Why, you’ve seen the cows calving. It’s almost the same. The mare 
starts groaning and stretching, and then, if it’s a good right birth, the 
head and forefeet come out, and the front hoofs kick a hole just the way 
the calves do. And the colt starts to breathe. It’s good to be there, ’cause 
if its feet aren’t right maybe he can’t break the sac, and then he might 
smother.” 

Jody whipped his leg with a bunch of grass, “We’ll have to be there, 
then, won’t we?” 

“Oh, we’ll be there, all right.” 

They turned and walked slowly down the hill toward the barn. Jody 
was tortured with a thing he had to say, although he didn t want to. 
“Billy,” he began miserably, “Billy, you won’t let anything happen to 
the colt, will you?” 

And Billy knew he was thinking of the red pony, Gabilan, and of 
how it died of strangles. Billy knew he had been infallible before that, 
and now he was capable of failure. This knowledge made Billy much 
less sure of himself than he had been. “I can t tell, he said roughly. 
“All sorts of things might happen, and they wouldnt be my fault. I 
can’t do everything.” He felt bad about his lost prestige, and so he 
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playing with the water in the trough, pushing waves and tossing her 
head so that the water slopped out on the ground. 

Jody climbed the fence and set the bucket of steaming mash beside 
her. Then he stepped back to look at her. And she was changed. Her 
stomach was swollen. When she moved, her feet touched the ground 
gently. She buried her nose in the bucket and gobbled the hot break- 
fast. And when she had finished and had pushed the bucket around 
the ground with her nose a little, she stepped quietly over to Jody and 
rubbed her cheek against him. 

Billy Buck came out of the saddle-room and walked over. “Starts 
fast when it starts, doesn’t it?” 

“Did it come all at once?” 

“Oh, no, you just stopped looking for a while.” He pulled her head 
around toward Jody. “She’s goin’ to be nice, too. See how nice her eyes 
are! Some mares get mean, but when they turn nice, they just love 
everything.” Nellie slipped her head under Billy’s arm and rubbed her 
neck up and down between his arm and his side. “You better treat her 
awful nice now,” Billy said. 

“How long will it be?” Jody demanded breathlessly. 

The man counted in whispers on his fingers. “About three months /* 
he said aloud. “You can’t tell exactly. Sometimes it’s eleven months to 
the day, but it might be two weeks early, or a month late, without 
hurting anything,” 

Jody looked hard at the ground. “Billy,” he began nervously, “Billy, 
you’ll call me when it’s getting born, won’t you? You’ll let me be 
there, won’t you?” 

Billy bit the tip of Nellie’s ear with his front teeth. “Carl says he 
wants you to start right at the start. That’s the only way to learn. No- 
body can tell you anything. Like my old man did with me about the 
saddle blanket. He was a government packer when I was your size, and 
I helped him some. One day I left a wrinkle in my saddle blanket 
and made a saddle-sore. My old man didn’t give me hell at all. But the 
next morning he saddled me up with a forty-pound stock saddle. I had 
to lead my horse and carry that saddle over a whole damn mountain 
in the sun. It darn near killed me, but I never left no wrinkles in a 
blanket again. I couldn’t. I never in my life since then put on a blanket 
but I felt that saddle on my back.” 

Jody reached up a hand and took hold of Nellie’s mane. “You’ll tell 
me what to do about everything, won’t you? I guess you know every- 
thing about horses, don’t you?” 

Billy laughed. “Why, I’m half horse myself, you see,” he said. “My 
ma died when I was born, and being my old man was a government 
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packer in the mountains^ and no cows around most of the time, why 
he just gave me mostly mare s milk.” He continued seriously, “And 
horses know that. Don’t you know it, Nellie.?” 

The mare turned her head and looked full into his eyes for a mo- 
ment, and this is a thing horses practically never do. Billy was proud 
and sure of himself now. He boasted a little. “I’ll see you get a good 
colt. I’ll start you right. And if you do like I say, you’ll have the best 
horse in the county.” 

That made Jody feel warm and proud, too; so proud that when he 
went back to the house he bowed his legs and swayed his shoulders as 
horsemen do. And he whispered, “Whoa, you Black Demon, you! 
Steady down there and keep your feet on the ground.” 

The winter fell sharply. A few preliminary gusty showers, and then 
a strong steady rain. The hills lost their straw color and blackened 
under the water, and the winter streams scrambled noisily down the 
canyons. The mushrooms and puffballs popped up and the new grass 
started before Christmas. 

But this year Christmas was not the central day to Jody. Some unde- 
termined time in January had become the axis day around which the 
months swung. When the rains fell, he put Nellie in a box stall and 
fed her warm food every morning and curried her and brushed her. 

The mare was swelling so greatly chat Jody became alarmed. “She’ll 
pop wide open,” he said to Billy. 

Billy laid his strong square hand against Nellie’s swollen abdomen. 
“Feel here,” he said quietly. “You can feel it move. I guess it would 
surprise you if there were twin colts.” 

“You don’t think so?” Jody cried. “You don’t think it will be twin:, 
do you, Billy?” 

“No, I don’t, but it does happen, sometimes.” 

During the first two weeks of January it rained steadily. Jody spent 
most of his time, when he wasn’t in school, in the box stall with Nellie. 
Twenty times a day he put his hand on her stomach to feel the coh 
move. Nellie became more and more gentle and friendly to him. She 
rubbed her nose on him. She whinnied softly when he walked into 
the barn. 

Carl Tiflin came to the barn with Jody one day. He looked admir- 
ingly at the groomed bay coat, and he felt the firm flesh over ribs and 
shoulders. “You’ve done a good job,” he said to Jody. And this was 
the greatest praise he knew how to give. Jody was tight with pride for 
hours afterward. 

The fifteenth of January came, and the colt was not born. And the 



1158 JOHN STEINBECK 

twentieth came; a lump of fear began to form in Jody’s stomach. “I4 
it all right?” he demanded of Billy. 

“Oh, sure.” 

And again, “Are you sure it’s going to be all right?” 

Billy stroked the mare’s neck. She swayed her head uneasily. “I told 
you it wasn’t always the same time, Jody. You just have to wait.” 

When the end of the month arrived with no birth, Jody grew 
frantic. Nellie was so big that her breath came heavily, and her ears 
were close together and straight up, as though her head ached. Jody’s 
sleep grew restless, and his dreams confused. 

On the night of the second of February be awakened crying. His 
mother called to him, “Jody, you’re dreaming. Wake up and start 
over again.” 

But Jody was filled with terror and desolation. He lay quietly a few 
moments, waiting for his mother to go back to sleep, and then he 
slipped his clothes on, and crept out in his bare feet. 

The night war black and thick. A little misting rain fell. The cypress 
tree and the bunkhouse loomed and then dropped back into the mist. 
The barn door screeched as he opened it, a thing it never did in the 
daytime. Jody went to the rack and found a lantern and a tin box of 
matches. He lighted the wick and walked down the long straw-covered 
aisle to Nellie’s stall. She was standing up. Her whole body weaved 
from side to side. Jody called to her, “So, Nellie, so-o, Nellie,” but she 
did not stop her swaying nor look around. When he stepped into the 
stall and txmehed her on the shoulder she shivered under his hand. 
Then Billy Buck’s voice came from the hayloft right above the stall. 

“Jody, what are you doing.?” 

Jody started back and turned miserable eyes up toward the nest 
where Billy was lying in the hay. “Is she all right, do you think?” 

“Why, sure, I think so.” 

“You won’t let anything happen, Billy, you’re sure you won’t?” 

Billy growled down at him, “I told you I’d call you, and I will. Now 
you get back to bed and stop worrying that marc. She’s got enough 
to do without you worrying her.” 

Jody cringed, for he had never heard Billy speak in such a tone. “I 
only thought I’d come and see,” he said. “I woke up.” 

Billy softened a litdc then. “Well, you get to bed. I don’t want you 
bothering her. I told you I’d get you a good colt. Get along now.” 

Jody walked slowly out of the barn. He blew out the lantern and 
set it in the rack. The blackness of the night, and the chilled mist 
struck him and enfolded him. He wished he believed everything Billy 
said as he bad before the pony died. It was a moment before his eyes, 
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blinded by the Ceeblc lantern-flame, could make any form of the 
darkness. The damp ground chilled his bare feet. At the cypress tree 
the roosdng turkeys chattered a Jittle in alarm, and the two good dogi 
responded to their duty and came charging out, barking to frighten 
away the coyotes they thought were prowling under the tree. 

As he crept through the kitchen, Jody stumbled over a chair. Carl 
called from his bedroom, “Who’s there? What’s the matter there?” 

And Mrs. Tiflin said sleepily, “What’s the matter, Carl?” 

The next second Carl came out of the bedroom carrying a candle, 
and found Jody before he could get into bed. “What are you doing 
out?” 

Jody turned shyly away. “I was down to sec the marc.” 

For a moment anger at being awakened fought with approval in 
Jody’s father. “Listen,” he said, finally, “there’s not a man in this 
country that knows more about colts than Billy. You leave it to him.” 

Words burst out of Jody’s mouth. “But the pony died ” 

“Don’t you go blaming that on him,” Carl said sternly. “If Billy 
can’t save a horse, it can’t be saved.” 

Mrs. Tiflin called, “Make him clean his feet and go to bed, CarL 
He’ll be sleepy all day tomorrow.” 

It seemed to Jody that he had just closed his eyes to try to go 
sleep when he was shaken violently by the shoulder. Billy Buck stood 
beside him, holding a lantern in his hand. “Get up,” he said, “Hurry 
up.” He turned and walked quickly out of the room. 

Mrs. Tiflin called, “What’s the matter? Is that you, Billy?” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

“Is Nellie ready?” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 

“All right. I’ll get up and heat some water in case you need it.” 

Jody jumped into his clothes so quickly that he was out the back 
door before Billy’s swinging lantern was halfway to the barn. There 
was a rim of dawn on the mountain-tops, but no light had penetrated 
into the cup of the ranch yet. Jody ran frantically after the lantern and 
caught up to Billy just as he reached the barn. Billy hung the lantern 
to a nail on the stall-side and took off his blue denim coat. Jody saw 
that he wore only a sleeveless shirt under it. 

Nellie was standing rigid and stiff. While they watch^, she 
crouched. Her whole b^y was wrung with a spasm. The spasm passed. 
But in a few moments it started over again, and passed. 

BiUy muttered nervously, “There’s something wrong.” His bare 
^^nd disappeared. “Oh, Jesus,” he said. “It’s wrong.” 
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The spasm came again, and this time Billy strained, and the muscles 
stood out on his arm and shoulder. He heaved strongly, his forehead 
beaded with perspiration. Nellie cried with pain. Billy was muttering, 
“It’s wrong. I can’t turn it. It’s way wrong. It’s turned all around 
wrong.” 

He glared wildly toward Jody. And then his fingers made a careful, 
careful diagnosis. His cheeks were growing tight and gray. He looked 
for a long questioning minute at Jody standing back of the stall. Then 
Billy stepped to the rack under the manure window and picked up a 
horseshoe hammer with his wet right hand. 

“Go outside, Jody,” he said. 

The boy stood still and stared dully at him. 

“Go outside, I tell you. It’ll be too late.” 

Jody didn’t move. 

Then Billy walked quickly to Nellie’s head. He cried, “Turn your 
face away, damn you, turn your face.” 

This time Jody obeyed. His head turned sideways. He heard Billy 
whispering hoarsely in the stall. And then he heard a hollow crunch 
of bone. Nellie chuckled shrilly. Jody looked back in time to sec the 
hammer rise and fall again on the flat forehead. Then Nellie fell 
heavily to her side and quivered for a moment. 

Billy jumped to the swollen stomach; his big pocket-knife was in his 
hand. He lifted the skin and drove the knife in. He sawed and ripped 
at the tough belly. The air filled with the sick odor of warm living 
entrails. The other horses reared back against their halter chains and 
squealed and kicked. 

Billy dropped the knife. Both of his arms plunged into the terrible 
ragged hole and dragged out a big, white, dripping bundle. His teeth 
tore a hole in the covering. A little black head appeared through the 
tear, and litde slick, wet ears. A gurgling breath was drawn, and then 
another. Bill shucked off the sac and found his knife and cut the 
string. For a moment he held the little black colt in his arms and 
looked at it. And then he walked slowly over and laid it in the straw 
at Jody’s feet. 

Billy’s face and arms and chest were dripping red. His body shivered 
ind his teeth chattered. His voice was gone; he spoke in a throaty 
whisper. “There’s your colt. I promised. And there it is. I had to do 
it — had to.” He stopped and looked over his shoulder into the box 
stall. “Go get hot water and a sponge,” he whispered. “Wash him and 
dry him the way his mother would. You’ll have to feed him by hand. 
But there’s your colt, the way I promised.” 
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lody stared stupidly at the wet, panting foal. It stretched out its chin 
and tried to raise its head. Its blank eyes were navy blue. 

“God damn you,” Billy shouted, “will you go now for the water? 
Will you go?" 

Then Jody turned and trotted out of the barn into the dawn. He 
ached from his throat to his stomach. His legs were stiff and heavy. 
He tried to be glad because of the colt, but the bloody face, and the 
haunted, tired eyes of Billy Buck hung in the air ahead of him. 
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A Portrait of Bascom Hawke 

BY THOMAS WOLFE 


D 

JL— ^ URING the first twenty-five 
years of this century, business people who had their offices in or near 
State Street, Boston, no doubt grew very familiar with the cadaverous 
and extraordinary figure of my uncle, Bascom Hawke. Shortly before 
nine o’clock of every working day he would emerge from a subway 
exit near the head of the street and pause vaguely for a moment, mak- 
ing a craggy eddy in the tide of issuing workers that foamed swiftly 
about him while he stood with his enormous bony hands clutched 
comically before him at the waist, as if holding himself in, at the same 
time making the most horrible grimaces with his lean and amazingly 
flexible features. These grimaces were made by squinting his small 
sharp eyes together, widening his mouth in a ghastly travesty of a 
grin, and convolving his chin and cheek in a rapid series of pursed lips 
and horrible squints as he swiftly pressed his rubbery underlip against 
a few enormous horse teeth that decorated his upper jaw. Having com- 
pleted these facial evolutions, he glanced quickly and, it must be sup- 
posed, blindly, in every direction; for he then plunged heedlessly across 
the street, sometimes choosing the moment when traffic had been 
halted, and pedestrians were hurrying across, sometimes diving into 
the midst of a roaring chaos of motor cars, trucks, and wagons, through 
which he sometimes made his way in safety, accompanied only by 3 
scream of brake bands, a startled barking of horns, and the hearty 
curses of frightened drivers, or from which, howling with terror in 
the center of a web of traffic which he had snarled hopelessly and 
brought to a complete standstill, he was sometimes rescued by a red- 
faced and cursing young Irishman who was on point duty at that 
corner. 

1162 
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But Bascom was a fated man and he escaped. Once, it is true, a bri/i^ht 
mindless beetle of machinery, which had no thought for fated men, 
had knocked him down and skinned and bruised him; again, an unin- 
structed wheel had passed across the soft toe-end of his shoe and held 
him prisoner, as if he were merely some average son of destiny— but 
he escaped. He escaped because he was a fated man and because the 
providence which guides the steps of children and the blind was kind 
to him; and because this same policeman whose simian upper lip had 
once been thick and twisted with its curses had long since run the scale 
from anger to wild fury, and thence to madness and despair and resig- 
nation, and had now come to have a motherly affection for this stray 
sheep, kept his eye peeled for its appearance every morning or, failing 
this, at once shrilled hard upon his whistle when he heard the well- 
known howl of terror and surprise, plunged to the center of the stalled 
traffic snarl, plucked Bascom out to safety under curse and shout and 
scream of brake, and marched him tenderly to the curb, gripping h« 
brawny hand around my uncle’s arm, feeling his joints, testing his 
bones, massaging anxiously his sinewy carcass, and calling him “bud’’ 
—although my uncle was old enough to be his grandfather. “Are you 
all right, bud? You’re not hurt, are you, bud? Are you O. K.?” — ^to 
which Bascom if his shock and terror had been great, could make no 
answer for a moment save to pant hoarsely and to howl loudly and 
huskily from time to time “Ow! Owl Ow! Ow!” 

At length, becoming more coherent, if not more calm, he would 
launch into an ecclesiastical indictment of motor cars and their drivers 
delivered in a high, howling, and husky voice that suggested the pro- 
nouncements of a prophet from a mountain. This voice had a quality 
of strange remoteness and, once heard, would never be forgotten. It 
actually had a howling note in it, and carried to great distances, and 
yet it was not loud : it was very much as if Mr. Bascom Hawke were 
standing on a mountain and shouting to some one in a quiet valley be- 
low — the sounds came to one plainly but as if from a great distance, 
and it was full of husky, unearthly passion. It was really an ecclesiastics 
voice, the voice of a great preacher; one felt that it should be heard in 
churches, which was exactly where it once was heard, for my uncle 
Bascom had at various times and with great conviction, in the course of 
his long and remarkable life, professed and preached the faith of the 
Episcopalians, the Presbyterians, the Methodists, the Baptists, and the 
Unitarians. 

Quite often, in fact, as now, when he had narrowly escaped disaster 
in the streets, Bascom Hawke still preached from the corner: as soon 
^ he recovered somewhat from his shock, he would launch forth into 
^ sermon of cioquent invective against any driver of motor cars withhi 
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healing, and if any of them entered the fray, as sometimes happened, 
a very interesting performance occurred. 

“What happened to you?'' the motorist might bitterly remark. “Do 
the keepers know you’re out?” 

Mr. Hawke would thereupon retort with an eloquent harangue, be- 
ginning with a few well-chosen quotations from the more violent 
prophets of the Old Testament, a few predictions of death, destruction 
and damnation for the owners of motor cars, and a few apt references 
to Days of Judgment and Reckoning, Chariots of Moloch, and Beasts 
of the Apocalypse. 

“Oh, for God’s sakel” the exasperated motorist might reply. “Are you 
blind? Where do you think you are? In a cow-pasture? Can’t you read 
the signals? Didn’t you see the cop put his hand up? Don’t you know 
v/hen it says to ‘Stop’ or ‘Go’? Did you ever hear of the traffic law?” 

“The traffic law!” my uncle Bascom sneeringly exclaimed, as if the 
mere use of the word by the motorist evoked his profoundest contempt. 
His voice now had a precise and meticulous way of speech, there was 
something sneering and pedantical in the way he pronounced each 
word, biting it off with a prim, nasal and heavily accented enunciation 
in the manner of certain pedants and purists who suggest by their 
pronunciation that language in the mouths of most people is vilely 
and carelessly treated, that each word has a precise, subtle, and careful 
meaning of its own, and that they — they alone — understand these mat- 
ters. “The traffic law!” he repeated again: then he squinted his eyes 
together, pursed his rubbery lip against the big horsy upper teeth, and 
laughed down his nose in a forced, sneering manner, “The traffic law!” 
he said. ‘Why, you pit-i-ful ig-no-ram-us! You il-te-er-ate ruffian! 
You dare to speak to me — to meV he howled suddenly with an eccle- 
siastical lift of his voice, striking himself on his bony breast and glaring 
with a majestical fury as if the word of a mighty prophet had been 
contradicted by an upstart — “of the traffic law, when it is doubtful if 
you could read the law if you saw it,” — he sneered — ^“and it is obvious 
to any one with the perception of a schoolboy that you would not have 
intelligence enough to understand it, and” — here his voice rose to a 
howling emphasis and he held one huge bony finger up to command 
attention — '"and to interpret it, if you could read.” 

“Is that so!” the motorist heavily remarked. “A wise guy, eh? One 
of these guys who knows it all, eh? You’re a pretty wise guy, aren’t 
you?” the motorist continued bitterly, as if caught up in the circle of 
his refrain and unable to change it. “Well, let me tell you something. 
You think you’re pretty smaht, don’t you? Well, you’re not. See? It’s 
wise guys like you who go around looking for a good bust on the nose. 
See? That’s how smaht you arc. If you wasn’t an old guy I’d give you 
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one, too,” he said, getting a moody satisfaction from the thought, 
“Ow'w! Ow-w! Ow-wl” Bascom howled in sudden terror. 

you know so much, if you’re so smaht as you think you arc, wiiat 
is the traffic law?” 

Then, assuredly, if there was a traffic law, the unfortunate motorist 
was lost, for my uncle Bascom would deliver it to him verbatim, licking 
his lips with joy over all the technicalities of legal phrasing and pro- 
nouncing each phrase with a meticulous and pedantical enunciation. 

“And furthermore!” he howled, holding up his big bony finger, “the 
Commonwealth of Massachusetts has decreed, by a statute that has 
been on the books since 1856, by a statute that is irrevocably, inexorably, 
ineluctably plain that any driver, director, governor, commander, man- 
ager, agent or conductor, or any other person who shall conduct or 
cause to be conducted any vehicular instrument, whether it be of two, 
four, six, eight or any number of wheels whatsoever, whether it be in 
the public service, or in the possession of a private individual, whether 
it be—” but by this time, the motorist, if he was wise, had had enough, 
and had escaped. 

If, however, it had been one of his more fortunate mornings, if he 
had blindly but successfully threaded the peril of roaring traffic, my 
uncle Bascom proceeded rapidly down State Street, still clutching his 
raw bony hands across his meagre waist, still contorting his remarkable 
face in its endless series of pursed grima^'es, and presently turned in to 
the entrance of a large somewhat dingy-looking building of blackened 
stone, one of those solid, unpretending, but very valuable properties 
which smells and looks like the early 1900’s, and which belongs to that 
ancient and enormously wealthy corporation which lies across the river 


and is known as Harvard University. ,r i l 

Here, my uncle Bascom, still clutching himself together across the 
waist, mounted a flight of indented marble entry steps, lunged throug 
revolving doors into a large marble corridor that was redolent with 
vibrating waves of hot steamy air, wet rubbers and galoshes, sanita^ 
disinfectant, and serviceable but somewhat old-fashioned elevators an , 
entering one of the cars which had just plunged down abruptly, banged 
open its door, belched out two or three people and swallowed a dozen 
more, he was finally deposited with the same abruptness on the seventh 
floor, where he stepped out into a wide dark corridor, squinted and 
grimaced uncertainly to right and left as he had done or twenty- ve 
years, and then went left along the corridor, past rows of lighted offices 
in which one could hear the preliminary clicking o typewriters, c 
rattling of crisp papers, and the sounds of people beginning their day s 
work. At the end of the corridor Bascom Hawke turned rig^ along 
another corridor and at length paused before a door which bore this 
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•ascription across the familiar glazed glass of American business offices: 
The John T. Brill Realty Co.— Houses For Rent or Sale. Below this 
bold legend rn much smaller letters was primed: Bascotn Hawke-* 
Att*y at Lfiw — Conveyancer and Title Expert. 

And noW; before we enter this interesting office, let us give a closer srii 
more particular scrutiny to the appearance of this singular man. 

The appearance of this strange figure in State Street, or anywhere 
dse, had always been sufficiently curious to attract attention and tc 
draw comment. Bascom Hawke, if he had straightened to his fuli 
height, would have been six feet and three or four inches tali, but he 
had always walked with a stoop and as he grew older, the stoop had 
become confirmed : he presented a tall, gnarled, bony figure, cadaverous 
and stringy, but tough as hickory. He was of that race of men who 
seem never to wear out, or to grow old, or to die: they live with almost 
undiminished vitality to great ages, and when they die they die sud- 
denly. There is no slow wastage and decay because there is so little to 
waste or decay: their mummied and stringy flesh has the durability of 
granite. 

Bascom Hawke clothed his angular figure with an assortment of odd 
garments which seemed to have the same durability: they were im- 
mensely old and worn, but they also gave no signs of ever wearing out, 
for by their cut and general appearance of age, it seemed that his frugal 
soul had selected in the Nineties materials which it hoped would last 
forever. His coat, which was originally of a dark dull pepper-and-salt 
gray, had gone green at the seams and pockets, and moreover it was a 
ridiculously short skimpy coat for a gaunt big-boned man like this: 
it was hardly more than a jacket, his great wristy hands burst out of it 
like lengths of cordwood, and the mark of his high humped narrow 
shoulders cut into it with a knife-like sharpness. His trousers were 
also tight and skimpy, of a lighter gray and of a rough woolly texture 
from which all fuzz and fluff had long ago been rubbed, he wore 
rough country brogans with raw-hide laces, and a funny little flat hat 
of ancient black felt, which had also gone green along the band. One 
imdersunds now why the policeman called him “Bud”: this great bony 
figure seemed ruthlessly to have been crammed into garments in which a 
country fledgling of the Eighties might have gone to see his girl, clutch- 
ing a l^g of gum drops in his large red hand. A stringy little necktie, 
a dean but dilapidated collar which by its bluish and softly mottled look 
Bascom Hawke must have laundered himself (a presumption which is 
quite correct since my uncle did all his own laundry work, as well as 
mending, repairing, and cobbling) — this was his costume, winter 
and sinnmcr, and it never changed, save that in winter he supplemeated 
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it witU an ancient blue sweater which he wore buttoned to the chin 
and whose frayed ends and cuffs projected inches below the scanty little 
jacket. He had never been known to wear an overcoat, not even on the 
coldest days of those long, raw, and formidable winters which Boston 
suffers. 

The mark of my uncle’s madness was plain upon him: intuitively 
men knew he was not a poor man, and the people who had seen him so 
many times in State Street would nudge one another, saying: *‘You 
see that old guy? You’d think he was waitin’ for a handout from the 
Salvation Army, wouldn’t you? Well, he’s not. He’s got it, brother. 
Believe me, he’s got it good and plenty: he’s got it salted away where 
no one ain’t goin’ to touch it. That guy’s got a sock full of dough!” 

“Jesus!” another remarks. “What goods it goin’ to do an old guy 
like that? He can’t take any of it with him, can he?” 

“You said it, brother,” and the conversation would become philosoph- 
‘cal. 

Bascom Hawke was himself conscious of his parsimony, and al- 
though he sometimes asserted that he was “only a poor man” he real- 
ized that his exaggerated economies could not be justified to his busi- 
ness associates on account of poverty: they taunted him slyly, saying, 
“Come on, Hawke, let’s go to lunch. You can get a good meal at the 
Pahkeh House for a couple of bucks.” Or “Say, Hawke, I know a place 
where they’re havin’ a sale of winter overcoats: 1 saw one there that 
would just suit you — you can get it for sixty dollars.’ Or “Do you 
need a good laundry. Reverend? I know a couple of Chinks who do 
good work.” 

To which Bascom, with the characteristic evasiveness of parsimony, 
would reply, snuffling derisively down his nose: “No, sir! You won’t 
catch me in any of their stinking restaurants. You never know what 
you’re getting: if you could see the dirty, nasty, filthy kitchens where 
your food is prepared you’d lose your appetite quick enough.” His 
parsimony had resulted in a compensating food mania: he declared 
that “in his young days” he “ruined his digestion by eating in restau- 
rants,” he painted the most revolting pictures of the filth of these 
establishments, laughing scornfully down his nose as he declared: “I 
suppose you think it tastes better ^ter some dirty, nasty, stinking nig- 
ger has wiped his old hands all over it” (phuh-phuh-phuh-phuh-phuh!) 
^here he would contort his face and snuffle scornfully down his nose; 
^nd he was bitter in his denunciation of “rich foods, * declaring they 
had “destroyed more lives than all the wars and all the armies since the 
beginning of time.” 

As he had grown older he had become more and more convinced 
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of the healthy purity of “raw foods,” and he prepared for himself at 
home raw revolting messes of chopped-up carrots, onions, turnips, even 
raw potatoes, which he devoured at table, smacking his lips with an 
air of keen relish, and declaring to his wife: “You may poison yourself 
on your old roasts and oysters and turkeys if you please: you wouldn’t 
catch me eating that stuff. No, sir! Not on your life! I think too much 
of my stomach!” But his use of the pronoun “you” was here universal 
rather than particular because if the lady’s longevity had depended on 
her abstinence from “roasts and oysters and turkeys” there was no 
reason why she should not have lived forever. 

Or again, if it were a matter of clothing, a matter of fencing in his 
bunes and tallows against the frozen nail of Boston winter, he would 
howl derisively: “An overcoat! Not on your life! I wouldn’t give two 
cents for all the old overcoats in the world! The only thing they’re good 
for is to gather up germs and give you colds and pneumonia. I haven’t 
worn an overcoat in thirty years, and I’ve never had the vestige — no! not 
the semblance — of a cold during all that time!” — an assertion that was 
not strictly accurate since he always complained bitterly of at least two 
or three during the course of a single winter, declaring at those times 
that no more hateful, treacherous, damnable climate than that of 
Boston had ever been known. 

Similarly, if it were a question of laundries he would scornfully de- 
clare that he would not send ''his shirts and collars to let some dirty old 
Chinaman spit and hoef^ upon xhtm—yesr he would gleefully howl, 
as some new abomination of nastiness suggested itself to his teeming 
brain — "Yesl and iron it in, too, so you can walk around done up 
in old Chinaman’s spit!”-— (Phuh-phuh-phuh-phuh-phuh!) — here he 
would grimace, contort his rubbery lip, and laugh down his nose in 
forced snarls of gratification and triumph. 

This was the old man who now stood clutching his raw bony hands 
across his waist, before entering his office. 

This was his history: 

Bascom Hawke had been the scholar of his amazing family: he was 
a man of powerful intelligence and disordered emotions. Even in his 
youth, his eccentricities of dress, speech, walk, manner had made him 
an object of ridicule to his Southern kinsmen, but their ridicule was 
streaked with pride, since they accepted the impact of his personality 
as another proof that theirs was an extraordinary family. “He’s one of 
’em, all right,” they said exultantly, “queerer than any of us!” 

Bascom’s youth, following the war between the States, had been 
seared by a bitter poverty: at once enriched and warped by a life that 
clung to the earth with a root-like tenacity, that was manual, painful, 
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spare and stricken, and that rebuilt itself — fiercely, cruelly, and richly— 
from the earth. And, because there burned and blazed in him from the 
first a hatred of human indignity, a passionate avowal of man’s highness 
and repose, he felt more bitterly than the others the delinquencies of his 
father, and the multiplication of his father’s offspring, who came regu- 
larly into a world of empty cupboards. 

‘'As each of them made its unhappy entrance into the world,” he 
would say later, his voice tremulous with passion, “I went out into the 
woods, striking my head against the trees, and blaspheming God in 
my anger. Yes, sir,” he continued, pursing his long lip rapidly against 
his few loose upper teeth, and speaking with an exaggerated pedantry 
of enunciation, “I am not ashamed to confess that I did. For we were 
living in conditions un-worthy — unworthy ’' — his voice rising to an 
evangelical yell- “I had almost said — of the condition of animals. And 
— say — what do you think?” — he said, with a sudden shift in manner 
and tone, becoming, after his episcopal declaration, matter of fact and 
whispering confidential. “Why, do you know, my boy, at one time I 
had to take my own father aside, and point out him we were living 
in no way becoming decent people.” — Here his voice sank to a whisper, 
and he tapped me on the knee with his big stiff finger, grimacing 
horribly and pursing his lips against his dry upper teeth. 

Poverty had been the mistress of his youth and Bascom Hawke had 
not forgotten: poverty had burned its way into his heart. He took what 
education he could find in a backwoods school, read everything he 
could, taught, for two or three years, in a country school and, at the 
age of twenty-one, borrowing enough muney for railway fare, went to 
Boston to enroll himself at Harvard. Ano, somehow, because of the 
fire that burned in him, the fierce determination of his soul, he had 
been admitted, secured employment waiting on tables, tutoring, and 
pressing every one’s trousers but his own, and lived in a room with 
two other starved wretches on $3.50 ^ week, cooking, eating, sleeping, 
washing, and studying in the one place. 

At the end of seven years he had gone through the college and the 
school of theology, performing brilliantly in Greek, Hebrew, and meta* 
physics. 

Poverty, fanatical study, the sexual meagerness of his surroundings^ 
had made of him a gaunt zealot: at thirty he was a lean fanatic, a true 
Yankee madman, high-boned, with gray thirsty eyes and a thick flaring 
sheaf of oaken hair— six feet three inches of gangling and ludicrous 
height, gesticulating madly and obviously before a grinning world. But 
he had a grand lean head: he looked somewhat like the great Ralph 
Waldo Emerson — with the brakes off. 

About this time, he married a young Southern v^oman of a good 
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family; she was from Tennessee, her parents were both dead, in the 
Seventies she had come north and had lived for several years with an 
uncle in Providence, who had been constituted guardian of her estate, 
anK)unting probably to about seventy-five thousand dollars, although 
her romantic memory later multiplied the sum to two hundred thou- 
sand dollars. The man squandered part of her money and stole the 
rest: she came, therefore, to Bascom without much dowry, but she was 
pretty, bright, intelligent, and had a good figure. Bascom smote the 
walls of his room with bloody knuckles, and fell dovs^n before God. 

When Bascom met her she was a music student in Boston: she had a 
deep full-toned contralto voice which was wrung from her somewhat 
tremulously when she sang. She was a small woman, birdlike and 
earnest, delicately fleshed and boned, quick and active in her move- 
ments and with a crisp tart speech which still bore, curiously, traces of 
a Southern accent. She was a brisk, serious, lady-like little person, 
without much humor, and she was very much in love with her gaunt 
suitor. They saw each other for two years: they went to concerts, lec- 
tures, sermons; they talked of music, poetry, philosophy and of God, 
but they never spoke of love. But one night Bascom met her in the 
parlor of her boarding house on Huntington Avenue, and with a voice 
vibrant and portentous with the importance of the words he had to 
utter, began as follows: “Miss Louise I “ he said carefully, gazing 
thoughtfully over the apex of his hands. “There comes a time when 
a man, having reached an age of discretion and mature judgment must 
begin to consider one of the gravest — ^yes! by all means one of the most 
important events in human life. The event I refer to is — matrimony.” 
He paused, a clock was beating out its punctual measured tock upon 
the mantel, and a horse went by with ringing hoofs upon the street. As 
for Louise, she sat quietly erect, with dignified and lady-like com- 
posure, but it seemed to her that the clock was beating in her own 
breast, and that it might cease to beat at any moment. 

“For a minister of the gospel,” Bascom continued, “the decision is 
particularly grave because, for him— once made it is irrevocable, once 
determined upon, it must be followed inexorably, relentlessly — aye! to 
the edge of the grave, to the uttermost gates of death, so that the possi- 
bility of an error in judgment is fraught,” his voice sinking to a boding 
whisper— “is fraught with the most terrible consequences. Accordingly,” 
Uncle Bascom said in a deliberate tone, “having decided to take this 
step, realizing to the /«//— to the full, mind you — ^its gravity, I have 
search^ my soul, I have questioned my heart. I have gone up into the 
mountings and out into the desert and communed with my Maker 
until,” his voice rose like a demon’s howl, “there no longer remains an 
ettom of doubt, a particle of uncertainty, a vestige of disbelief! Miss 
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Louise, I have decided that the young lady best fitted in every way tc 
be my helpmate, the partner of my joys and griefs, the confidante of 
my dearest hopes, the in-rp/r-a-tion of my noblest endeavors, the com- 
panion of my declining years, and the spirit that shall accompany me 
along each step of life’s vexed and troubled way, sharing with me 
whatever God in his inscrutable Providence shall will, whether of 
wealth or poverty, grief or happiness — I have decided. Miss Louise, that 
that lady must be — yourself! — and, therefore, I request,” he said slowly 
and impressively, “the honor of your hand in mar-ri-age.” 

She loved him, she had hoped, prayed, and agonized for just such a mo- 
ment, but now that it had come she rose immediately with lady-like 
dignity, and said: “Mistah Hawke: I am honuhed by this mahk of 
yoah esteem and affection, and I pwomise to give it my most »; 7 ncst 
considahwation without delay. I wealize fully, Mistah Hawke, the 
gwavity of the wuhds you have just uttuhed. Foh my paht, I must tell 
you, Mistah Hawke, that if I accept youah pwoposal, 1 shall come to 
you without the fawchun which was wightiuMy mine, but of which I 
have been dep wived and defwauded by the wascality — yes! the was- 
cality of my gahdian. I shall come to you, theahfoh, without the dow’y 
I had hoped to be able to contwibutc to my husband’s fawchuns.” 

“Oh, my dear Miss Louise! My dear young lady!” Uncle Bascom 
cried, waving his great hand through the air with a dismissing gesture. 
“Do not suppose-^o not for one instant suppose, I beg of you! — that 
consideration of a monetary nature could influence my decision. Oh, 
not in the slightest!” he cried. “Not at all, not at all!” 

“Fawchnatly,” Louise continued, “my inhewitance was not wholly 
dissipated by this scoundwel. A pohtion, a vewy small pohtion, re- 
mains.” 

“My dear girl! My dear young lady!” Uncle Bascom cried. “It is not 
of the slightest consequence. . . . How much did he leave?” he added. 

Thus they were married. 

Bascom immediately got a church in the Middle West: good pay and 
a house. But during the course of the next twenty years he was shifted 
from church to church, from sect to sect— to Brooklyn, then back to 
the Middle West, to the Dakotas, to Jersey City, to Western Massachu- 
setts, and finally back to the small towi^ surrounding Boston. 

When Bascom talked, you may be sure God listened: he preached 
magnificently, his gaunt face glowing from the pulpit, his rather high, 
enormously vibrant voice husky with emotion. His prayers were fierce 
solicitations of God, so mad with fervor that his audiences felt uncom- 
fortably they came close to blasphemy. But, unhappily, on occasions my 
uncle’s mad eloquence grew too much for him; his voice, always too 
near the heart of passion, would burst in splinters, and he would fall 
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violently forward across his lectern, his face covered by bis great gaunt 
fingers, sobbing horribly. 

This, in the Middle West, where his first church had been, docs not 
^ down so well — ^yet it may be successful if one weeps mellowly, joy- 
fully — smiling bravely through the tears — ^at a lovely aisle processional of 
repentant sinners; but Bascom, who chose uncomfortable titles for his 
sermons, would be overcome by his powerful feelings on these occasions 
when his topic was “Potiphar’s Wife,” ‘‘Ruth, the Girl in the Corn,” 
“The Whores of Babylon,” “The Woman on the Roof,” and so on. 

His head was too deeply engaged with his conscience — he was in turn 
Episcopal, Presbyterian, Unitarian, searching through the whole roar- 
ing confusion of Protestantism for a body of doctrine with which he 
could agree. And he was forever finding it, and later forever renouncing 
what he had found. At forty, the most liberal of Unitarians, the strains 
of agnosticism were piping madly through his sermons: he began to 
hint at his new faith in prose which he modelled on the mighty utter- 
ance of Carlyle, and in poetry, in what he deemed the manner of Mat- 
thew Arnold. His professional connection with the Unitarians, and in- 
deed with the Baptists, Methodists, Holy Rollers, and Seventh Day 
Adventists, came to an abrupt ending after he read from his pulpit 
one morning a composition in verse entitled The Agnostic, which made 
up in concision what it lacked in melody, and which ended each stanza 
sadly, but very plainly, on this recurrence: 

“I do not know: 

It may be so.” 

Thus, when he was almost fifty Bascom Hawke stopped preaching 
in public. There was no question where he was going. He had his 
family’s raging lust for property. He became a “conveyancer”; he ac- 
quired enough of the law of property to convey titles; but he began to 
buy pieces of land in the suburbs of Boston, and to build small cheap 
houses, using his own somewhat extraordinary designs to save the 
architect’s fees and, wherever possible, doing such odd jobs as laying 
the foundations, installing the plumbing, and painting the structure. 

He regarded the price of everything as exorbitant — his furious 
anguish over the wages of labor was marvellous to behold: it drove him 
raging home, where he stamped insanely upon the floors in his fury, 
declaring that the Italians, Irish, Belgians, Poles, Swiss, and Yankees 
—or whatever unfortunate race had been represented in the last bill of 
charges— were infamous scoundrels, foul and dishonest cutthroats, en- 
gaged in a conspiracy to empty both his purse and his cupboard. He 
called upon them the entire and plenteous artillery of his abuse, his 
hig^ husky voice ascending to a scream, until his own powers failing 
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him, there flashed in him for a moment remembrance of one mightier 
than he, the most terribly eloquent of all earth’s thunderers — his obscene 
and gargantuan partner, John T. Brill; and lifting his shaking hands 
toward Heaven, he would invoke God and Brill at the same time. 

Like others in his family seared with a terrible and minute memory 
of war and hunger, he fled before the skeleton specter of poverty: he 
was of that race which expects to avert starvation by eating sparingly. 

Therefore, he mended his own shoes and wore historic clothing; he 
fiercely sowed and reaped the produce of his stony garden, and con- 
trived in countless other ways to thwart the forces of organized ex- 
tortion. 

The small houses that he — no, he did not build them! — ^he went 
through i he agonies of monstrous childbirth to produce them, he licked, 
nursed, and fondled them into stunted growth, and he sold them on 
long, but profitable terms to small Irish, Jewish, Negro, Belgian, Ital- 
ian and Greek laborers and tradesmen. And at the conclusion of a 
sale, or after receiving from one of these men the current payment, 
Uncle Bascom went homeward in a delirium of joy, shouting in a 
loud voice, to all who might be compelled to listen, the merits of the 
jews, Belgians, Irish, Swiss or Greeks. 

“Finest people in the world! No question about it!” — this last being 
his favorite exclamation in all moments of payment or conviction. 

For when they paid, he loved them. Often on Sundays they would 
come to pay him tramping over the frozen ground or the packed snow 
through street after street of smutty gray-looking houses in the flat 
weary-looking suburb where he lived. To this dismal heath, therefore, 
they came, the swarthy children of a dozen races, clad in the hard and 
decent blacks in which the poor pay debts and go to funerals. They 
would advance across the barren lands, the harsh sere earth scarred with 
its wastes of rust and rubbish, passing stolidly by below the blank board 
fences of a brick yard, crunching doggedly through the lanes of dirty 
rutted ice, passing before the gray besmutted fronts of wooden houses 
which in their stark, desolate, and unspeakable ugliness seemed to 
give a complete and final utterance to an architecture of weariness, 
sterility and horror, so overwhelming in its absolute desolation that 
it seemed as if the painful and indignant soul of man must sicken and 
die at length before it, stricken, stupefied, and strangled without a 
tongue to articulate the curse that once had blazed in him. 

And at length they would pause before my uncle’s little house— one 
of a street of little houses which he had built there on the barren flat- 
lands of the suburb, and to which he had given magnificently his own 
name— Hawke Heights— although the only rainence in all that flat 
®nd weary waste was a stunted and almost imperceptible rise a half 
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mile off. And here along this street which he had built, these litdc 
houses, warped, yet strong and hardy, seemed to burrow down solidly 
like moles for warmth into the ugly stony earth on which they were 
built and to cower and huddle doggedly below the immense and ter- 
rible desolation of the northern sky, with its rimy sun-hazed lights, its 
fierce and cruel rags and stripes of wintry red, its raw and savage harsh- 
ness. And then, gripping their greasy little wads of money, as if the 
knowledge that all rewards below these fierce and cruel skies must be 
wrenched painfully and minutely from a stony earth, they went in to 
pay my uncle. He would come up to meet them from some lower cellar- 
depth, swearing, muttering, and banging doors; and he would c(jme 
toward them howling greetings, buttoned to his chin in the frayed and 
faded sweater, gnarled, stooped and frosty-looking, clutching his great 
hands together at his waist. Then they would wait, stiffly, clumsily, 
fingering their hats, while with countless squints and grimaces and 
pursings of the lip, he scrawled out painfully their receipt — their frac- 
tional release from debt and labor, one more hard-won step toward 
the freedom of possession. 

At length, having pocketed their money and finished the transaction, 
he would not permit them to depart at once, he would bowl urgently 
<cc them an invitation to stay, he would offer long weedy-looking cigars 
to them, and they would sit uncomfortably, crouching on their buttock 
bones like stalled oxen, at the edges of chairs, shyly and dumbly staring 
at him, while he howled question, comment, and enthusiastic tribute at 
them. 

“Why, my dear sirl” he would yell at Makropolos, the Greek. “You 
have a glorious past, a history of which any nation might well be 
proud!” 

“Sure, sure!” said Makropolos, nodding vigorously. “Beeg heestory!” 

“ The isles of Greece, the isles of Greece!* ’* my uncle howled, “ ‘where 
burning Sappho loved and sung — ’ ” (Phuh! phuh! phuhl phuh! phuh!) 

“Sure, sure!” said Makropolos again, nodding good-naturedly but 
wrinkling his lowering finger-breadth of brow in a somewhat puzzled 
fashion. “Tha’s right! You got it!” 

“Why, my dear sir!” Uncle Bascom cried. “It has been the ambition 
of my lifetime to visit those hallowed scenes, to stand at sunrise on the 
Acropolis, to explore the glory that was Greece, to see the magnificent 
ruins of the noblest of ancient civ-i-fe-a-tions!’* 

For the first time a dark flush, a flush of outraged patriotism, began 
to burn upon the swarthy yellow of Mr. Makropolos* cheek: his man- 
ner became heavy and animated, and in a moment he said with pas- 
$bnate conviction: 

**No, no, no! No ruinl Wat you t’ink, eh! Athens fine town! Wc 
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got a million pipples dcrc!” He struggled for a word, then cupped hit 
hairy paws indefinitely: **You know? Beeg! O, ni-ez!” he added greas 
ily, with a smile* “Every t’ing good I We got everything good derc as you 
got here! You know?” he said with a confiding and painful effort 
“Every t’ing ni-ez! Not old! No, no, no!” he cried with a rising and 
indignant vigor. “New! de same as here? Ni-ez! You get good and 
cheap— everything! Beeg place, new house, dumbwaiter, elevator — ^wat 
chew like! — oh, ni-ez!” he said earnestly. “Wat chew t’ink it cost, eh? 
Feefateen dollar a month! Sure, sure!” he nodded with a swarthy earnest- 
ness. “I wouldn’t keed you!” 

“Finest people on earth!” my uncle Bascom cried with an air of 
great conviction and satisfaction. “No question about it!” — ^and he 
would usher his visitor to the door howling farewells into the terrible 
desolation of those savage skies. 

Meanwhile, my Aunt Louise, although she had not heard a word of 
what was said, although she had listened to nothing except the periods 
of Uncle Bascom’s heavily accented and particular speech, kept up a 
constant snuffling laughter punctuated momently by faint whoops as 
she bent over her pots and pans in the kitchen, pausing from time to 
time as if to listen, and then snuffling to herself as she shook her head 
in pitying mirth which rose again up to the crisis of a faint crazy cackle 
as she scoured the pan; because, of course, during the forty-five years of 
her life with him thoroughly, imperceptibly, and completely, she had 
gone mad, and no longer knew or cared to know whether these words 
had just been spoken or were the echoes of lost voices long ago. 

And again, she would pause to listen, with her small birdlike features 
uplifted gleefully in a kind of mad attentiveness as the door slammed 
and he stumped muttering back into the house, intent upon the secret 
designs of his own life, as remote and isolate from her as if they had 
each dwelt on separate planets, although the house they lived in was 
a small one. 

The union of Bascom and Louise had been blessed by four childrc.., 
all of whom had left their father’s bed and board when they discovered 
how simple it is to secure an abundance of food, warmth, clothing, 
shelter and freedom in the generous world, whether by marriage, mur- 
der, or simply by hard labor. Of them, however, remarkable as their 
lives have been, it is not necessary to speak here, for he had forgotten 
them, they no longer touched his life: he had the power to forget, he 
belonged to a more ancient, a more lonely earth. 

Such, briefly, had been the history of the old man who now stood 
brfore his dusty office. His life had come up from the wilderness, the 
buwd the lost America. The potent mystery of old events and 
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moments had passed around him, and the magic light of dark time 
fell across him. 

Like all men in this land, he had been a wanderer, an exile on the 
immortal earth. Like all of us he had no home. Wherever great wheels 
carried him was home. 

In the office which Bascom Hawke now entered there were two 
rooms, one in front and one behind, L shaped, and set in the elbow 
of the building, so that one might look out at the two projecting wings 
of the building, and see lighted layers of offices, in which the actors of 
a dozen enterprises “took” dictation, clattered at typewriters, walked 
back and forth importantly, talked into telephones or, what they did 
with amazing frequency, folded their palms behind their skulls, placed 
their feet restfully on the nearest solid object, and gazed for long periods 
dreamily and tenderly at the ceilings. 

Through the broad and usually very dirty panes of the window in 
the front office one could catch a glimpse of Faneuil Hall and the mag- 
nificent and exultant activity of the markets. 

These dingy offices, however, from which a corner of this rich move- 
ment might be seen and felt, were merely the unlovely counterpart of 
millions of others throughout the country and, in the telling phrase of 
Baedeker, offered “little that need detain the tourist”: a few chairs, two 
scarred roll-top desks, a typist’s table, a battered safe with a pile of 
thumb-worn ledgers on top of it, a set of green filing cases, an enormous 
green, greasy water-jar always half filled with a rusty liquid that no one 
drank, and two spittoons, put there because Brill was a man who 
chewed and spat widely in all directions — ^this, save for placards, each 
bearing several photographs of houses with their prices written below 
them-^ rooms, Dorchester, $6,500; 5 rooms and garage, Melrose, $4,500, 
etc. — completed the furniture of the room, and the second room, save 
for the disposition of objects, was similarly adorned. 

To reach his own “office,” as Bascom Hawke called the tiny cubicle 
in which he worked and received his clients, the old man had to traverse 
the inner room and open a door in a flimsy partition of varnished wood 
and glazed glass at the other end. This was his office: it was really a 
very narrow slice cut off from the larger room, and in it there was 
barely space for one large dirty window, an ancient dilapidated desk 
and swivel chair, a very small battered safe, buried under stacks of 
yellowed newspapers, and a small bookcase with glass doors and two 
small shelves on which there were a few worn volumes. An inspection 
of these books would have revealed four or five tattered and musty 
iav/ books in their ponderous calf-skin bindings— one on Contracts, 
one on Real Property, one on Titles — z two-volume edition of the poems 
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of Matthew Arnold, very dog-eared and thumbed over, a copy of Sartet 
Res^rtus, also much used, a volume of the essays of Ralph Walda 
Emerson, the Iliad in Greek with minute yellow notations in the mai- 
gins, a volume of the World Almanac several years old, and a very 
worn volume of the Holy Bible, greatly used and annotated in Bas- 
com’s small, stiffly laborious, and meticulous hand. 

If the old man was a little late, as sometimes happened, he might 
find his colleagues there before him. Miss Muriel Brill, the typist, and 
the eldest daughter of Mr. John T. Brill, would be seated in her typist’s 
chair, her heavy legs crossed as she bent over to undo the metal latches 
of the thick golashes she wore during the winter season. It is true 
there were also other seasons when Miss Brill did not wear galoshes, but 
so sharply and strongly do our memories connect people with certain 
gestures which, often for an inscrutable reason, seem characteristic of 
them, that any frequent visitor to these offices at this time of day would 
doubtless have remembered Miss Brill as always unfastening her 
galoshes. But the probable reason is that some people inevitably belong 
to seasons, and this girl’s season was winter — not blizzards or howling 
winds, or the blind skirl and sweep of snow, but gray, grim, raw, thick, 
implacable winter: the endless successions of gray days and gray mo- 
notony. There was no spark of color in her, her body was somewhat 
thick and heavy, her face was white, dull, and thick-featured and instead 
of tapering downwards, it tapered up: it was small above, and thick 
and heavy below, and even in her speech, the words she uttered seemed 
to have been chosen by an automaton, and could only be remembered 
later by their desolate banality. One always remembered her as saying 
as one entered: . ; Hello! . . . You’re becoming quite a strangeh! 

. . . It’s been some time since you was around, hasn’t it? ... I was 
thinkin’ the otheh day it had been some time since you was around. 
... I’d begun to think you had forgotten us. . . . Well, how’ve you 
been? Lookin’ the same as usual, I see. . . . Me? . . . Oh, can’t com- 
plain. . . . Keepin’ busy? Vll say! I manage to keep goin’. . . . Who 
you lookin’ for? Father? He’s in there, . . . Why, yeah! Go right on 
in.” 

This was Miss Brill, and at the moment that she bent tc unfasten her 
galoshes, it is likely that Mr. Samuel Friedman would also be there in 
the act of rubbing his small dry hands briskly together, or of rubbing 
the back of one hand with the palm of the other in order to induce 
circulation. He was a small youngish man, a pale somewhat meager- 
looking little Jew with a sharp ferret face: he, too, was a person who 
goes to “fill in” those vast swarming masses of people along the pave- 
ments and in the subway — the mind cannot remember them or absorb 



1178 THOMAS WOLFE 

the (Jctails of their individual appearance but they people the earth, 
they make up life. Mr. Friedman had none of the richness, color, and 
humor that some members of his race so abundantly possess, the succes- 
sion of gray days, the grim weather seemed to have entered his soul as 
it enters the souls of many different races there— the Irish, the older 
New England stock, even the Jews— and it gives them a common touch 
that is prim, drab, careful, tight and sour. Mr. Friedman also wore 
galoshes, his clothes were neat, drab, a little worn and shiny, there was 
an odor of steamy thawing dampness and warm rubber about him as 
he rubbed his dry little hands saying: “Chee! How I hated to leave that 
good wahm bed this morningl When I got up I said, 'Holy Chee!’ My 
wife says, ‘Whatsa mattah?* I says, ‘Holy Cheel You step out heah a 
moment where I am an* you’ll see whatsa mattah.* ‘Is it cold?* she 
says. ‘Is it cold! I’ll tell the cock-eyed wuhldl’ I says. Chec! You could 
have cut the frost with an ax: the wateh in the pitchehs was frozen 
hahd; an’ slie has the nuhve to ask me if it’s cold! ‘Is it cold!’ I says, 
‘Do you know any more funny stories?’ I says. Oh, how I do love my 
bed! Chee! I kept thinkin’ of that guy in Braintree I got to go see today 
an’ the more I thought about him, the less I liked him! I thought my 
feet would tu’n into two blocks of ice before I got the funniss stahted! 
‘Chee! I hope the ole bus is still workin’, I says. ‘If I’ve got to go thaw 
that damned thing out,* I says, ‘I’m ready to quit.’ Chee! Well, suh, I 
neveh had a bit of trouble: she stahted right up an’ the way that ole 
moteh was workin’ is nobody’s business.” 

During the course of this monologue Miss Brill would give ear and 
assent from time to time by the simple interjection: “Uh!” It was a 
sound she uttered frequently, it had somewhat the same meaning as 
“Yes,” but it was more noncommittal than “Yes,” It seemed to render 
assent to the speaker, to let him know that he was being heard and 
understood, but it did not commit the auditor to any opinion, or to 
any real agreement. 

The third member of this office staff, who was likely to be present at 
this time, was a gentleman named Stanley P. Ward. Mr. Stanley P. 
Ward was a neat middling figure of a man, aged fifty or thereabouts; 
he was plump and had a pink tender skin, a trim Vandyke, and a nice 
comfortable little pot of a belly which slipped snugly into the well- 
pressed and well-brushed garments that always fitted him so tidily. He 
was a bit of a fop, and it was at once evident that he was quietly but 
enormously pleased with himself. He carried himself very sprucely, he 
took short rapid steps and his neat little paunch gave his figure a move- 
ment not unlike that of ? pouter pigeon. He was usually in quiet but 
excellent spirits, he laughed frequently and a smile— rather a subtly 
<iniil%d loQk--was gener?lHy paying about the edges pf his mouth. 
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That smile and his laugh made some people vaguely uncomfortable: 
there was a kind of deliberate falseness in them, as if what he really 
thought and felt wac not to be shared with other men. He seemed, in 
fact, to have discovered some vital and secret power, some superior 
knowledge and wisdom, from which the rest of mankind was excluded^ 
a sense that he was “chosen” above other men, and this impression of 
Mr. Stanley Ward would have been correct, for he was a Christian 
Scientist, he was a pillar of the church, and a very big church at that 
— for Mr. Ward, dressed in fashionable striped trousers, rubber soles, 
and a cut-away coat might be found somewhere under the mighty 
dome of the Mother Church on Huntington Avenue every Sunday 
suavely, noiselessly, and expertly ushering the faithful to their pews. 

This completes the personnel of the first office of the John T. Brill 
Realty Company, and if my uncle, Bascom Hawke, arrived late, if 
these three people were already present, if Mr. Bascom Hawke had not 
been defrauded of any part of his worldly goods by some contriving 
rascal, of whom the world has many, if his life had not been imperiled 
by some ‘?peed maniac, if the damnable New England weather was not 
too damnable, if, in short, Bascom Hawke was in fairly good spirits 
he would on entering immediately howl in a high, rapid, remote and 
perfectly monotonous tone: “Hello, Hello, Hello! Good-morning, Good- 
morning, Good-morning!” — after which he would close his eyes, 
grimace horribly, press his rubbery lip against his big horse teeth, and 
snuffle with laughter through his nose, as if pleased by a tremendous 
stroke of wit. At this demonstration the other members of the group 
would glance at one another with those knowing subtly supercilious 
nods and winks, that look of common self-congratulation and humor 
with which the more “normal” members of society greet the conduct 
of an eccentric, and Mr. Samuel Friedman would say: “What’s the 
naatteh with you, Pop? You look happy. Some one musta give you a 
shot in the ahm.” 

At which, a coarse powerful voice, deliberate and rich with its inti- 
mation of immense and earthly vulgarity, might roar out of the depth 
of the inner office: “No, I’ll tell you what it is.” Here the great figure 
of Mr. John T. Brill, the head of the business, would darken the door- 
way. “Don’t you know what’s wrong with the Reverend? It’s that wid- 
dcr he’s been takin’ around.” Here, the phlegmy burble that prefaced 
all of Mr. Brill’s obscenities would appear in his voice, the shadow of 
a lewd smile would play around the corner of his mouth: “It’s the 
widder. She’s let him ” 

At this delicate stroke of humor, the burble would burst open id 
Mr. Brill’s grtat rtd throat, ind he would roar with that high, choking, 



ii8o 


THOMAS WOLFE 


phlegmy laughter that is frequent among big red-faced men. Mr. 
Friedman would laugh dryly (“Heh, heh, heh, heh, heh!”), Mr. Stanley 
Ward would laugh more heartily, but complacently, and Miss Brill 
would snicker in a coy and subdued manner as became a modest young 
girl. As for Bascom Hawke, if he was really in a good humor, he might 
snuffle with nosey laughter, bend double at his meager waist, clutch- 
ing his big hands together, and stamp at the floor violently several times 
with one stringy leg; he might even go so far as to take a random 
ecstatic kick at objects, still stamping and snuffling with laughter, and 
prod Miss Brill stiffly with two enormous bony fingers, as if he did not 
wish the full point and flavor of the jest to be lost on her. 

My Uncle Bascom Hawke, however, was a very complicated person 
with many moods, and if Mr. Brill’s fooling did not catch him in a 
receptive one, he might contort his face in a pucker of refined disgust, 
and mutter his disapproval, as he shook his head rapidly from side to 
side. Or he might rise to great heights of moral denunciation, begin- 
ning at first in a grave low voice that showed the seriousness of the 
words he had to utter: “The lady to whom you refer,” he would begin, 
“the very charming and cultivated lady whose name, sir,” here his voice 
would rise on its howling note and he would wag his great bony fore- 
finger, “whose name, sir, you have so foully traduced and black- 
ened ” 

“No, I wasn’t, Reverend. I was only tryin^ to whiten it,” said Mr. 
Brill, beginning to burble with laughter. 

“ — whose name, sir, you have so foully traduced and blackened with 
your smutty suggestions,” Bascom continued implacably, “ — that lady 
is known to me, as you very well know, sir,” he howled, wagging bis 
great finger again, “solely and simply in a professional capacity.” 

“Why, hell. Reverend,” said Mr. Brill innocently, “I never knew she 
was a professional. I thought she was an amatoor.” 

At this conclusive stroke, Mr. Brill would make the whole place 
tremble with his laughter, Mr. Friedman would laugh almost noise- 
lessly, holding himself weakly at the stoma ':h and bending across a 
desk, Mr. Ward would have short bursts and fits of laughter, as he 
gazed out of the window, shaking his head deprecatingly from time 
to time, as if his more serious nature disapproved, and Miss Brill would 
snicker, and turn to her machine, remarking: “This conversation is 
getting too rough for me I” 

And my uncle, if this jesting touched his complex soul at one of those 
moments when such profanity shocked him, would walk away, con- 
fiding into vacancy, it seemed, with his powerful and mobile features 
contorted in the most eloquent expression of disgust and loathing ever 
seen on any face, the while he muttered, in a resonant whisper that 
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shuddered with passionate revulsion: "Oh, bad! Oh, bad! Oh, bad, bad, 
bud !'* — shaking his head slightly from side to side with each word. 

Yet mere were other times, when Brill’s swingeing vulgarity, the 
vast coarse sweep of his profanity not only found Uncle Bascom in a 
compJetely receptive mood, but they evoked from him gleeful responses, 
counter essays in swearing which he made slyly, craftily, snickering 
with pleasure and squinting around at his listeners at the sound of the 
words, and getting such stimulus from them as might a renegade clergy- 
man, exulting in a feeling of depravity and abandonment for the first 
time. 

To the other people in this office — that is, to Friedman, Ward and Mu- 
riel, the stenographer — my uncle was always an enigma; at first they had 
observed his peculiarities of speech and dress, his eccentricity of manner, 
and the sudden, violent, and complicated fluctuation of his tempera- 
ment, with astonishment and wonder, then with laughter and ridicule, 
and now, with dull, uncomprehending acceptance. Nothing he did or 
said surprised them any more, they had no understanding and little 
curiosity, they accepted him as a fact in the gray schedule of their 
lives. Their relation to him was habitually touched by a kind of patron- 
izing banter — "kidding the old boy along” they would have called it 
—by the communication of smug superior winks and the conspiracy 
of feeble jests, and in this there was something base and ignoble, for 
my uncle was a better man than any of them. 

He did not notice any of this, it is not likely he would have cared if 
he had, for, like most eccentrics, his thoughts were usually buried in a 
world of his own creating to whose every fact and feeling and motion 
he was the central actor. Again, as much as any of his extraordinary 
family, he had carried with him throughout his life the sense that he 
was "fated” — a sense that was strong in all of them—that his life was 
pivotal to all the actions of providence, that, in short, the time might 
be out of joint, but not himself. Nothing but death could shake his 
powerful egotism, and his occasional storms of fury, his railing at the 
world, his tirades of invective at some motorist, pedestrian, or laborer 
occurred only when he discovered that these people were moving in 
a world at cross-purposes to his own and that some action of theirs had 
disturbed or shaken the logic of his universe. 

It was curious that, of all the people in the office, the person who 
had the deepest understanding and respect for my uncle was John T. 
Brill. Mr. Brill was a huge creature of elemental desires and passions: 
a river of profanity rushed from his mouth with the relentless sweep 
and surge of the Mississippi, he could no more have spoken without 
swearing than a whale could swim in a frog-pond— -he swore at every- 
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thing, at every one, and with every breath, casually and unconsciously, 
and yet when he addressed my uncle Bascom his oath was always 
impersonal, and tinged subtly by a feeling of respect 

Thus, he would speak to Uncle Bascom somewhat in this fashion: 
“Goddamn it, Hawke, did you ever look up the title for that stuff in 
Malden? That feller’s been callin’ up every day to find out about it.” 

“Which fellow?” my uncle Bascom asked precisely. “The man from 
Cambridge?” 

“No,” said Mr. Brill, “not him, the other , the Dorchester 

feller. How the hell am I goin’ to tell him anything if there’s no god- 
damn title for the stuff?” 

Profane and typical as this speech was, it was always shaded nicely 
with impersonality toward my uncle Bascom — conscious to the full of 
the distinction between “danm fr” and “damn you"' Toward his other 
colleagues, however, Mr. Brill was neither nice nor delicate. 

Brill was an enormous man physically: he was six feet two or three 
inches tall, and his weight was close to three hundred pounds. He was 
totally bald, his skull was a gleaming satiny pink; above his great red 
moon ot face, with its ponderous and pendulous jowls, it looked almost 
egg-shaped. And in the heavy, deliberate, and powerful timbre of his 
voice there was always lurking this burble of exultant, gargantuan 
obscenity: it was so obviously part of the structure of his life, so ob- 
viously his only and natural means of expression, that it was impossible 
to condemn him. His epithet was limited and repetitive — but so, too, 
was Homer’s, and, like Homer, he saw no reason for changing what 
had already been used and found good. 

He was a lewd and innocent man. Like my uncle, by comparison 
with these other people, he seemed to belong to some earlier, richer and 
grander period of the earth, and perhaps this was why there was more 
actual kinship and understanding between them than between any of 
the other members of the office. These other people — Friedman, Brill’s 
daughter, Muriel, and Ward — belonged to the myriads of the earth, 
to those numberless swarms that with ceaseless pullulation fill the 
streets of life with their gray immemorable tides. But Brill and my 
uncle Bascom were men in a thousand, a million: if one had seen them 
in a crowd he would have looked after them, if one had talked with 
them, he could never have forgotten them. 

It is rare in modern life that one sees a man who can express himself 
with such complete and abundant certainty as Brill did— completely, 
and without doubt or confusion. It is true that his life expressed itself 
chiefly by two gestures— by profanity and by his great roar of full- 
throated, earth-shaking laughter, an explosive comment on existeo:- 
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which usually concluded and summarized his other means of expres* 
sion. 

Although the other people in the office laughed heartily at this soar- 
ing rhetoric of obscenity, it sometimes proved too much for Uncle 
Bascom. When this happened he would either leave the office imme- 
diately, or stump furiously into his own little cupboard that seemed 
silted over with the dust of twenty years, slamming the door behind 
him so violently that the thin partition rattled, and then stand for a 
moment pursing his lips, and convolving his features with incredible 
speed, and shaking his gaunt head slightly from side to side, until 
at length he whispered in a tone of passionate disgust and revulsion: 
“Oh, badi Bad! Bad! By every gesture, by every act, he betrays the 
boor, the vulgarian! Can you imagine” — here his voice sunk even 
lower in its scale of passionate whispering repugnance — ^“can you for 
one moment imagine a man of breeding and the social graces talking 
in such a way publicly? — ^And before his own daughter. Oh, badl 
Bad!Bad!Badr 

And in the silence, while my uncle stood shaking his head in its 
movement of downcast and convulsive distaste, we could hear, sud- 
denly, Brill’s pungent answer to all the world — and his great bellow 
of throaty laughter. Later on, if my uncle had to consult him on any 
business, he would open his door abruptly, walk out into Brill’s office 
clutching his hands together at the waist, and with disgust still carved 
upon his face, say: “Well, sir, ... If you have concluded your morn- 
ing devotions,” here his voice sank to a bitter snarl, “we might get 
down to the transaction of some of the day’s business.” 

“Why, Reverend!” Brill roared. “You ain’t heard nothin’ yet!” 

And the great choking bellow of laughter would burst from him 
again, rattling the windows with its power as he hurled his great weight 
backward, with complete abandon, in his creaking swivel-chair. 

It was obvious that he liked to tease my uncle, and never lost an 
opportunity of doing so: for example, if any one gave Uncle Bascom 
a cigar. Brill would exclaim with an air of innocent surprise: Why, 
Reverend, you’re not going to smoke that, are you?* 

“Why, certainly,” my Uncle Bascom said tartly. “That is the purpose 
for which it was intended, isn’t it?” 

“Why, yes,” said Brill, “but you know how they make ’em, don’t 
you? I didn’t think you’d touch it after some dirty old Spaniard has 
wiped his old hands all over it — yes! an’ spit upon it, too, because that s 
what they do!” 

“Ah!” my unde snarled contemptuously. “You don t know what 
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you’re talking about! There is nothing cleaner than good tobacco! 
Finest and healthiest plant on earth! No question about it!” 

“Well,” said Brill, “I’ve learned something. We live and learn 
Reverend. You’ve taught me somethin’ worth knowing: when it’s free 
it’s clean; when you have to pay for it it stinks like hell!” He pondered 
heavily for a moment, and the burble began to play about in his 
great throat: “And by God!” he concluded, “tobacco’s not the only 
thing that applies to, either. Not by a damned sight!” 

Again, one morning, my uncle cleared his throat portentously, 
coughed, and suddenly said to me: “Now, David, my boy, you are 
going to have lunch with me today. There’s no question about it what- 
ever!” This was astonishing news, for he had never before invited me 
to eat with him when I came to his office, although I had been to 
his house for dinner many times. “Yes, sir!” he said, with an air of 
decision and satisfaction. “I have thought it all over. There is a splendid 
establishment in the basement of this building — small, of course, but 
everything clean and of the highest order! It is conducted by an Irish 
gentleman whom I have known for many years. Finest people on 
«arth: no question about it!” 

It was an astonishing and momentous occasion; I knew how infre- 
quently he went to a restaurant. Having made his decision. Uncle 
Bascom immediately stepped into the outer offices, and began to discuss 
and publish his intentions with the greatest satisfaction. 

“Yes, sir!” he said in a precise tone, smacking his lips in a ruminant 
fashion, and addressing himself to every one rather than to a particular 
person. “We shall go in and take our seats in the regular way, and I 
shall then give appropriate instructions, to one of the attendants—” 
again he smacked his lips as he pronounced this word with such an 
indescribable air of relish, that immediately my mouth began to water, 
and the delicious pangs of appetite and hunger began to gnaw my 
vitals — “I shall say: This is my nephew, a young man now enrolled at 
Harvard Un-i-ver-sit-teei’ ” — here Bascom smacked his lips together 
again with that same maddening air of relish — ‘Yes, sir’ (I shall say!) 
^‘You are to fulfil his order without stint, without delay, and without 
question, and to the utmost of your ability’ ” — ^he howled, wagging his 
great bony forefinger through the air — “As for myself,” he declared 
abruptly, “I shall take nothing. Good Lord, no!” he said with a scornful 
laugh. “I wouldn’t touch a thing they had to offer. You couldn’t pay me 
to: I shouldn’t sleep for a month if I did. But you, my boy!” he howled, 
turning suddenly upon me, “ — are to have everything your heart de- 
sires! Everything, everything, everything!” He made an inclusive gc^ 
ture with his long arms; then closed his eyes, stamped at the floor, and 
bega^ to snqffle with laughter. 
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Mr. Brill had listened to all this with his great-jo wlcd face slack-jawed 
and agape with astonishment. Now, he said, heavily: “He’s goin* to 
have everything, is he? Where are you goin’ to take him to git it?” 

“Why, sir!” my uncle said in an annoyed tone, “J have told you all 
along — we are going to the modest but excellent establishment in the 
basement o£ this very building.” 

“Why, Reverend,” Brill said in a protesting tone. “You ain’t goin’ to 
take your nephew there, are you? I thought you said you was goin* to 
git somethin’ to eatr 

“I had supposed,” my uncle said with bitter sarcasm, “that one went 
there for that purpose. I had not supposed that one went there to get 
shaved.” 

“Well,” said Brill, “if you go there you’ll git shaved, all right. You’ll 
not only git shaved, you’ll git shinned alive. But you won’t git anything 
to eat.” And he hurled himself back again, roaring with laughter. 

“Pay no attention to him!” my uncle said to me in a tone of bittci 
repugnance. “I have long known that his low and vulgar mind attempts 
to make a joke of everything, even the most sacred matters. I assure you, 
my boy, the place is excellent in every way:— do you suppose,” he said 
now addressing Brill and all the others, with a howl of fury— “do you 
suppose, if it were not, that I should for a single moment dream of tak- 
ing him there? Do you suppose that I would for an instant contemplate 
taking my own nephew, my sister’s son, to any place in which 1 did 
not repose the fullest confidence? Not on your life!” he howled. “Not 
on your life!” 

And we departed, followed by Brill’s great bellow, and a farewell 
invitation which he shouted after me, “Don’t worry, son! When you git 
through with that cockroach stew, come back an’ I’ll take you out to 
lunch with we/” 

Although Brill delighted in teasing and baiting my uncle in this 
fashion, there was, at the bottom of his heart, a feeling of deep humility, 
of genuine respect and admiration for him: he respected Uncle Bascom s 
intelligence, he was secretly and profoundly impressed by the fact that 
my uncle had been a minister of the gospel and had preached in many 
churches. 

Moreover, in the respect and awe with which Brill greeted these evi- 
dences of my uncle’s superior education, in the eagerness he showed 
when he boasted to visitors, as he often did, of my uncle’s learning, there 
was a quality of pride that was profoundly touching and paternal: it 
Was as if my uncle had been his son, and as if he wanted at every oppor- 
tunity to display his talents to the world. And this, in fact, was exactly 
what he did want to do. Much to my uncle’s annoyance, Brill was con- 
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you’re talking about! There is nothing cleaner than good tobacco! 
Finest and healthiest plant on earth! No question about it!” 

“Well,” said Brill, “I’ve learned something. We live £Uid learn. 
Reverend. You’ve taught me somethin’ worth knowing: when it’s free 
it’s clean; when you have to pay for it it stinks like hell!” He pondered 
heavily for a moment, and the burble began to play about in his 
great throat: “And by God!” he concluded, “tobacco’s not the only 
thing that applies to, either. Not by a damned sight!” 

Again, one morning, my uncle cleared his throat portentously, 
coughed, and suddenly said to me: “Now, David, my boy, you are 
going to have lunch with me today. There’s no question about it what- 
ever!” This was astonishing news, for he had never before invited me 
to eat with him when I came to his office, although I had been to 
his house for dinner many times. “Yes, sir!” he said, with an air of 
decision and satisfaction. “I have thought it all over. There is a splendid 
establishment in the basement of this building — small, of course, but 
everything clean and of the highest order! It is conducted by an Irish 
gentleman whom I have known for many years. Finest people on 
earth: no question about it!” 

It was an astonishing and momentous occasion; I knew how infre- 
quently he went to a restaurant. Having made his decision, Uncle 
Bascom immediately stepped into the outer offices, and began to discuss 
and publish his intentions with the greatest satisfaction. 

“Yes, sir!” he said in a precise tone, smacking his lips in a ruminant 
fashion, and addressing himself to every one rather than to a particular 
person. “We shall go in and take our seats in the regular way, and I 
shall then give appropriate instructions, to one of the attendants — ” 
again he smacked his lips as he pronounced this word with such an 
indescribable air of relish, that immediately my mouth began to water, 
and the delicious pangs of appetite and hunger began to gnaw my 
vitals — “I shall say: ‘This is my nephew, a young man now enrolled at 
Harvard Un-i-vcr-sit-teel’ ” — here Bascom smacked his lips together 
again with that same maddening air of relish— “ ‘Yes, sir’ (I shall say!) 
—‘You are to fulfil his order without stint, without delay, and without 
question, and to the utmost of your ability’ ” — ^he howled, wagging his 
great bony forefinger through the air — “As for myself,” he declared 
abruptly, “I shall take nothing. Good Lord, no!” he said with a scornful 
laugh. “I wouldn’t touch a thing they had to offer. You couldn’t pay me 
^o: I shouldn’t sleep for a month if I did. But you, my boy!” he howled, 
turning suddenly upon me, “ — are to have everything your heart de- 
sires! Everything, everything, everything!” He made an inclusive ges- 
ture with his long arms; then closed his eyes, stamped at the floor, and 
began to snuffle with laughter. 
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Brill had listened to all this with his great-jowl^ face slack-jawed 
and agape with ^tonishment. Now, he said, heavily: “He’s goin’ to 
Where are you goin’ to take him to git it?” 

Why, sir! my uncle said in an annoyed tone, “I have told you all 
along we are going to the modest but excellent establishment in the 
basement of this very building ” 

Why, Reverend,’ Brill said in a protesting tone. “You ain’t goin’ to 
take your nephew there, are you? I thought you said you was goin’ to 
git somethin’ to eat^ 

I had supposed, ’ my uncle said with bitter sarcasm, “that one went 
there for that purpose. I had not supposed that one went there to get 
shaved.” 

Well, said Brill, if you go there you’ll git shaved, all right. You’ll 
not onjy git shaved, you’ll git shinned alive. But you won’t git anything 
to eat.” And he hurled himself back again, roaring with laughter. 

Pay no attention to him!” my uncle said to me in a tone of bittei 
repugnance. I have long known that his low and vulgar mind attempts 
to make a joke of everything, even the most sacred matters. I assure you, 
my boy, the place is excellent in every way:— do you suppose,” he said 
now addressing Brill and all the others, with a howl of fury — “do you 
suppose, if it were not, that I should for a single moment dream of tak- 
ing him there? Do you suppose that I would for an instant contemplate 
taking my own nephew, my sister’s son, to any place in which I did 
not repose the fullest confidence? Not on your life!” he howled. “Not 
on your life!” 

And we departed, followed bv Brill’s great bellow, and a farewell 
invitation which he shouted after me, “Don’t worry, son! When you git 
through with that cockroach stew, come back an’ I’ll take you out to 
lunch with 

Although Brill delighted in teasing and baiting my uncle in this 
fashion, there was, at the bottom of his heart, a feeling of deep humility, 
of genuine respect and admiration for him: he respected Uncle Bascom’s 
intelligence, he was secretly and profoundly impressed by the fact that 
my uncle had been a minister of the gospel and had preached in many 
churches. 

Moreover, in the respect and awe with which Brill greeted these evi- 
dences of my uncle’s superior education, in the eagerness he showed 
when he boasted to visitors, as he often did, of my uncle’s learning, there 
was a quality of pride that was profoundly touching and paternal: it 
was as if my uncle had been his son, and as if he wanted at every oppor- 
tunity to display his talents to the world. And this, in fact, was exactly 
what he did want to do. Much to my uncle’s annoyance, Brill was con- 
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fltantly speaking of his erudition to strangers who had come into the 
office for the first time, and constantly urging my uncle to perform for 
them, to '^say some of them big words, Reverend/" And even when my 
uncle answered him, as he frequently did, in terms of scorn, anger, and 
contempt. Brill was completely satisfied, if Uncle Bascom would onij 
use a few of the “big words” in doing it. Thus, one day. when one of his 
boyhood friends, a New Hampshire man whom he had not seen ii» 
thirty-five years, had come in to renew their acquaintance Brill, in de^ 
scribing the accomplishments of my uncle, said with an air of solemn 
affirmation: “Why, hell yes, Jim I It’d take a college perfesscr to know 

what the Reverend is talkin’ about half the time! No ordinary 

is able to understand him! So help me God, it’s true!” he swore 

solemnly, as Jim looked incredulous. “The Reverend knows words the 
average man ain’t never heard. He knows words that ain’t even in the 
dictionary. Yes, sir! — an' uses 'em, too — all the time!” he concluded 
triumphantly. 

“Why, my dear sir!” my uncle answered in a tone of exacerbated con- 
tempt, “What on earth are you talking about? Such a man as you 
describe would be a monstrosity, a heinous perversion of natural law'i 
A man so wise that no one could understand him: — so literate that he 
could not communicate with his fellow creatures: — so erudite that he 
led the inarticulate and incoherent life of a beast or a savage!” — here 
Uncle Bascom squinted his eyes tightly shut, and laughed sneeringly 
down his nose: “Phuh! phuh! phuh! phuh! phuh! — ^Why, you con- 
sum-mate fool!” he sneered, “I have long known that your ignorance 
was bottomless — but I had never hoped to see it equalled— Nay! Sur- 
passed!” he howled, “by your asininity.” 

“There you are!” said Brill exultantly to his visitor, “What did I tell 
you? There’s one of them words, Jim: ‘asserninity,’ why, damn it, the 
Reverend’s the only one who knows what that word means — ^you won’t 
even find it in the dictionary!” 

“Not find it in the dictionary!” my uncle yelled. “Almighty God, come 
down and give this ass a tongue as Thou didst once before in Balaam’s 
time?” 

Again, Brill was seated at his desk one day engaged with a client in 
those intimate, cautious, and confidential preliminaries that mark the 
consummation of a “deal” in real estate. On this occasion the prospec- 
tive buyer was an Italian: the man sat awkwardly and nervously in a 
chair beside Brill’s desk while the great man bent his huge weight pon- 
derously and persuasively toward him. From time to time the Italian’s 
voice, sullen, cautious, disparaging, interrupted Brill’s ponderous and 
coaxu^ drone. The Italian sat stiffly, his thick, clumsy b^y awkwardh 
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vlad in his “good” clothes of heavy black, his thick, hairy, blunt-nailed 
hands cupped nervously upon his knees, his black eyes glittering with 
suspicion under his knitted inch of brow. At length, he shifted nen'- 
ously, rubbed his paws tentatively across his knees and then, with a 
smile mixed of ingratiation and mistrust, said: “How mucha you 
want, eh?” 

“How mucha we want?” Brill repeated vulgarly as the burble began 
to play about within his throat. “Why, how mucha you got ? . . . You 
know we’ll take every damn thing you got! It’s not how mucha we 
want, it’s how mucha you got!” And he hurled himself backward, bel- 
lowing with laughter. “By God, Reverend,” he yelled as Uncle Bascom 
entered, “ain’t that right? It’s not how mucha we want, it’s how mucha 
you got! *od damn! We ought to take that as our motter. I’ve got a good 
mind to git it printed on our letterheads. What do you think. Rev- 
erend?” 

“Hey?” howled Uncle Bascom absently, as he prepared to enter his 
own office. 

“I say we ought to use it for our motter.” 

“Your what?'" said Uncle Bascom scornfully, pausing as if he did not 
understand. 

“Our motter,” Brill said. 

“Not your motter^' my uncle howled derisively. “The word is not 
motter,” he said co^^temptuously. “Nobody of any refinement would say 
motter, Motter is , jKorrect!” he howled finally. “Only an ig-no-ram-us 
would say motter. No!” he yelled with final conclusiveness. “That is 
not the way to pronounce it! That is ab-so-lute-ly and cm-phat-ic-ally not 
the way to pronounce it!” 

“All right, then. Reverend,” said Brill, submissively. “You’re the 
doctor. What is the word?” 

“The word is motto^ Uncle Bascom snarled. “Of course! Any fool 
knows that!” 

“Why, hell,” Mr. Brill protested in a hurt tone. “That’s what I said, 
ain’t it?” 

“No-o!” Uncle Bascom howled derisively. “No-o! By no means, by 
no means, by no means! You said motter. The word is not motter. The 
word is motto: m-o-t-t-o! M-O-T-T-O does not spell motter, he re- 
marked with vicious decision. 

“What docs it spell?” said Mr. Brill. 

“It speiis motto;' Uncle Bascom howled. “It has always spelled motto! 
It will always spell motto! As it was in the beginning, is now, and ever 
shall be: A-a-men!” he howled huskily in his most evangelical fashion. 
Then, immensely pleased at his wit, he closed his eyes, stamped at the 
dcx>r and snarled and snuffled down his nose with lau^ter. 
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“Well, anyway,” said Brill, “no matter how you spell it, it’s not how 
mucha we want, it’s how mucha you got! That’s the way we feel 
about it!” 

And this, in fact, without concealment, without pretense, without 
evasion, was just how Brill did feel about it. He wanted everything that 
was his and, in addition, he wanted as much as he could get. And this 
rapacity, this brutal and unadorned gluttony, so far from making men 
wary of him, attracted them to him, inspired them with unshakable 
confidence in his integrity, his business honesty. Perhaps the reason for 
this was that concealment did not abide in the man: he published his 
intentions to the world with an oath and a roar of laughter — and the 
world, having seen and judged, went away with the confidence of this 
Italian — that Brill was “one finc-a man!” Even my uncle, who had so 
often turned upon his colleague the weapons of scorn, contempt, and 
mockery, had a curious respect for him, an acrid sunken affection: often, 
when we were alone, he would recall something Brill had said and his 
powerful and fluent features would suddenly be contorted in that 
familiar grimace, as he laughed his curious laugh which was forced out, 
with a deliberate and painful effort, through his powerful nose and his 
lips, barred with a few large teeth. “Phuh! phuh! phuh! phuh! phuh! 
... Of course!” he said, with a nasal rumination, as he stared over the 
apex of his great bony hands, clasped in meditation — “of course, he is 
just a poor ignorant fellow! I don’t suppose — no, sir, I really do not 
suppose that Brill ever went (o school over six months in his life! — say!” 
my uncle Bascom paused suddenly, turned to me abruptly with his 
strange fixed grin, and fastened his sharp old eyes keenly on me: in 
this sudden and abrupt change, this transference of his vision from his 
own secret and personal world, in which his thought and feeling was 
sunken, and which seemed to be so far away from the actual world about 
him, there was something impressive and disconcerting. His eyes were 
gray, sharp, and old, and one eyelid had a heavy droop or ptosis which, 
although it did not obscure his vision, gave his expression at times a 
sinister glint, a malevolent humor. “ — Say!” here his voice sank to a 
deliberate and confiding whisper, “(Phuh! phuh! phuh! phuh! phuh!) 
Say — a man who would — he told me — Oh, vile! vile! vile! my boy!” my 
uncle whispered, shutting his eyes in a kind of shuddering ecstasy as if 
at ihe memory of things too gloriously obscene to be repeated. “Can you 
imagine, can you even dream of such a state of affairs if he had pos- 
sessed an atom, a scintilla of delicacy and good breeding! Yes, sir!” he 
said with decision. “I suppose there’s no doubt about it! His beginnings 
were very lowly, very poor and humble, indeed! . . . Not that that is 
in any sense to his discredit!” Uncle Bascom said hastily, as if it had 
occurred to him that his words might bear some taint of snobbishness. 
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Oh, by no means, by no means, by no means!” he sang out, widi a 
sweeping upward gesture of his long arm, as if he were clearing the air 
of wisps of smoke. Some of our finest men — some of the nation’s 
leaders, have come from just such surroundings as those. Beyond a 
doubt! Beyond a doubt! There’s no question about it whatever! Say!” — 
here he turned suddenly upon me again with the ptotic and sinister 
intelligence of his eye. “Was Lincoln an aristocrat? Was he the issue of 
wealthy parents? Was he brought up with a silver spoon in his mouth? 
Was our own former governor, the Vice-President of the United States 
today, reared in the lap of luxury! Not on your life!” howled Uncle 
Bascom. “He came from frugal and thrifty Vermont farming stock, he 
has never deviated a jot from his early training, he remains today what 
he has always been — one of the simplest of men! Finest people on earth, 
no question about it whatever!” 

Again, he meditated gravely with lost stare across the apex of his great 
joined hands, and I noticed again, as I had noticed so often, the great 
dignity of his head in thought — a head that was highbrowed, lean and 
lonely, a head that not only in its cast of thought but even in its physical 
contour, and in its profound and lonely earnestness, bore an astonishing 
resemblance to that of Emerson — it was, at times, like these, as grand 
a head as I had ever seen, and on it was legible the history of man’s 
loneliness, his dignity, his grandeur and despair. 

“Yes, sir!” he said, in a moment. “He is, of course, a vulgar fellow and 
some of the things he says at times are Oh! vile! vile! vile!” my uncle 
cried, closing his eyes and laughing. “Oh, vile! most vile! . . . but (phuhl 
phuh! phuh!) you can’t help laughing at the fellow at times because he 
is so . . . Oh, I could tell you things, my boy! . . . Oh, t/ile! vileP' he 
cried, shaking his head downwards. “What coarseness! , . . What in- 
vecMvtV^ he whispered, in a kind of ecstasy. 

And this invective, I know, he cherished in his secret heart so dearly 
that on at least one notable occasion he had invoked it, and lamented 
that he did not have it by him as an aid. What Uncle Bascom had said 
on that occasion, lifting his arms to heaven, and crying out a confession 
of his own inadequacy in a tone of passionate supplication, was: Oh* 
that J. T. were here at this moment! — or that I had his tongue! that he 
might aid me with his scathing invective!” 

The occasion was this: a few years before my uncle had taken his wife 
to Florida for the winter, and had rented there a cottage. The place he 
chose was small and modest, it was several miles away from one of the 
larger and more fashionable towns, it was not on the coast, but set a 
few miles inland, and it had the advantages of a river, or peninsular inlet 
which rose and fell with the recurrence of the tides. This modest winter 
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colony was so small that it could afford only one small church and one 
minister, himself a member of the colony. During the winter this man 
was taken ill: he was unable to continue his services at the diurch, and 
his little following, in looking around for a substitute, learned that 
Uncle Bascom had formerly been a minister. They came to him, there- 
fore, and asked if he would serve. 

*‘Oh, Lord, no!” Bascom howled derisively. “Good heavens, no! I 
shouldn’t dream of such a thing! I shouldn’t for a moment contemplate 
such a thing! I am a total— ioi twenty years I have been a complete — 
agnostic.” 

The flock looked at him with a dazed expression. “Wal,” said one of 
the leading parishioners, a lean Down-Easter, “most of us here are 
Presbyterians, but I don’t know that that would make any difference. 
The way I see it, we’re all met here to worship the Lord, and we need a 
preacher no matter what his denomination is. When all’s said and 
done,” he concluded comfortably, “I don’t guess there’s much difference 
between any of us in the long run.” 

“Why, my dear sir!” my uncle said, with a slight sneer. “If you think 
there is no difference between an agnostic and a Presbyterian you had 
better have your head examined by a doctor without further delay. 
No-o!” he howled faintly. “I cannot profess belief in what I do not 
know! I cannot simulate conviction when I have none! I cannot preach 
a faith I have not got! There, sir, you have my whole position in a 
nut-shell!” 

Here, people in the group began to stir rcsdcssly, to mutter uneasily, 
and to draw away: suddenly Uncle Bascom caught the muttered word 
“atheist.” 

“No-o!” he shouted, his ptotic eye beginning to glitter with the light 
of combat. “By no means! By no means! You only show your ignorance 
when you say a thing like that. They are not the same! They arc ab-so- 
lutc-ly and em-phat-i-cal-ly not the same! An atheist is not an agnostic 
and an agnostic is not an atheist! Why!” he yelled, “the mere sound of 
the words would teach you that if you had an atom of intelligence. An 
atheist is a man who docs not believe in God! — ^it is composed of the 
Greek prefix ‘a’ — meaning not, and the noun ‘thc-os,’ meaning God: an 
atheist therefore says there is no God! Now,” he continued, licking his 
lips for joy, “we come to the word agnostic. Is the sound the same? 
No-o! Is the meaning the same? By no means! Arc the parts the same? 
Not on your life! The word is agnostic: a-g-n-o-s-t-i-c! From what lan- 
guage is it derived? From Greek, of course— as any fool should know! 
From what words? From the vowd. of negation V again, and from 
‘gnostikos’— the word for \nowing. An agnostic therefore is what?” 
1^ demanded, glaring around at their mute faces. “Why!” he said im^ 
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patiently, as no one answered, “Any schoolboy knows that much! A 
not-knowing man! A man who docs not know! Not a man who denies! 
Oh, by no means!” — his great hand rose impatiently — ^“An atheist is a 
man who denies! An agnostic is simply a man who docs not know!” 

“I can't sec there’s any difference,” someone muttered. “They both 
sound like a couple of godless heathen to me!” 

“No difference!” Bascom howled. “My dear sir, hold your tongue 
before you bring down lasting shame upon your progeny! , . . They 
arc as different as night from day, as black from white, as the sneering 
irreverence of the cynic from the calm, temperate, and judicial spirit of 
the philosopher! Why!” he declared impressively, “Some of the finest 
spirits of our times have been agnostics. Yes, sir! Some of the grandest 
people that ever lived! . . . The great Matthew Arnold was an agnos- 
tic!” he yelled. “Does that, sound as if there was no difference.? Not on 
your life!” 

He paused, and as there was no response from his involuntary con- 
gregation, he began, after a moment, to fumble at the inside pocket of 
his coat with his big fingers. 

“I have here a poem,” he said, taking it out of his pocket, “of my own 
composition” — ^here he coughed modestly — ‘although it may show 
traces, I admit, of the influence of the great man whose name I have 
just mentioned, and whom I am proud to call my master: Matthew 
Arnold. It will, I believe, illustrate my position better than anything I 
could say to you.” He held up his great forefinger to command atten- 
tion, and then began to read. r r. j » » a £ 

“The title of the poem,” Uncle Bascom said, is— My Creed. Attcr 

a short silence, he began: 

“ ‘Is there a land beyond the stars 
Where we may find eternal day, 

Life after death, peace after wars? 

Is there? I can not say. 


Shall we find there a happier life, 

All joy that here we never know. 
Love in all things, ^ strife? 
Perhaps: it may be so.’ ” 


There were seventeen other stanzas which Uncle “ 

them deliberately and with 

the oaoer and looked about him with a sneer: I think, he said, that 
I ba?e made my meaning clear. Now you know what an agnostic is. 


They did. His meaning was so clear that they had no language t<^ 
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oppose to it: they turned, they went away like men wno had been 
stunned. Among them, however, was one who did not yield so easily, d 
daughter of the Lord who had often won by persuasion and the soft 
violence of her beaming eye what others failed to win by harsher means. 
This lady was a widow, a Southern woman in her middle years: her 
charms were ripe, she had a gentle, loving touch, a soft and fruity unc- 
tion in her voice. This lady had been able to resist few ministers and 
few ministers had been able to resist this lady. Now, as the others re- 
treated, the lady advanced: she came forward with a practised sidling 
movement of her hips and Uncle Bascom, who was standing trium- 
phantly in the midst of a receding host, suddenly found himself con- 
fronted by her gentle and importunate face. 

“Oh, Mr. Hawke!” she crooned sweetly, with a kind of abdominal 
rapture in her voice (thus, the way she pronounced his name was — 
Mis-tah Haw-M^/). “I jus* know that you must’ve been a f^o«-da-ful 
preach-ah! I can tell by yo’ face that you’ah such a g-o-o-d man — * 
Again she grunted sweetly with this ecstatic abdominal expiration. 

“Why, madame! Why — ” Uncle Bascom began, decidedly in a con- 
fused tone, but taking her abundance in with a sharp appraising eye. 

“I was )us* thrilled to death all the time that you was tawkin’, Mistah 
Haw-r/^,” the widow said, “I was a-sittin’ theah an’ sittin’ theah, just 
a-drinkin’ it all in, just 2rbas\in' in the rays of yo’ wisdom, Mistah 
Haw-ukl All the time you was rcadin’ that wondaful poem, I was just 
a-sayin’ to myse’f : What a wondaful thing it is that a man like this has 
been chosen fo’ the Suvvicc of the Lawd, what a wondaful thing it is tc 
know that this man is one o’ Gawd’s Suvvants!” 

“Why, madame!” Bascom cried, his gaunt face flushed with pleasure. 
“Why, madame, I assure you I am deeply grateful . . . deeply honored 
to think that a lady of your obvious . . . your undoubted intelligence 
. . . should feel that way about me! But, madame! ” 

“Oh, Mistah Haw-w^/” the widow groaned. “I jus’ love to heah you 
tawhj I jus’ love the way you handle langwidge! You heah so much 
po’ shoddy, good-fo’-nothin’ tawk nowadays — all full o’ slang an* bad 
grammah an’ I don’t know whatall: I don’t know what folks ah comin* 
to — it’s a real pleasuah — yes, suh! a real sho’ nufi treat — -xq heah a man 
who can express himse’f the way you can. The minute I saw you I said 
to myse’f: I jus’ \now that that man can taw}{\ I \now it! I know it! I 
\now it!” the widow cried, shaking her head from side to side vigor- 
ously. “Theah’s a man, I said,” the widow continued, “theah’s a man 
who kin do anything he likes with me — ^yes, suh! just anything! — said 
that just as soon as you opened yo’ mouf to speak!” 

“Oh, madame, madame!” cried Bascom fervently, bowing with real 
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dignity. I thank you. I thank you sincerely and gratefully from the 
bottom of my heart!” 

“Yes, suh! I could just enjoy myse’f— (I said)— just a-lookin’ at his 
haid.” 

“At my what?” yelled Bascom, jumping as if he had received an 
electric shock. 

“At yo’ haid"' the widow answered. 

Oh! howled Bascom. “At my head! My head !" — and he began to 
laugh foolishly. 

“Yes, suh, Mistah Haw-uk,” the widow continued. “I jus’ thought 
you had the grandest haid I evah saw. The moment you began to read 
that poem I said, ‘Only a man with a haid like that could a-written that 
poem. Oh, thank Gawd! (I said) that he has dedicated his wondaful 
haid to the Lawd’s wuk!” 

“Why, madame,” Bascom cried again. “You have paid me the greatest 
honor! I cannot sufficiently thank you! But I am afraid—in justice, in 
fairness, I must admit,” he said with some difficulty, “that you may not 
have entirely understood— that you are not quite clear — that, perhaps I 
did not make the meaning, the general purpose of that poem — Oh! it’s 
my own fault, I know! Beyond a doubt! Beyond a doubt! — but perhaps 
I did not make its meaning wholly plain!” 

“Yes, you did!” the widow protested. “Every word of it was jus* as 
plain as day to me! I kep’ sayin’ to myse’f: That’s jus" the way I’ve 
always felt, but I nevah could express myse’f befo’: I nevah met anyone 
befo’ that I could tawk to about it. An’ now (I said), this wondaful 
man comes along an’ puts the whole thing straight in my haid! Oh! (1 
said) if I could just sit at his teet, an’ listen all day long, if I could jus' 
sit an’ drink in all he had to say, if I could just listen to him tawk— I’d 
nevah ask fo’ anything bettah!” 

“Why, madame!” Bascom cried, deeply, genuinely moved. “I assure 
you I’d like nothing better! Yes, indeed! I assure you I’d be delighted! 
Oh, at any time! At any time!” he howled. “It is rare that one meets 
today— Oh, most rare!— a woman of your intelligence and perspicacity! 
We must have another talk!” he said. “Oh, by all means, by all means!” 

“Uh-huh!” the widow grunted sweetly. 

Bascom looked around craftily to see if my Aunt Louise was any- 
where within sight or hearing. “Perhaps, he said, smacking his lipf 
together, “we might meet and have a quiet walk together. Nothing if 
more conducive to contemplation than the tranquil peace of nature 
There’s no question about it.” 

“Uh-huh,” the widow said. 

“Tomorrow,” Bascom whispered. 

“Uh-huh,” the widow crooned viscerally. 
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Thus, there began between Uncle Bascom and the widow a series of 
promenades, in which he expounded his views liberally, and in which 
she was able, by the harmonious adjustment of her nature, to find her- 
self in complete agreement. Again and again, my Aunt Louise watched 
them depart, she peered after them through her bright mad eyes, 
snuffling with angry laughter, and muttering, as she had muttered 
many times before: “The old fooll . . . The misable old skinflint! . . . 
Too poor to buy his own wife a dwess . . . while he spends /fl«/-chuns, 
faw<huns on them! • . It’s in the blood ... the blood!” she whis- 
pered hoarsely. “They’re mad . . . mad! His family’s ovah-sexed, all 
of them!” 

One evening, as Bascom and the widow were returning from one of 
these walks, they found themselves toward sunset a mile or so from 
town. It was a desolate spot: their road wound on through fringes of 
scrub pine and stunted palm along the edges of the inlet: the tide was 
out, the water lay in shallow puddles across the bed of viscous mud, a 
few birds wheeled with creaking eery cries above this loneliness of earth 
and water, and there was the smell of shelled waste, sea-scum — the 
potent, magical, and exultant smell of the sea in harbors. The air and 
the sky were sweet with incomparable clarity, with an immense delicacy 
of light, and the sun, which now burned like a vast orange-colored ball, 
without violence or heat, was resting against the lonely and desolate 
space of the western horizon. The widow and Bascom paused for a 
moment to watch this scene, and then she said triumphantly: “Now, 
Mistah Haw-uk, you know that Somebody must’ve done all that. You 
know it jus’ didn’t go an’ happen by itse’f. You know, when you sec a 
beautiful sunset like that that nobody but Gawd himse’f could’ve made it. 
Now, you know you do, Mistah Haw-uk!” 

“The question of its beauty,” said my uncle precisely, “is debatable. 
The philosopher Hegel, for example, so far from seeing beauty in a 
sunset, remarked that it looked to him as if the sky had small-pox!’' 
Here Bascom closed his eyes, and snuffled with laughter. 

“Oh, Mistah Haw-uk!” the widow said reproachfully. “I know you 
don’t feel that way about it. A man with a haid like yoah’s could nevah 
believe a thing like that!” 

“Oh!” Bascom shouted, immensely tickled for some reason. “By no 
means! By no means!” And he stamped violently at the earth, blind 
with his strange forced snarl of laughter. 

For a moment they were silent: a vast and exuberant elation, an 
exultant vitality, was alive in Uncle Bascom. He looked at the shallow 
waters, he looked at the setting sun, he looked at the widow, and when 
he tried to speak, exultant mirth possessed him, and he could not. 
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“Shall we?—” he began at length inquiringly, but here a whimsy of 
humor seized him, he stopped short, contorted his face, stamped at the 
earth ^statically, and snuffled down his nose — “shall we go in wcia 
ding? There was a deliberate, a luscious nasality in his precise enuncia* 
tion of the last word. 

Oh, Mistah Haw-uk! Why-yP* the widow exclaimed fruitily« 
“Wading! For what.?” ^ 

*For . . . oysters!” said Uncle Bascom lusciously and gendy. 

For • . . oystersl the widow cried. “But I didn’t know there were 
any oysters!” 

Bascom pondered this statement for a moment, and the more he con- 
sidered it, the funnier it became to him. He bit his rubbery lip, closed 
his eyes, and began to snuffle down his nose with laughter. “Oh, yes!” he 
howled, “Oh, my yes! There are always . . . oysters! There are plenty of 
. . . oysters!” 

So the widow, without much more than a half-hearted and decorous 
protest, and a cautious glance around to make sure that pine and palm 
gave shelter to no watchers, sat down beside my uncle and took off her 
shoes and stockings. Then, hand in hand, they advanced across the 
shallows and through water that rarely came above their knees, the 
widow tentatively, with a balancing movement and little abdominal 
cries of alarm. Uncle Bascom more boldly, and with confident assur- 
ances: “My dear girl!” he said, grasping her hand more tightly. “You 
are in no danger whatsoever! Oh, not the slightest r he yelled. “You 
arc as safe as you would be in your mother’s arms. Yes, sir! You may 
rest assured on that score! There’s no question of it!” 

The widow held her skirts kilted up and knotted in one hand, mid- 
way along her milky thighs, while Uncle Bascom had rolled his trousers 
high above his bony knees and stringy calves, which now advanced 
through the shallow water with a storky and tentative step. At length, 
about the middle of the stream, they reached a bar of hard-packed sand, 
and here they stood for a while looking at the setting sun, pacing along 
their little beach, so absorbed in their contemplation of coming dark, 
of solitude, and of themselves that neither noticed that the tide was 
coming in. 

And yet the tide came in. It came steadily, urgently, imperceptibly, 
feathering against the fringes of the inlet, advancing, retreating, advanc- 
ing, retreating, but advancing always past its last retreat until suddenly 
Bascom felt the shock of water at his toes: he looked down and saw 
that their ledge of earth and safety was shrinking almost visibly below 
his glance: he yelled, first from alarm, and then for help: he shouted, 
but no one came: he seized the buxom widow and, by staggering effort 
lifted her, he tottered with her into the water. At the first step the 
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water reached his knees, at the second, halfway up his shanks, at the 
third, he yelled, and dropped his cargo. She screamed, as a swirl of 
water caught her at the waist: she clutched him, she clung to him, she 
screamed, and suddenly Bascom began to curse. He shook a knotted fist 
at the imperturbable evening skies, he blasphemed against a deity in 
which he had no faith, and when a false step plunged him to his chin 
in water, he howled retraction of his blasphemy and begged for provi- 
dential help. Neither could swim; perhaps neither was in the greatest 
danger, but both were terrified and shocked, the water wet their ears 
before they reached the shore, and when at length they tottered up on 
dry land again, the widow had reached the end and limit of her effort : 
for several moments she lay panting hoarsely, half out of water and 
half in, a battered half-emergent Phryne. As for Bascom, he stood on 
palsied limbs and with a chattering jaw for several moments: his long 
arms, his bony hands, his stooped shoulders, his stringy legs all bent in 
a common, constant drip — he was absolutely speechless, and stood there 
for some time chattering with fright, and dripping water. At length, the 
widow raised a portion of her charms, bedraggled but made undeniable 
by water, and moaned hoarsely, “Oh, Mistah Haw-uk! Mistah Haw-uk! 
Come an’ git me, Mistah Haw-uk!” 

At this moment Uncle Bascom’s features were seized by a horrible 
convulsion, he opened his mouth to speak, but no words came, he raised 
two trembling fists toward heaven, but no words came. He tried to 
curse, but no words came. At length he mastered himself sufficiently to 
speak and, as if finding his own artdlcry too feeble for the occasion, he 
uttered slowly, with passionate conviction, the supplication already 
mentioned: “O that J. T. were here — that he might aid me with his 
scathing invective! 

So ended romance between Uncle Bascom and the widow. 

That year I was twenty, it had been my first year in New England, 
and the winter had seemed very long. In the man-swarm I felt alone 
and lost, a desolate atom in the streets of life. That year I went to see m> 
uncle many times. 

Some times I would find him in his dusty little cubicle, bent over the 
intricacy of a legal form, painfully and carefully, with compressed lips, 
filling in the blank spaces with his stiff angular and laborious hand. He 
would speak quietly, without looking up, as I came in : “Hello, my boy. 
Sit down, won’t you? I’ll be with you in a moment.” And for a time 
the silence would be broken only by the heavy rumble of Brill’s voice 
outside, by the minute scratching of my uncle’s pen, and by the im- 
mense and murmurous sound of time, which rose above the city, which 
caught up in the upper air all of the city’s million noises, and yet which 
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seemed remote, essential, imperturbable and everlasting— fixed and un- 
changing, no matter what men lived or died. 

Again, I would find him staring straight before him, with his great 
hands folded in a bony arch, his powerful gaunt face composed in rapt 
tranquillity of thought. At these times he seemed to have escaped from 
every particular and degrading thing in life — from the excess of absurd 
and eccentric speech and gesture, from all demeaning parsimonies, from 
niggling irascibilities, from everything that contorted his face and spirit 
away from its calmness and unity of thought. His face at such a time 
might well have been the mask of Thought, the visage of contempla- 
tion. Sometimes he would not speak for several minutes, his mind 
seemed to brood upon the lip and edge of time, to be remote from every 
dusty moment of the earth. 

One day I went there and found him thus; after a few moments he 
lowered his great hands and, without turning toward me, sat for some 
time in an attitude of quiet relaxation. At length he said: 

“What is man that thou art mindful of him?” 

It was one of the first days of spring: the spring had come late, with 
a magical northern suddenness. It seemed to have burst out of the earth 
overnight, the air was lyrical and sang with it. 

Spring came that year like a triumph and like a prophecy— it sang 
and shifted like a moth of light before me, but I was sure that it would 
bring me a glory and fulfilment I had never known. 

My hunger and thirst had been immense: I was caught up for the 
first time in the midst of the Faustian web— there was no food that 
could feed me, no drink that ^'ould quench my thirst— like an insatiate 
and maddened animal I roamed the streets, trying to draw up mercy 
from the cobblestones, solace and wisdom from a milhon sights and 
faces, or prowled through endless shelves of high^piled books tortured 
bv everything I could not see and could not know, and growing blind, 
weary, and desperate from what I read and saw I wanted to know 
have all, be all— to be one and many, to have the whole riddle of this 
vast and swarming earth as legible, as tangible m my hand as a com 

"^sllddcnirspring came, and I felt at once exultant certainty and joy. 
Outside my uncle’s dirty window I could see the edge 
and hear the swarming and abundant activity of the markets. The deep 
roar of the markets came to us across the singing and lyrical air, and I 
drLk into my lungs a thousand proud, potent and mystcrioiw odors 
^ ^ t me like the breath of certainty, like the proof of magu^ 

Tnd Ukc the revelation that all confusion had been banished— the world 
that I longed for won, the word that I sought for spoken, the kimg 
£ doomed me fed and ended. And the markets, swarmmg with 
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TichnesS) }oy, and abundance, thronged beiow me lik<e a living evidence 
of fulfilment. For it seemed to me that no^vhere more than here was 
the passionate enigma of New England felt: New England, with its 
harsh and stony soil, and its tragic and lonely beauty; its desolate rocky 
coasts and its swarming fisheries, the white, piled, frozen harshness of 
its winters with the magnificent jewelry of stars, the dark firwoods, and 
the warm little white houses at which it is impossible to look without 
thinking of groaning bins, hung bacon, hard cider, succulent bastings 
and love’s warm, white, and opulent flesh. 

There was the rustle of gingham by day and sober glances; then, 
under low eaves and starlight, the stir of the satiny thighs in feather 
beds, the white small bite and tigerish clasp of secret women — ^always 
the buried heart, the sunken passion, the frozen heat. And then, after 
the long, unendurably hard-locked harshness of the frozen winter, the 
coming of spring as now, like a lyrical cry, like a flicker of rain across 
a window glass, like the sudden and delicate noises of a spinet — the 
coming of spring and ecstasy, and overnight the thrum of wings, the 
burst of the tender buds, the ripple and dance of the roughened water, 
the light of flowers, the sudden, fleeting, almost captured, and exultant 
spring. 

And here, within eighty yards of the dusty little room where my 
uncle Bascom had his desk, there was living evidence that this intuition 
was not false: the secret people, it was evident, did not subsist alone on 
codfish and a jug full of baked beans — they ate meat, and large chunks 
of it, for all day long, within the market district, the drivers of big 
wagons were standing to their chins in meat, boys dragged great baskets 
of raw meat along the pavements, red-faced butchers, aproned with 
gouts of blood, and wearing the battered straw hats that butchers wear, 
toiled through the streets below great loads of loin or haunch or rib and 
in chill shops with sawdust floors the beeves were hung in frozen regi- 
mental rows. 

Right and left, around the central market, the old buildings stretched 
•down to the harbor and the smell of ships: this was built-on land, in old 
days ships were anchored where these cobbles were, but the warehouses 
were also old — they had the musty, mellow, blackened air and smell of 
the Seventies, they looked like the Victorian prints, they reeked of an- 
cient ledgers, of “counting houses,” of proud monied merchants, and 
the soft-spoked rumble of victorias. 

By day, this district was one snarled web of chaos: a gewirr of deep- 
bodied trucks, powerful dappled horses, cursing drivers, of loading, 
unloading, and shipping, of dispatch and order, of the million compli- 
cated weavings of life and business. 

But if one came here at evening, after die work of the dzf was done^ 



A PORTRAIT OF BASCOM HAWKE tm 

if one came here at evening on one of those delicate and sudden days 
of spring that New England knows, if one came here as many a lonely 
youth had come here in the past, some boy from the inland immensity 
of America, some homesick lad from the South, from the marvelous 
hills of Old Catawba, he might be pierced again by the bitter ecstasy of 
youth, the ecstasy that tears him apart with a cry that has no tongue, the 
ecstasy that is proud, lonely, and exultant, that is fierce with joy and 
blind with glory, but that yet carries in it a knowledge that is born in 
such a moment that the intangible cannot be touched, the ungraspable 
cannot be grasped — the imperial and magnificent minute is gone for- 
ever which, with all its promises, its million intuitions, he wishes to 
clothe with the living substance of beauty. He wishes to flesh the mo- 
ment with the thighs and breast and belly of a wonderful mistress, he 
wishes to be great and glorious and triumphant, to distill the ether of 
this ecstasy in a liquor, and to drink strong joy forever; and at the heart 
of all this is the bitter knowledge of death— ^eath of the moment, death 
of the day, death of one more infrequent spring. 

Perhaps the thing that really makes New England wonderful is this 
sense of joy, this intuition of brooding and magic tulfilment that hovers 
like a delicate presence in the air of one of these days. Perhaps the an- 
swer is simple: perhaps it is only that this soft and sudden spring, with 
its darts and flicks of evanescent joy, its sprite-like presence that is only 
half-believed, its sound that is the sound of something lost and elfin, 
and half-dreamed, half-heard, seems wonderful after the grim frozen 
tenacity of the winter, the beautiful and terrible desolation, the assault 
of the frost and ice on living flesh which resists it finally as it would 
resist the cruel battering of a brute antagonist, so that the tart, stingy 
speech, the tight gestures, the withdrawn and suspicious air, the thin 
lips, red pointed noses and hard prying eyes of these people are really 
the actions of people who, having to defend themselves harshly against 
nature, harshly defend thcm.selves against all the world. 


At any rate, the thing the boy feels who comes here at the day s end 
is not completion, weariness, and sterility, but a sense of swelling ecstasy 
a note of brooding fulfilment. The air will have in it the wonderful 
odors of the market and the smell of the sea: as he wa ks over the bare 
cobbled pavement under the corrugated tin awnings of the warehouses 
and produce stores a hundred smells of the rich fecundity of the earth 
will assail him: the clean sharp pungency of crated wood and the 
citric nostalgia of oranges, lemons and grapefruit, the stench of a de- 
cayed cabbafe and the mashed pulp of a rotten orange. There will ^ 
also the warm coarse limey smell of chickens, the strong cc^dy sm^ 
of cold fish and oysters; and the aisp moist cleanliness of the garder 
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smell^of great lettuces, cabbages, new potatoes, with their delicate 
skins loamy with sweet earth, the wonderful sweet crispness of crated 
celery; and then the melons — the ripe golden melons bedded in fragrant 
straw — and all the warm infusions of the tropics: the bananas, the pine- 
apples and the alligator pears. 

The delicate and subtle air of spring touches all these odors with a 
new and delicious vitality; it draws the tar out of the pavements also, 
and it draws slowly, subtly, from ancient warehouses, the compacted 
perfumes of eighty years : the sweet thin piney scents of packing boxes, 
the glutinous composts of half a century, that have thickly stained old 
Warehouse plankings, the smells of twine, tar, turpentine and hemp, and 
of thick molasses, ginseng, pungent vines and roots and old piled sack- 
ing; the clean ground strength of fresh coffee, brown, sultry, pungent, 
and exultantly fresh and clean; the smell of oats, baled hay and bran, of 
crated eggs and cheese and butter; and particularly the smell of meat, 
of frozen beeves, slick porks and veals, of brains and livers and kidneys, 
of haunch, paunch and jowl; of meat that is raw and of meat that is 
cooked, for upstairs in that richly dingy block of buildings there is a 
room where the butchers, side by side with the bakers, the bankers, the 
brokers and the Harvard boys, devour thick steaks of the best and 
tenderest meat, smoking hot breads, and big jacketed potatoes. 

And then there is always the sea. In dingy blocks, memoried with 
time and money, the buildings stretch down to the docks, and there is 
always the feeling that the sea was here, that this is built-on earth. A 
single truck will rattle over the deserted stones, and then there is the 
street that runs along the harbor, the dingy little clothing shops and 
eating places, the powerful strings of freight cars, agape and empty, 
odorous with their warm fatigued planking, and the smells of flanges 
and axles that have rolled great distances. 

And finally, by the edges of the water, there are great piers and store- 
houses, calm and potent with their finished work: they lie there, im- 
mense, starkly ugly, yet touched with the powerful beauty of enormous 
works and movements; they are what they are, they have been built 
without a flourish for the work they do, their great sides rise in level 
cliffs of brick, they are pierced with tracks and can engulf great trains; 
and now that the day is done they breathe with the vitality of a tired 
but living creature. A single footfall will make remote and lonely 
echoes in their brooding depths, there will be the expiring clatter of a 
single truck, the sound of a worker’s voice as he says “Good-night,” and 
then the potent and magical silence. 

And then there is the sea — the sea, beautiful and mysterious as it is 
only when it meets the earth in harbors, the sea that bears in swell and 
glut of tides the odorous savor of the earth, the sea that swings and slaps 
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against encrusted piles, the sea that is braided v^ith long ropes of 
scummy weed, the sea that brings the mast and marly scent of shelled 
decay. There is the sea, and there arc the great ships — the freighters, 
the fishing schooners, the clean white one-night boats that make the 
New York run, now also potent and silent, a glitter of bright lights, of 
gleaming brasses, of opulent saloons — a token of joy and splendor in 
dark waters, a hint of love and the velvet belly upon dark tides — and 
the sight of all these things, the fusion of all these odors by the sprite of 
May is freighted with unspeakable memories, with unutterable intui- 
tions for the youth: he does not know what he could utter, but glory, 
love, power, wealth, flight and movement and the sight of new earth in 
the morning, and the living corporeal fulfilment of all his ecstasy is in 
his wish and his conviction. 

Certainly, these things can be found in New England, but perhaps 
the person who finds this buried joy the most is this lonely visitor — and 
particularly the boy from the South, for in the heart of the Southerner 
alone, perhaps, is this true and secret knowledge of the North: it is 
there in his dreams and his childhood premonition, it is there like the 
dark Helen, and no matter what he sees to cheat it, he will always be- 
lieve in it, he will always return to it. Certainly, this was true of the 
gnarled and miserly old man who now sat not far from all this glory in 
his dingy State Street office, for my uncle Bascom Hawke, although the 
stranger on seeing him might have said, “There goes the very image 
of a hard-bitten old Down-Easter,” had come, as lonely and wretched a 
youth as ever lived, from the earth of Old Catawba, he had known and 
felt these things and, in spite of his frequent bitter attacks on the people, 
the climate, the life. New Engjand was the place to which he had re- 
turned to live, and for which he felt the most affection. 

-—“What is man that thou art mindful of him?’— he said again, this 
time with that tell-tale pedantry of emphasis which foretold a seizure 
of his mouthing eccentricity. “What is man that thou art mindful of 
him?” he repeated with yet more emphasis. The word is mindful, mind- 
ful, mindful!— he made the word whine like the rasp of a saw. 
“M-I-N-D-F-U-L! (Phuh! phuh! phuh! phuh, phuh!)” 

And again, his visage of calm and powerful thought was twisted by 
the disfiguring grimace, the inept and reasonless laughter. In a moment 
more, his face grew calm again, magnificently composed above his 
arched, gnarled hands; he spoke with eloquent deliberation. He became 
triumphant reasoning mind: he talked with superb and balanced judg- 
ment. And as the strange and lonely spirit of thought transformed h s 
face, all the tumult and madness of his life was forgotten: no question 
of money or of self was involved. 
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“Beyond a doubtl Beyond a doubt!’* he said deliberately. ^Thc qual- 
ity of the best writing in the books of the Old and New Testaments 
may take rank with the best writing that was ever done, but the 
amount of great writing is less than it is commonly supposed to be. 
There are passages — nay! boo/^sr — ^his voice rising strangely to a husky 
howl — “of the vilest rubbish.” 

He paused a moment; then, in a remote voice — in the remote and 
passionate voice that had had such power to thrill men when it uttered 
poetry — he continued : “I am Alpha and Omega, the beginning and the 
end, the first and the last — the triumphant music of one of the mightiest 
of earth’s poets, the sublime utterance of a man for whom God had 
opened the mysteries of heaven and hell, one of the mightiest lines, my 
dear boy, the most magnificent poetry that was ever written.” And 
suddenly Bascom threw his gaunt hands before his face, and wept in 
strong, hoarse sobs: “Oh, my God! My God! — The beauty, the pity of 
it all! ... You must excuse me,” he whispered huskily after a moment, 
drawing his frayed and faded sleeve across his eyes. “You must excuse 
me. ... It brought back . . . memories.” 

In spite of this ridiculous exhibition, and the absurd quality of ^ese 
final words, there was something terrible and revolting about it, too: 
I was only twenty, and I shrank back for a moment and felt ashamed. 
In a moment more, however. Uncle Bascom was completely at his ease 
again: he acted as if nothing unusual had happened, and as if he had 
completely forgotten his outburst of a moment before. 

After a pause, without looking at me, he said quietly, but with an 
unmistakable note of bitterness in his voice: “Have you seen any of 
my . . . children, recently.?” 

The question surprised me, because he rarely asked about them : most 
of the time he seemed to have forgotten their existence, to be wholly 
indifferent to them. I told him that I had seen one of his daughters the 
week before. 

“My children — basely and damnably, basely and damnably, have de- 
serted me!” he said with bitter passion. Then, quietly, indifferently, as 
if stating the fact more truthfully and temperately, he said: “I never 
see any of them any more. They never come to my house and I never 
go to theirs. I do not care. No, sir, I do not care. It makes no difference 
to me. Oh, not the slightest! None whatever!” and he dismissed it with 
his big-boned hand. In a moment he added: “Their mother visits them. 
I believe. . . . Their mother goes, of course, whenever she gets invited.” 
— ^Herc again, the note of bitterness and scorn was evident, as if he held 
his wife guilty of some treachery in visiting her own children; but in- 
difference and contempt were also in his voice— he spoke of his wife 
and children as if they were all strangers to him, as if their lives touched 
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only remotely the edges of the buried world — ^thc world in which he 
lived aiKl moved, in which his soul wrought out its fated destiny. 

And this was true: like all of his family he had passed through a 
dozen lives in living his own, he was done with his children and done 
with his wife, he had forgotten them, he was indifferent to them, he 
did not need them. But they, two daughters and two sons, the youngest 
of whom was over thirty, the oldest more than forty, were neither able 
to forget him nor forgive him. He lived in their bitter memory; like 
men who are searching the causes for some fatal catastrophic flaw which 
has broken the back of a mighty bridge they went back through the 
painful annals of their childhood, the years of frustration and bitterness 
they had lived beneath his roof, the years they could not forget, escape, 
or deny. His shadow fell across them: they never saw him, and they 
always talked of him, aping his speech, his gesture, and his inanner, 
mocking him with limber tongues, but living in his life again and 
secretly feeling the old fear, the old awe, because his life alone had done 
v;hat it had wished to do — warped and twisted though it may have 
been, it had held the rails, it had kept its way, it had seen new lands. 
For them, it sometimes seemed, the years were passing like a bitter water 
on the wheel of life: the wheel turned and they got older. 

And now, as if he, too, had seen them as he spoke of them, he said. 
“They can all look after themselves. Everyone must look after himself 
—say!’’ he paused suddenly, tapping his great finger on my knee, with 
the enquiring and combative glitter of his eye. Does anyone help you 
to die.? Does anyone go down into the grave with you.? Can you rfo 
anything for anyone.? No!” he said decisively, and in a moment he 
added, slowly and deliberately: “Is not my help m me?” 


Then, ruminant and lost, he stared across the archway of hjs han^. 
In a moment, with what was only an apparent irrelevance, with what 
was really a part of the coherent past, a light plucked from dark adyts 
of the brain, he said: “Who knoweth the spirit of man that goeth tip- 
ward, and the spirit of the beast that goeth downward . 

He was silent and thoughtful for a moment; then he added sadly. I 
am an old man. I have lived a long time. I have seen so many things. 

Sometimes everything seems so long ago. . u u • a 

Then his eye went back into the wilderness, the lost earth, the buried 

“pl'esently he said, “I hope you will come out on Sunday. Oh, by aU 
meansl By all means! I believe your aunt is expecting you. Yes, sir, 
rSSeX said something to that effect. Or perhaps she intends to pay 
I believe she -i,:i j-n t do not know, I have not the remotest— 
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he said impatiently and scornfully, “I never have any notion what she 
has in mind. No, sir, I really could not tell you. I no longer pay any 
attention to what she says — Oh I not the slightest!*’ he waved his great 
hand through the air — '"SayT stiffly and harshly he tapped my knee, 
grinning at me with the combative glitter of his ptotic eye — “Sayl did 
you ever find one of them with whom it was possible to carry on a 
coherent conversation? Did you ever find one of them who would re- 
spond to the processes of reason and ordered thought? My dear boy!** 
he cried, “You cannot talk to them. I assure you you cannot talk to 
them. You might as well whistle into the wind or spit into the waters 
of the Nile for all the good it will do you. In his youth man will bare 
the riches of his spirit to them, will exhaust the rich accumulations of 
his genius — his wisdom, his learning, his philosophy — in an effort to 
make them worthy of his companionship — and in the end, what does 
he always find? Why,” said Uncle Bascom bitterly, “that he has spent 
his powers in talking to an imbecile” — and he snarled vengefully 
through his nose. In a moment more, he contorted his face, and nasally 
whined in a grotesque and mincing parody of a woman’s voice, “Oh, I 
feel so sick! Oh, deary me, now! I think my time is coming on again! Oh, 
you don’t love me any mo-o-ore! Oh, I wish I was dead! Oh, I can’t get up 
today! Oh, I wish you’d bring me something nice from ta-ownl Oh, if you 
loved me you’d buy me a new hat! Oh, I’ve got nothing to we-e-ar!'* here 
his voice had an added snarl of bitterness — ^“I’m ashamed to go out on 
the street with all the other wim-men!” 

Then he paused broodingly for a moment more, wheeled abruptly 
and tapped me on the knee again: “The proper study of mankind is—' 
say!” he said with a horrible fixed grimace and in a kind of cunning 
whisper — “Does the poet say — woman? I want to ask you: does he, 
now? Not on your life!” yelled Uncle Bascom. “The word is man, man, 
man! Nothing else but manT 

Again he was silent: then, with an accent of heavy sarcasm, he went 
on: “Your aunt likes music. You may have observed your aunt is fond 
of music ** 

It was, in fact, the solace of her life; on a tiny gramophone which 
one of her daughters had given her, she played constantly the records 
of the great composers, particularly of Wagner, lost in the enchanted 
forests of the music, her spirit wandering drunkenly down vast murky 
aisles of sound, through which the great hoarse throats of horns were 
baying faintly. And occasionally, on Sundays, on one of her infrequent 
excursions into the world, when her daughters bought her tickets for 
concerts at Symphony Hall — that great gray room lined on its sides 
with pallid plaster shells of Greece — she would sit perched high, a spar- 
row held by the hypnotic serpent’s eye of music— followine each motif, 
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hearing minutely each subtle entry of the mellow flutes, the horns, the 
spinal ecstasy of violins— until her lonely and desolate life was spun out 
of her into aerial fabrics of bright sound. 

aunt is fond of music,” Bascom said deliberately. “Perhaps 
you have thought perhaps it seemed to you that she discovered 
h ^perhaps you thought it was your aunt’s own patent and invention — 
but there you would be wrong! Oh, yes! my boy!” he howled remotely, 
You may have thought so, but you would be wrong — Say!” he turned 
slowly with a malevolent glint of interrogation, a controlled ironic 
power was the Fifth Symphony written by a woman? Was the object 
of your aunt’s worship, Richard Wagner, a female?'^ he snarled. “By no 
means! Where are their great works — their mighty symphonies, their 
great paintings, their epic poetry? Was it in a woman’s skull that the 
Critique of Pure Reason was conceived? Is the gigantic work upon the 
ceiling of the Sistine Chapel the product of a woman’s genius? — Sayl 
Did you ever hear of a lady by the name of William Shakespeare? Was 
it a female of that name who wrote King Lear? Are you familiar with 
the works of a nice young lady named John Milton? Or Fraulcin » 
Goethe, a sweet German girl?” he sneered. “Perhaps you have been 
edified by the writ-ings of Mademoiselle Voltaire or Miss Jonathan 
Swift! Phuh! Phuh! Phuh! Phuh! Phuh!” 

He paused, stared deliberately across his hands, and in a moment 
repeated, slowly and distinctly: "'The woman gave me of the tree and 
I did eat. Ah! that’s it! There, my boy, you have it! There, in a nut-shell, 
you have the work for which they are best fitted.” And he turned upon 
me suddenly with a blaze of passion, his voice husky and tremulous 
from the stress of his emotion. “The tempter! The Bringer of Forbid- 
den Fruit! The devil’s ambassador! Since the beginning of time that 
has been their office— to madden the brain, to turn man’s spirit from its 
highest purposes, to corrupt, to seduce, and to destroy! To creep and 
crawl, to intrude into the lonely places of man’s heart and brain, to wind 
herself into the core of his most secret life as a worm eats its way into 
a healthy fruit— to do all this with the guile of a serpent, the cunning 
of a fox— that, my boy, is what she’s here for!— and she’ll never change!” 
And, lowering his voice to an ominous and foreboding whisper, he said 
mysteriously, “Beware! Beware! Do not be deceived! 

In a moment more he had resumed his tone and manner of calm 
deliberation and, with an air of irrelevance, somewhat grudgingly, as if 
throwing a bone to a dog, he said. Your aunt, of course, was a woman 
of considerable mentality — considerable, that is, for a female. Of course, 
her mind is no longer what it used to be. I never talk to her any more, 
he said indifferently. “I do not listen to her. i think she said something 
to me about your coming out on Sunday! But I do not know. No. sir, 
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I could not tell you what her plans are. I have my own interests^ and I 
suppose she has hers. Of course, she has her music. ... Yes, sir, she 
always has her music,” he said indifferently and contemptuously, and, 
staring across the apex of his hands, he forgot her. 

Yet, he had been young, and full of pain and madness. For a space 
he had known all the torments any lover ever knew. So much my aunt 
had told me, and so much he had not troubled to deny. For bending 
toward me swiftly, fiercely, and abruptly in the full rich progress of a 
meal, her eyes ablaze with a mad and earnest light, she had suddenly 
muttered this ominous warning: “Take care, Dave! Take care, boy! 
You’re one of them! Don’t brood! Don’t brood! You mustn’t be maw- 
bid,” she whispered hoarsely, fixing the mad glitter of her bright old 
eyes even more intensely on me. “You’re like all the rest of them— it’s 
in the blood!” she muttered, hoarsely and fatally. 

“Ah, what are you talk-ing about?” Bascom snarled in a tone of the 
profoundest contempt. “Scotch! English! Finest people on the face of 
the earth — ^no question about it!” 

“Fugitive ideation! fugitive ideation!” she chattered like a monkey 
Ofver a nut. “Mind goes off in all diweetions — can’t keep attention 
focused on anything foh five minutes! The modern decadents! Wead 
Nordau’s book, Dave— you’ll see, you’ll sec! You’ah all alike,” she mut- 
tered. “You’ah ovah-sexed — all of you!” 

“Ah,” he snarled again, “You talk like a fool! Some more of your 
psychology, I suppose,” he said with a heavy sneer. “The black magic 
of litde minds.” 

He knew nothing about it, of course; occasionally he still read Kant, 
and he could be as deep in absolutes, categories, moments of negation, 
and definitions of a concept, as she with all of her complicated and ex- 
tensive paraphernalia of phobias, complexes, fixations, and repressions. 

Then, bending toward me once again, as if she had not heard him, 
she whispered: “Oh, yes! he’s indifferent enough to me now — but there 
was a time, there was time, I tell you! — when he was mad about me! 
The old fool!” she cackled suddenly and bitterly with a seeming ir- 
relevance. Then bending forward suddenly with a resumption of her 
former brooding intensity she whispered: “Yes! he was mad, mad, 
mad! Oh, he can’t deny it!” she cried. “He couldn’t keep his eyes off 
me for a minute! He went ewazy if any other man so much as looked 
at me!” 

“Quite true, my dear! Quite true!” my uncle said without a trace o£ 
anger or denial in his voice, with one of his sudden and astonishing 
dianges to a mood of tender and tranquil agreement. “Oh, yes,” he said 
again, staring reminiscently across the anex of his great folded bands* 
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It is dl quite true— every vrord as she has spoken it— quite true, quite 
true. I had for^ttcn but it’s all quite true.” And he sh^ his gaunt head 
gently trom side to side, turning his closed eyes downward, and snuffing 

gently, blindly, tenderly, with laughter, with a passive and indifFereat 
memory. 


For a year or nvo after his marriage he had been maddened by a 
black insanity of jealousy. It descended on his spirit like a choking and 
pertilen^-laden cloud, it entered his veins with blackened tongues of 
poi^n. It crept along ^e conduits of his blood, sweltered venomously 
in his heart, it soaked into the convolutions of his brain until his brain 
was fanged with hatred, soaked in poison, stricken, maddened, and un- 
hinged. His gaunt figure wasted until he became the picture of skclc* 
tonized emaciation, jealousy and fear ate like a vulture at his entrails^ 
all of the vital energy, the power and intensity of his life, was fed into 
this poisonous and consuming fire and then, when it had almost 
wrecked his health, ruined his career, and destroyed his reason, it left 
him as suddenly as it came : his life reverted to its ancient and imbedded 
core of egotism, he grew weary of his wife, he thought of her indif- 
ferently, he forgot her. 

And she, poor soul, was like a rabbit trapped before the fierce yellow 
eye, the hypnotic stare of a crouching tiger. She did not know whether 
he would spring, strike forth his paw to maul her, or walk off indif- 
ferently. She was dazed and stricken before die violence of his first 
passion, the unreasoning madness of his jealousy, and in the years that 
followed she was bewildered, resentful, and finally embittered by the 
abrupt indifference which succeeded it—an indifference so great that a( 
times he seemed to forget her very existence for days at a time, to live 
with her in a little house as if he were scarcely conscious of her presence, 
stumping about the place in an intensity of self-absorption while he 
cursed and muttered to himself, banged open furnace doors, chopped 
up whatever combinations of raw foods his fantastic imagination might 
contrive, and answering her impatiently and contemptuously when she 
spoke to him: “What did you say-y? Oh, what are you talk-ing about?” 
— and he would stump away again, absorbed mysteriously with his own 
affairs. And sometimes, if he was the victim of conspiracy in the uni- 
verse — if God had forsaken him and man had tricked and cheated him, 
he would roll upon the floor, hammer his heels against the wall, and 
howl his curses at oblivious heaven. 

Louise, meanwhile, her children having left her, played Wagner on 
the gramophone, kept her small house tidy, and learned to carry on 
iavolved and animated conversations with herself, or even with her 
pots and pans, for when she scrubbed and cleaned them, she would talk 
*o them; if she dropped one, she would scold it, pick it from the floor; ’ 
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secret glee, or for some evidence that they knew the nature of his hurt, 
the ugly dishonor in his brain and heart, the foul color of his secret. 

And it was not, it could no longer be, he felt, a secret; he felt as 
naked as an infant, he thought the reason for his grief was legible in 
every word and action, and when he went out in the streets, sometimes 
his spirit cowered in a dreadful kind of shame — he felt like shielding 
his face from sight. Shame pressed upon him from the skies, he could 
not escape it — and when it was not shame of his own dishonor, it was 
shame because he feared that he was being mocked and jeered at as a 
fool and cuckold by the world. 

Great shapes of fear and cruelty were evoked out of immense and 
timeless skies, they hovered above him wherever he went, they dark- 
ened the wintry lights of desolate little towns like smears of blood: it 
seemed to him that there would never again be joy and confidence on 
earth, that the shapes of death and madness would walk in his brain 
forever and, having lost his faith in God, he now sought desperately 
for some faith in man: he dreamed of finding some earthly father, 
some man superior to himself in strength, wisdom, and age to whom 
he could confess the burden of his packed and overladen heart, from 
whom he might derive some wisdom, some medicine for the plague 
that was consuming him. 

But he never found him, in his heart he knew that such a physician 
and confessor did not exist : he was caught in a trap, he could not confess 
the evil weight that lay upon his soul, he took the last full measure of 
man’s loneliness. He could not add to his own dishonor by bringing dis- 
honor on his wife, and always there was a censor in his brain, a core of 
sanity that in the darkest and evilest hours yet judged fairly, and told 
him he was mad. 

Then it left him. When it seemed that life was no longer tolerable it 
left him. It guttered out as a fierce flame gutters out of the fuel it has 
fed upon, and it left him full of weariness, indifference, and a sense of 
completion: he turned from the hurt, bewildered woman into the orbit 
of his own remote and secret life, he went on into new lives, new places 
and projects, and he forgot her. 

And now, as I looked at the old man, I had a sense of union with the 
past. It seemed to me if he would only speak, the living past, the voices 
of lost men, the pain, the pride, the madness and despair, the million 
scenes and faces of the buried life— all that an old man ever knew— 
would be revealed to me, would be delivered to me like a priceless treas- 
ure, as an inheritance which old men owed to young, and whidi should 
be the end and effort of all living. My savage humor was a kind of 
memory: I thought if he could speak, it would be fed. 
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And for a moment, it seemed, I saw the visages of time, dark time, 
the million lock-bolts shot back in man’s memory, the faces of the lost 
Americans, and all the million casual moments of their lives, with Bas- 
com blazing at them from a dozen pulpits, Bascom, tortured by love 
and madness, walking the streets of the nation, stumping the rutted 
roads, muttering through darkness with clasped bony hands, a gaunt 
and twisted figure reeling below immense and cruel skies across the 
continent. Light fell upon his face and darkness crossed it: — he came 
up from the wilderness, from derbied men and bustled women, from all 
of the memories of lavish brown, and from time, dark time — from a 
time that was further off than Saxon thanes, all of the knights, the 
spearheads, and the horses. 

Was all this lost.? 

“It was so long ago,’* the old man said. 


Bitterly, bitterly Boston one time more: the flying leaf, the broken 
cloud. Was no love crying in the wilderness? 

“—So long ago. I have lived so long. I have seen so much. I could 
tell you so many things,” my uncle said huskily, with weariness and 
indifference. His eye was lusterless and dead, he lookea for a moment 


tired and old. 

All at once, a strange and perplexing vision, which was to return 
many times in the years that followed, came to me. It was this: there 
were a company of old men and women at dinner, seated together 
around a table. All of them were very old, older than my uncle; the 
faces of the old men and women were fragile and delicate and like old 
yellowed china, their faces v'ere frail and sexless, they had 
look alike. In their youth all these people had known one another. The 
men had drunk, fought, whored, hated one another, and loved the 
women. Some had been devoured by the sterile and corrupt fear and 
envy that young men know. In secret their lips were twisted, their faces 
livid, and their hearts bitter; their eyes glittered with a reptilian hatred 
of another man-they dreaded his success and they exulted m his fail- 
ure, laughing with a delirious joy when they heard or read of his hurt, 
defkt or humiliation. They had been afraid to speak or confess what 
was in their hearts, they feared the mockery of their fellows; with one 
another their words were careful, picked and disparaging. They gave 
the lie to passion and belief and they said what they knew was falsp 
And yet along dark roads at night they had shouted out into Ac howt 
ing vvinds their great goaf cries of joy, exultancy and poww, thi^ had 
smelled snow in thick brooding air at night, ^ 

come softly spitting at the window glass, numbing the footfalls of the 
earth with its soft silent fall, filling their hearts with a dark proud ec 
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stasy, touching their entrails with impending prophecy. Each had a 
thousand dark desires and fantasies; each wanted wealth, power, fame 
and love; each saw himself as great, good and talented; each feared and 
hated rivals in business or in love — ^and in crowds they glared at one 
another with hard hostile eyes, they bristled up like crested cocks, they 
watched their women jealously, felt looks and glances through their 
shoulder blades, and hated men with white spermatic necks, amorous 
hair, and faces proud and insolent with female conquest. 

They had been young and full of pain and combat, and now all this 
was dead in them: they smiled mildly, feebly, gently, they spoke in thin 
voices, and they looked at one another with eyes dead to desire, hostility, 
and passion. 

As for the old women, they sat there on their yellowed and bony 
h lunches. They were all beyond the bitter pain and ecstasy of youth — 
its frenzy, its hope, its sinew of bright blood and agony: they were be- 
yond the pain and fear of anything save age and death. Here was a 
faithful wife, a fruitful mother; here was an adulterous and voluptuous 
woman, the potent mistress of a dozen men, here was her cuckold hus- 
band, who had screamed like a tortured animal when he had found her 
first in bed with another man, and here was the man he found her with; 
here was another man in whom the knowledge of his wife’s infidelity 
had aroused only a corrupt inverted joy, he exulted in it, he urged her 
on into new love affairs, he besought her greedily to taunt him with it, 
he fed upon his pain — and now they were all old and meager and had 
the look of yellowed china. They turned their mild sunken faces toward 
one another with looks in which there was neither hate nor love nor 
desire nor passion, they laughed thinly, and their memory was of all 
things. 

They no longer wanted to excel or to be first; they were no longer 
mad and jealous; they no longer hated rivals; they no longer wanted 
fame; they no longer cared for work or grew drunk on hope; they no 
longer turned into the dark and struck their bloody knuckles at the 
wall; they no longer writhed with shame upon their beds, cursed at the 
memory of defeat and desolation, or ripped the sheets between convul- 
sive fingers. Could they not speak? Had they forgotten? 

Why could not the old men speak? They had known pain, death and 
madness, yet all their words were stale and rusty. They had known the 
wilderness, the savage land, the blood of the murdered men ran down 
Mo the earth that gave no answer; and they had seen it, they had shed 
it. Where were the passion, pain and pride, the million living moments 
of their lives? Was all this lost? Were they all tongueless? It seemed 
to me that there was something sly and evil in their glances as they sat 
together, as if they hoarded some cunning and malevolent wisdom in 
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their brains, as if the medicine to all our grief and error was in them, 
but as if through the evil and conspirate communication of their glance, 
they had resolved to keep it from us. Or were they simply devoured 
with satiety, with weariness and indifference? Did they refuse to speak 
because they could not speak, because even memory had gone lifeless 
in them? 

Yes. Words echoed in their throat but they were tongueless. For them 
the past was dead; they poured into our hands a handful of dry dust 
and ashes. 

The dry bones, the bitter dust? The living wilderness, the silent 
waste? The barren land? 

Have no lips trembled in the wilderness? No eyes sought seaward 
from the rock’s sharp edge for men returning home? Has no pulse beat 
more hot with love or hate upon the river’s edge? Or where the old 
wheel and the rusted stock lie stogged in desert sand: by the horsehead 
a woman’s skull. No love? 

No lonely footfalls in a million streets, no heart that beat its best and 
bloodiest cry out against the steel and stone, no aching brain, caught in 
its iron ring, groping among the labyrinthine canyons? Naught in that 
immense and lonely land but incessant growth and ripeness and pollu^ 
tion, the emptiness of forests and deserts, the unhearted, harsh and 
metal jangle of a million tongues, crying the belly -cry for bread, or the 
great cat’s snarl for meat and honey? All, then, all? Birth and the 
twenty thousand days of snarl and jangle — and no love, no love? Was 
no love crying in the wilderness? 

It was not t^ue. The lovers lay below the lilac bush; the laurel leaves 
were trembling in the wood. 

Suddenly it seemed to me, that if I could put my hand upon my uncle, 
if I could grip my fingers in his stringy arm, my strength and youth 
would go into him, and I could rekindle memory like a living flame in 
him, I could animate for an hour his ancient heart with the exultancy, 
the power, the joy that pulsed in me; I could make the old man speak. 

I wanted to speak to him as people never speak to one another, I 
wanted to say and hear the things one never says and hears. I wanted to 
know what his own youth beyond its grim weather of poverty, loneli- 
ness, and desperation had been like. He had been over ten years old 
when the war had ended, he had seen the men plod home in wreaths of 
dust and heard their casual voices in a room, he had breathed the air of 
vanished summers, he had seen cloud shadows floating on the massed 
green of the wilderness, the twisting of a last lone leaf upon a bough; 
and he had heard the desolate and stricken voices in the South long, 
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long ago, the quiet and casual voices of lost men, a million vanished 
footsteps in the streets of life. And he had known the years of brown, 
dark lavish brown, the lost and hypocritic years, the thunder of the 
wheels and hcoves upon the cobbles, the color of bright blood-thc 
savagery, the hunger and the fear. 

Was the memory of all this lost? 

I touched him-I put my hand upon his shoulder, he did not move. 
Sunken in what lost world, buried in what incommunicable and tongue- 
less past, he said- ‘So long ago.” 

Then I got up and left him and went out into the streets where the 
singing and lyrical air, the man-swarm passing in its million-footed 
weft, the glorious women and the girls compacted in a single music of 
belly and breasts and thighs, the sea, the earth, the proud, potent, clam- 
orous city, all of the voices of time fused to a unity that was like a song, 
a token and a cry. Victoriously, I trod the neck of doubt as if it were a 
serpent; I was joined to the earth, a part of it, and I possessed it; I would 
be wasted and consumed, filled and renewed eternally; I would feel 
unceasingly alternate tides of life and dark oblivion; I would be emptied 
without weariness, replenished forever with strong joy. 1 had a tongue 
for agony, a food for hunger, a door for exile and a surfeit for insatiate 
desire: exultant certainty welled up in me, I thought I could possess it 
all, and I cried: “Yes! It will be mine*” 



Night Club 

BY KATHARINE BRUSH 


JL ROMPTLY at quarter of ten p. M. 
Mrs. Brady descended the steps of the Elevated. She purchased 
from the nevvsdealer in the cubbyhole beneath them a next month’s 
magazine and a tomorrow morning’s paper and, with these tucked 
under one plump arm, she walked. She walked two blocks north on 
Sixth Avenue; turned and went west. But not far west. Westward half 
a block only, to the place where the gay green awning marked “Club 
Frarijais” paints a stripe of shade across the glimmering sidewalk. 
Under this awning Mrs. Brady halted briefly, to remark to the six-foot 
doorman that it looked like rain and to await his performance of his 
professional duty. When the small green door yawned open, she sighed 
deeply and plodded in. 

The foyer was a blackness, an airless velvet blackness like the inside 
of a jeweler’s box. Four drum-shaped lamps of golden silk suspended 
from the ceiling gave it light (a very little) and formed the jewels: 
gold signets, those, or cuff-links for a giant. At the far end of the foyer 
there were black stairs, faintly dusty, rippling upward toward an amber 
radiance. Mrs. Brady approached and ponderously mounted the stairs, 
clinging with one fist to the mangy velvet rope that -ailed their edge. 

From the top, Miss Lena Levin observed the ascent. Miss Levin was 
the checkroom girl. She had dark-at-the-roots blonde hair and slender 
hips upon which, in moments of leisure, she wore her hands, like 
buckles of ivory loosely attached. 

This was a moment of leisure. Miss Levin waited behind her counter. 
Row upon row of hook.s, empty as yet, and seeming to beckon— wee 
curved fingers of iron — waited behind her. 

“Late," said Miss Levin, “again.” 

, ui't 
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“Go wan!” said Mrs. Brady. “It’s only ten to ten. Whewl Them 
stairsr 

She leaned heavily, sideways, against Miss Levin’s counter, and, 
applying one palm to the region of her heart, appeared at once to listen 
and to count. “Feel!” she cried then in a pleased voice. 

Miss Levin obediently felt. 

“Them stairs,” continued Mrs. Brady darkly, “with my bad heart, will 
be the death of me. Whewl Well, dearie.^ What’s the news.?” 

“You got a paper,” Miss Levin languidly reminded her. 

“Yeah!” agreed Mrs. Brady with sudden vehemence. “I got a paper!” 
She slapped it upon the counter. “An’ a lot of time I’ll get to read my 
paper, won’t I now? On a Saturday night!” She moaned. “Other nights 
is bad enough, dear knows — but Saturday nights! How I dread ’em! 
Every Saturday night I say to my daughter, I say, ‘Geraldine, I can’t,’ 
I say, ‘I can’t go through it again, an’ that’s all tiiere is to it,’ I say. ‘I’ll 
quitV I say. An’ I will, too!” added Mrs. Brady firmly, if indefinitely. 

Miss Levin, in defense of Saturday nights, mumbled some vague 
something about tips. 

“Tips!” Mrs. Brady hissed it. She almost spat it. Plainly money was 
nothing, nothing at all, to this lady. “I just wish,” said Mrs. Brady, and 
glared at Miss Levin, “I just wish you had to spend one Saturday night, 
just one, in that dressing room! Bein’ pushed an’ stepped on and near 
knocked down by that gang of hussies, an’ them orderin’ an’ bossin’ 
you ’round like you was hlac\, an’ usin’ your things an’ then sayin’ 
they’re sorry, they got no change, they’ll be back. Yeah! They never 
come back!” 

“There’s Mr. Costello,” whispered Miss Levin through lips that, like 
a ventriloquist’s, scarcely stirred. 

“An’ as I was sayin’,” Mrs. Brady said at once brightly, “I got to leave 
you. Ten to ten, time I was on the job.” 

She smirked at Miss Levin, nodded, and right-about-faced. There, 
indeed, Mr. Costello was. Mr. Billy Costello, manager, proprietor, mon- 
arch of all he surveyed. From the doorway of the big room where the 
little tables herded in a ring around the waxen floor, he surveyed Mrs. 
Brady, and in such a way that Mrs. Brady, momentarily forgetting her 
bad heart, walked fast, scurried faster, almost ran. 

The door of her domain was set politely in an alcove, beyond silken 
curtains looped up at the sides. Mrs. Brady reached it breathless, shoul- 
dered it open, and groped for the electric switch. Lights sprang up, a 
bright white blaze, intolerable for an instant to the eyes, like sun on 
snow. Blinking, Mrs. Brady shut the door. 

The room was a spotless, white-tiled place, half beauty shop, half 
dressing-room. Along one wall stood washstands, sturdy triplets in a 
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row, with pale-green liquid soap in glass balloons afloat above them. 
Against the opposite wall there was a couch. A third, wall backed an 
elongated glass-topped dressing table; and over the dressing table and 
over the washstands long rectangular sheets of mirror reflected lights, 
doors, glossy tiles, lights multiplied. . . . 

Mrs. Bradv moved across this glitter like a thick dark cloud in a 
hurry. At the diessing table she came to a halt, and upon it she laid 
her newspaper, her magazine, and her purse — a black purse worn 
gray with much clutching. She divested herself of a rusty black coat 
and a hat of the mushroom persuasion, and hung both up in a corner 
cupboard which she opened by means of one of a quite preposterous 
bunch of keys. From a nook in the cupboard she took down a lace- 
edged handkerchief with long streamers. She untied the streamers and 
tied them again around her chunky black alpaca waist. The hand- 
kerchief became an apron’s baby cousin. 

Mrs. Brady relocked the cupboard door, fumbled her key-ring over, 
and unlocked a capacious drawer of the dressing table. She spread a 
fresh towel on the plate-glass top, in the geometrical center, and upon 
the towel she arranged with care a procession of things fished from 
the drawer. Things for the hair. Things for the complexion. Things 
for the eyes, the lashes, the brows, the lips, and the finger nails. Things 
in boxes and things in jars and things in tubes and tins. Also an ash 
tray, matches, pins, a tiny sewing kit, a pair of scissors. Last of all, a 
hand-printed sign, a nudging sort of sign; 

NOTICEl 

THESE ARTICLES, PLACED HERE * JR YOUR CONVENIENCE, ARE THE PROPERTY 
OF THE MAID. 

And directly beneath the sign, propping it up against the looking-glass, 
a china saucer, in which Mrs. Brady now slyly laid decoy money: two 
quarters and two dimes, in four-leaf-clover formation. 

Another drawer of the dressing table yielded a bottle of bromo- 
scltzer, a bottle of aromatic spirits of ammonia, a tin of sodium bicar- 
bonate, and a teaspoon. These were lined up on a shelf above the 

couch. . ■ 1 • 

Mrs. Brady was now ready for anything. And (from the grim, thin 

pucker of her mouth) expecting it. 

Music ramp to her ears. Rather, the beat of music, muffled, rhythmic, 

remote, Umpa-um, umpa-um. umpa-um-umm Mr. “Fiddle” Baer 

and his band, hard at work on the first fox-trot of the night. It was teas- 
ing, foot-tapping music; but the large solemn feet of Mrs. Brady were 
still. She sat on the couch and opened her newspaper; and for some 
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moments she read uninterruptedly^ with special attention to the mur- 
acrs, the divorces, the breaches of promise, the funnies. 

Then the door swung inward, admitting a blast of Mr. Fiddle BaerV 
best, a whiff of perfume, and a girl. 

Mrs. Brady put her paper away. 

The girl was petite and darkly beautiful; wrapped in fur and mounter 
on tall jeweled heels. She entered humming the rag-time song tht 
orchestra was playing, and while she stood near the dressing tablt^ 
stripping off her gloves, she continued to bum it softly to herself: 

*'Oh, I t{now my baby loves me, 

I can tell my baby loves me/' 

Here the dark little girl got the left glove off^ and Mrs. Brad^ 
glimpsed a platinum wedding ring. 

" 'Cause there ain't no maybe 
In my baby's 
Eyes." 

The right glove came off. The dark little girl sat down in one of 
the chairs that faced the dressing table. She doffed her wrap, casting it 
carelessly over the chair back. It had a cloth-of-gold lining, and the 
name of a Paris house was embroidered in curlicues on the label. Mrs. 
Brady hovered solicitously near. 

The dark little girl, still humming, looked over the articles, “placed 
here for your convenience,” and picked up the scissors. Having cut 
off a very small hangnail with the air of one performing a perilous 
major operation, she seized and used the manicure buffer, and after 
that the eyebrow pencil. Mrs. Brady’s mind, hopefully calculating the 
tip, jumped and jumped again like a taxi-meter. 

“OA, / \now my baby loves me " 

The dark little girl applied powder and lipstick belonging to herself. 
She examined the result searchingly in the mirror and sat back, satis- 
fied. She cast some silver KlinX} Klin\! into Mrs. Brady’s saucer, and 
half rose. Then, remembering something, she settled down again. 

The ensuing thirty seconds were spent by her in pulling off hei 
platinum wedding ring, tying it in a corner of a lace handkerchief, and 
tucking the handkerchief down the bodice of her tight white velvet 
gown. 

“There!” she said. 

She swooped up her wrap and trotted toward the door, jeweled 
heels merrily twinkling. 
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Cause there ain*t no maybe—** 

The door fell shut. 

Almost instantly it opened again, and another girl came in. A blonde, 
this. She was pretty in a round-eyed, doll-like way; but Mrs. Brady, 
regarding her, mentally grabbed the spirits of ammonia bottle. For 
she looked terribly ill. The round eyes were dull, the pretty silly little 
face was drawn. The thin hands, picking at the fastenings of a specious 
beaded bag, trembled and twitched. 

Mrs. Brady cleared her throat. “Can I do something foi you, miss?” 

Evidently the blonde girl had believed herself alone in the dressing 
room. She started violently and glanced up, panic in her eyes. Panic, 
and something else. Something very like murderous hate — but for an 
instant only, so that Mrs. Brady, whose perceptions were never quick, 
missed it altogether. 

“A glass of water?” suggested Mrs. Brady. 

“No,” said the girl, “no.” She had one hand in the beaded bag now. 
Mrs. Brady could set it moving, causing the bag to squirm like a live 
thing, and the fringe to shiver. “Yes!” she cried abruptly. “A glass of 
water — please — you get it for me.” 

She dropped on to the couch. Mrs. Brady scurried to the water cooler 
in the corner, pressed the spigot with a determined thumb. Water 
trickled out thinly. Mrs. Brady pressed harder, and scowled, and 
thought, “Something’s wrong with this thing. I mustn’t forget, next 
time I see Mr. Costello ” 

When again she faced her patient, the patient was sitting erect. She 
was thrusting her clenched haiid back into the beaded bag again. 

She took only a sip of the water, but it seemed to help her quite 
miraculously. Almost at once color came to her cheeks, life to her 
eyes. She grew young again— as young as she was. She smiled up at 
Mrs. Brady. 

“Well!” she exclaimed. “What do you know about that!” She shook 
her honey-colored head. “I can’t imagine what came over me.” 

“Are you better now?” inquired Mrs. Brady. 

“Yes. Oh, yes. Tm better now. You see,” said the blonde girl con- 
fidentially, “we were at the theater, my boy friend and I, and it was 
hot and stuffy— I guess ♦^hat must have been the trouble.” 

She paused, and the ghost of her recent distress crossed her face. 
“Godl I thought that last act never would end!” she said. 

While she attended to her hair and complexion, she chattered gayly 
to Mrs. Brady, chattered on with scarcely a stop for breath, and 
laughed much. She said, among other things, that she and her “boy 
friend” had not known one another very long, bul that she was 
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‘*ga-ga” about him. “He is about me, too,” she confessed. “He thinks 
Tm grand.” 

She fell silent then, and in the looking-glass her eyes were shadowed, 
haunted. But Mrs. Brady, from where she stood, could not see the 
looking-glass; and half a minute later the blonde girl laughed and 
began again. When she went out she seemed to dance out on little 
winged feet; and Mrs. Brady, sighing, thought it must be nice to be 
young . . . and happy like that. 

The next arrivals were two. A tall, extremely smart young woman 
in black chiffon entered first, and held the door open for her com- 
panion; and the instant the door was shut, she said, as though it had 
been on the tip of her tongue for hours, “Amy, what under the sun 
happenedV' 

Amy, who was brown-eyed, brown-bobbed-haired, and patently an- 
noyed about something, crossed to the dressing table and flopped into 
a chair before she made reply. 

“Nothing,” she said wearily then. 

“That’s nonsense!” snorted the other. “Tell me. Was it something she 
said? She’s a tactless ass, of course. Always was.” 

“No, not anything she said. It was ” Amy bit her lip. “All right! 

I’ll tell you. Before we left your apartment I just happened to notice 
that Tom had disappeared. So I went to look for him — I wanted to ask 
him if he’d remembered to tell the maid where we were going— 
Skippy’s subject to croup, you know, and we always leave word. Well, 
so I went into the kitchen, thinking Tom might be there mixing cock- 
tails — and there he was — and there she was!” 

The full red mouth of the other young woman pursed itself slightly. 
Her arched brows lifted. “Well?” 

Her matter-of-factness appeared to infuriate Amy. “He was \issing 
her!” she flung out. 

“Well?” said the other again. She chuckled softly and patted Amy’s 
shoulder, as if it were the shoulder of a child. “You’re surely not going 
to let that spoil your whole evening? Amy dear! Kissing may once 
have been serious and significant — but it isn’t nowadays. Nowadays, 
it’s like shaking hands. It means nothing.” 

But Amy was not consoled. “I hate her!” she cried desperately. “Red- 
headed thing! Calling me ‘darling’ and ‘honey,’ and s-sending me hand- 
kerchiefs for C-Christmas — and then sneaking off behind closed doors 
and k-kissing my h-h-husband ” 

At this point Amy broke down, but she recovered herself sufficiently 
to add with venom, “I’d like to slap her!” 

“Oh, oh, oh,” smiled the tall young woman, “I wouldn’t do that!” 

Amy wiped her eyes with what might well have been one of the 
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Christmas handkerchiefs, and confronted her friend. “Well, what 
would you do, Vera? If you were I?” 

“rd forget it,” said Vera, “and have a good time. I’d kiss somebody 
myself. You’ve no idea how much better you’d feel!” 

“I don’t do ” Amy began indignantly; but as the door behind 

her opened and a third young woman — red-headed, earringed, ex- 
quisite — lilted in, she changed her tone. “Oh, hello!” she called sweetly, 
beaming at the newcomer via the mirror. “We were wondering what 
had become of you!” 

The red-headed girl, smiling easily back, dropped her cigarette on 
the floor and crushed it out with a silver-shod toe. “Tom and I were 
talking to Fiddle Baer,” she explained. “He’s going to play ‘Clap Yo^ 
Hands’ next, because it’s my favorite. Lend me a comb, will you?”^ 
“There’s a comb there,” said Vera, indicating Mrs. Brady’s business 


comb. 

“But imagine using it!” murmured the red-headed girl. “Amy, dar- 
ling, haven’t you one?” uT-. » r 

Amy produced a tiny comb from her rhinestone purse. Don t rorget 
to bring it when you come,” she said, and stood up. “I’m going on out, 
I want to tell Tom something.” She went. 

The red-headed young woman and the tall black-chiffon one were 
alone, except for Mrs. Brady. The red-headed one beaded her incredible 
lashes. The' tall one, the one called Vera, sat watching her. Presently she 
said, “Sylvia, look here.” And Sylvia looked. Anybody, addressed in 

that tone, would have. . v . 

“There is one thing,” Vera went on quietly, holding the others eyes, 
“that I want understood. And tnat is, ‘Hands off!' Do you hear me. 

“I don’t know what you mean.” 

“You do know what I mean!” 

The red-headed girl shrugged her shoulders. Amy told you she saw 

“TrTc 5 !'And,” went on Vera, gathering up her possessions and 
rising, “as I said before, you’re to keep away.” Her eyes blazed sudden 
white-hot rage. “Because, as you very well know, he belongs to me, 
she said, and departed, slamming the door. 


Between eleven o’clock and one Mrs Brady was very busy indeed 
Never for more than a moment during those two hours was the dressing 
iNcvcriorm iammed, full to overflowing with curled 

chiSon, hundrrf ditont Po»de, 

3 *“£lng table a thin white dnai eigatette aidn, acarlet a. 
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the tipSy choked the ash-receiver. Dimes and quarters clattered into 
Mrs. Brady’s saucer — and were transferred to Mrs. Brady’s purse. The 
original seventy cents remained. That much, and no more, would Mrs. 
Brady gamble on the integrity of womankind. 

She earned her money. She threaded needles and took stitches. She 
powdered the backs of necks. She supplied towels for soapy, dripping 
hands. She removed a speck from a tcary blue eye and pounded the 
heel on a slipper. She curled the straggling ends of a black bob and a 
gray bob, pinned a velvet flower on a lithe round waist, mixed three 
doses of bicarbonate of soda, took charge of a shed pink-satin girdle, 
collected, on hands and knees, several dozen fake pearls that had wept 
from a broken string. 

She served chorus girls and school girls, gay young matrons and 
gayer young mistresses, a lady who had divorced four husbands, and 
a lady who had poisoned one, the secret (more or less) sweetheart of a 
Most Distinguished Name, and the Brains of a bootleg gang. • . . She 
saw things. She saw a yellow check, with the ink hardly dry. She saw 
four tiny bruises, such as fingers might make, on an arm. She saw a 
girl strike another girl, not playfully. She saw a bundle of letters some 
man wished he had not written, safe and deep in a brocaded handbag. 

About midnight the door flew open and at once was pushed shut, and 
a gray-eyed, lovely child stood backed against it, her palms flattened on 
the panels at her sides, the draperies of her white chiffon gown settling 
lightly to rest around her. 

There were already five damsels of varying ages in the dressing room. 
The latest arrival marked their presence with a flick of her eyes and, 
standing just where she was, she called peremptorily, “Maid I” 

Mrs. Brady, standing just where sAe was, said, “Yes, miss?” 

“Please come here,” said the girl. 

Mrs. Brady, as slowly as she dared, did so. 

The girl lowered her voice to a tense half-whisper. “Listen! Is there 
any way I can get out of here except through this door I came in?” 

Mrs. Brady stared at her stupidly. 

“Any window?” persisted the girl. “Or anything?” 

Here they were interrupted by the exodus of two of the damsels-of- 
varying-ages. Mrs. Brady opened the door for them — ^and in so doing 
caught a glimpse of a man who waited in the hall outside, a debonair, 
old-young man with a girl’s furry wrap hung over his arm, and his hat 
in his hand. 

The door clicked. The gray-eyed girl moved out from the wall, against 
which she had flattened herself— for all the world like one eluding 
pursuit in a cinema. 
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**What about that window?” she demanded, pointing. 

“That^s all the farther it opens,” said Mrs. Brady. 

“Oh! And it’s the only one— isn’t it?” 

“It is.’^ 

“Damn,” said the girl. “Then there’s no way out?” 

“No way bat the door,” said Mrs. Brady testily. 

The girl looked at the door. She seemed to look through the door, and 
to despise and to fear what she saw. Then she looked at Mrs. Brady. 
“Well,” she said, “then I s’pose the only thing for me to do is to stay 
in here.” 

She stayed. Minutes ticked by. Jazz crooned distantly, stopped, struck 
up again. Other girls came and went. Still the gray-cyed girl sat on the 
couch, with her back to the wall and her shapely legs crossed, smoking 
cigarettes, one from the stub of another. 

After a long while she said, “Maid!” r 

“Yes, miss?” / 

“Peck out that door, will you, and see if there’s anyone standing 

there.” , 

Mrs. Brady peeked, and reported that there was. There was a gentle- 
man with a little bit of a black mustache standing there. The^ same 
gentleman, in fact, who was standing there “just after you came in.” 
“Oh, Lord,” sighed the gray-eyed girl. “Well ... I cant stay here 

all night, that’s one sure thing.” , , . i , 

She slid off the couch, and went listlessly to the dressing table. There 
she occupied herself for a minute or two. Suddenly, without a word, 

she darted out. , , r j 

Thirty seconds later Mrs. biady was elated to find two crumpled 
one-dollar bills lying in her saucer. Her joy, however died a premature 
death. For she made an almost simultaneous second discovery. A sad- 
dening one. Above all, a puzzling one. * lU fl 

“Now what for,” marveled Mrs. Brady, “did she want to walk off 
with them scissor sV 

This at twelve twenty-five. • u i ur 

At twelve thirty a quartette of excited young things burst in, babbling 
madly. All of them had their evening wraps with them; all talked at 
once One of them, a Dresden china girl with a heart-shaped face, was 
the ater of attraction. Around her the rest fluttered like monstrous 
butterflies; to her they addressed their shriU exclamatory cries. 

M^B«d7hSl'd‘«cte: -No. in .to «a» UBlm . . “W.B. ,o« 

Xf 1 Timmv savs ” “Oh, there must be some place nearer 
can^in V marvelous?” “When did it happen, Babe? When 

did you decide?” 
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‘‘Just now,” the girl with the heart-shaped face sang softly, “when 
we were dancing.” 

The babble resumed, “But listen, Babe, what’ll your mother and 
father . . . ?” “Oh, never mind, let’s hurry.” “Shall we be warm enough 
with just these thin wraps, do you think.? Babe, will you be warm 
enough? Sure?” 

Powder flew and little pocket combs marched through bright marcels. 
Flushed cheeks were painted pinker still. 

“My pearls,” said Babe, “are old. And my dress and my slippers arc 
new. Now, let’s see — what can I borrowV* 

A lace handkerchief, a diamond bar pin, a pair of earrings were prof- 
fered. She chose the bar pin, and its owner unpinned it proudly, gladly. 

“I’ve got blue garters!” exclaimed a shrill little girl in a silver dress. 

“Give me one, then,” directed Babe. “I’ll trade with you. . . . There! 
That fixes that.” 

More babbling, “Hurry! Hurry up!” . . . “Listen, are you sure we’ll 
be warm enough? Because we can stop at my house, there’s nobody 
home.” “Give me that puff, Babe, I’ll powder your back.” “And just 
to think a week ago you’d never even met each other!” “Oh, hurry up, 
let’s get started r “I’m ready.” “So’m L” “Ready, Babe? You look ador- 
able.” 'Come on, everybody.” 

They were gone again, and the dressing room seemed twice as still 
and vacant as before. 

A minute of grace, during which Mrs. Brady wiped the spilled pow- 
der away with a damp gray rag. Then the door jumped open again. 
Two evening gowns appeared and made for the dressing table in a bee 
line. Slim tubular gowns they were, one green, one palest yellow. Yel- 
low hair went with the green gown, brown hair with the yellow. The 
green-gowned, yellow-haired girl wore gardenias on her left shoulder, 
four of them, and a flashing bracelet on each fragile wrist. The other 
girl looked less prosperous; still, you would rather have looked at her. 

Both ignored Mrs. Brady’s cosmetic display as utterly as they ignored 
Mrs. Brady, producing full field equipment of their own. 

“Well,” said the girl with gardenias, rouging energetically, “how do 
you like him?” 

“Oh-h— all right.” 

•’Meaning, ‘Not any,’ hmm? I suspected as much!” The girl with 
gardenias turned in her chair and scanned her companion’s profile with 
disapproval. “Sec here, Marilec,” she drawled, “are you going to be a 
damn fool all your life?” 

“He’s fat,” said Marilce dreamily. “Fat, and— greasy, sort of. I mean, 
jfreasy in his mind. Don’t you know what T mean?” 
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“I know one thing,” declared the other. “I know Who He Is! And if 
I were you, that’s all I’d need to know. Under the circumstances'' 

The last three words, stressed meaningly, affected the girl called 
Marilee curiously. She grew grave. Her lips and lashes drooped. For 
some seconds she sat frowning a little, breaking a black-sheathed lipstick 
in two and fitting it together again. 

"She’s worse,” she said finally, low. 

“Worse.?” 

Marilee nodded. 

“Well,” said the girl with gardenias, “there you are. It’s the climate. 
She’ll never be anything but worse, if she doesn’t get away. Out West. 
.\rizona or somewhere.” 

“I know,” murmured Marilee. 

The other girl opened a tin of eye shadow. “Of course,” she said dryly, 
“suit yourself. She’s not my sister.” 

Marilee said nothing. Quiet she sat, breaking the lipstick, mending it, 
breaking it. 

“Oh, well,” she breathed finally, wearily, and straightened up. She 
propped her elbows on the plate-glass dressing table top and leaned 
toward the mirror, and with the lipstick she began to make her coral- 
pink mouth very red and gay and reckless and alluring. 


Nightly at one o’clock Vane and Moreno dance for the Club Frangais. 
They dance a tango, they dance a waltz; then, by way of encore, they 
do a Black Bottom, and a trick of their own called the Wheel. They 
dance for twenty, thirty minutes. And while they dance you do not 
leave your table— for this is wuat you came to sec. Vane and More^. 
The new New York thrill. The sole justification for the five-dollar 

convert extorted by Billy Costello. 1 , oc u j 

From one until half-past, then, was Mrs. Bradys recess. She had 
been looking forward to it all the evening long. When it began— when 
the opening chords of the tango music sounded stirringly from the room 
outside— Mrs. Brady brightened. With a right good will she sped the 

^'^AloLf she unlocked her cupboard and took out her maga^.nc--thc 

magazine she had bought three hours before. Heaving 

relief and satisfaction, she plumped herself on the couch and fingered 

^^Immediately she was absorbed, her eyes drinking up printed line*, 

'"^SriSgrz^iLTaf Sfirady favorite. Its stories were true stories, 
taken from life (so the editor said); and to Mrs. Brady they wer. live, 
vivid threads in the dull, drab pattern of ei mg t. 



Kneel to the Rising Sun 

BY ERSKINE CALDWELl 


A 

J. V SHIVER went through Lon- 
nie. He drew his hand away from his sharp chin, remembering what 
Clem had said. It made him feel now as if he were committing a crime 
by standing in Arch Gunnard’s presence and allowing his face to be 
seen. 

He and Clem had been walking up the road together that afternoon 
on their way to the filling station when he told Clem how much he 
needed rations. Clem stopped a moment to kick a rock out of the road, 
and said that if you worked for Arch Gunnard long enough, your face 
would be sharp enough to split the boards for your own coffin. 

As Lonnie turned away to sit down on an empty box beside the gaso- 
line pump, he could not help wishing that he could be as unafraid of 
Arch Gunnard as Clem was. Even if Clem was a Negro, he never 
hesitated to ask for rations when he needed something to eat; and when 
he and his family did not get enough, Clem came right out and told 
Arch so. Arch stood for that, but he swore that he was going to run 
Clem out of the country the first chance he got. 

Lonnie knew without turning around that Clem was standing at the 
corner of the filling station with two or three other Negroes and look- 
ing at him, but for some reason he was unable to meet Clem’s eyes. 

Arch Gunnard was sitting in the sun, honing his jack-knife blade on 
ills boot top. He glanced once or twice at Lonnie’s hound, Nancy, who 
was lying in the middle of the road waiting for Lonnie to go home. 

“That your dog, Lonnie?’’ 

Jumping with fear, Lonnie’s hand went to his chin to hide the lean 
face that would accuse Arch of short-rationing. 

Arch snapped his fingers and the hound st^ up, wagging her taii 
She waited to be called. 
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“Mr. Arch, I ” 

Arch called the dog. She began crawling toward them on her belly, 
wagging her tail a little faster each time Arch’s fingers snapped. When 
she was several feet away, she turned over on her back and lay on the 
ground with her four paws in the air. 

Dudley Smith and Jim Weaver, who were lounging around the filling 
station, laughed. They had been leaning against the side of the building, 
but they straightened up to sec what Arch was up to. 

Arch spat some more tobacco juice on his boot top and whetted the 
jack-knife blade some more. 

“What kind of a hound dog is that, anyway, Lonnie?” Arch said. 
“Looks like to me it might be a ketch hound.” 

Lonnie could feel Clem Henry’s eyes boring into the back of his 
head. He wondered what Clem would do if it had been his dog Arch 
Gunnard was snapping his fingers at and calling like that. 

“His tail’s way too long for a coon hound or a bird dog, ain’t it, 
Arch?” somebody behind Lonnie said, laughing out loud. 

Everybody laughed then, including Arch. They looked at Lonnie, 
waiting to hear what he was going to say to Arch. 

“Is he a ketch hound, Lonnie?’" Arch said, snapping his fingers again. 

“Mr. Arch, I ” 

“Don’t be ashamed of him, Lonnie, if he don’t show signs of turning 
out to be a bird dog or a fox hound. Everybody needs a hound around 
the house that can go out and catch pigs and fabbits when you are in a 
hurry for them. A ketch hound is a mighty respectable animal. I’ve 
known the time when I was mighty proud to own one.” 

Everybody laughed. 

Arch Gunnard was getting ready to grab Nancy by the tail. Lonnie 
sat up, twisting his neck until he caught a glimpse of Clem Henry at 
the other corner of the filling station. Clem was staring at him with 
unmistakable meaning, with the same look in his eyes he had had that 
afternoon when he said that nobody who worked for Arch Gunnard 
ought to stand for short-rationing. Lonnie lowered his eyes. He could 
not figure out how a Negro could be braver than he was. There were 
a lot of times like that when he would have given anything he had to 
be able to jump into Clem’s shoes and change places with him. 

“The trouble with this hound of yours, Lonnie, is that he’s too heavy 
on his feet. Don’t you reckon it would be a pretty slick little trick to 
lighten the load some, being as how he’s a ketch hound to begin with?” 

Lonnie remembered then what Clem Henry had said he would do 
if Arch Gunnard ever tried to cut off his dog’s tail. Lonnie knew, and 
Qcm knew, and everybody else knew, that that would give Arch the 
chance he was waiting for. All Arch asked, he had said, was for Clem 
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Henry to overstep his place just one little half-inch, or to talk back to 
him with just one little short word, and he would do the rest. Everybody 
knew what Arch meant by that, especially if Clem did not turn and 
run. And Clem had not been known to run from anybody, after fifteen 
years in the country. 

Arch reached down and grabbed Nancy’s tail while Lonnie was 
wondering about Clem. Nancy acted as if she thought Arch were play- 
ing some kind of a game with her. She turned her head around until 
she could reach Arch’s hand to lick it. He cracked her on the bridge of 
the nose with the end of the jack-knife. 

“He’s a mighty playful dog, Lonnie,” Arch said, catching up a shorter 
grip on the tail, “but his wag-pole is way too long for a dog of his size, 
especially when he wants to be a ketch hound.” 

Lonnie swallowed hard. 

“Mr. Arch, she’s a mighty fine rabbit tracker. I ” 

“Shucks, Lonnie,” Arch said, whetting the knife blade on the dog’s 
tail, “I ain’t never seen a hound in all my life that needed a tail that 
long to hunt rabbits with. It’s way too long for just a common, ordinary, 
everyday ketch hound.” 

Lonnie looked up hopefully at Dudley Smith and the others. None 
of them offered any help. It was useless for him to try to stop Arch, be- 
cause Arch Gunnard would let nothing stand in his way when once he 
had set his head on what he wished to do. Lonnie knew that if he should 
let himself show any anger or resentment. Arch would drive him off 
the farm before sundown that night. Clem Henry was the only person 
there who would help him, but Clem . . . 

The white men and the Negroes at both corners of the filling station 
waited to see what Lonnie was going to do about it. All of them hoped 
he would put up a fight for his hound. If anyone ever had the nerve to 
stop Arch Gunnard from cutting off a dog’s tail, it might put an end 
to it. It was plain, though, that Lonnie, who was one of Arch’s share- 
croppers, was afraid to speak up. Clem Henry might; Clem was the 
only one who might try to stop Arch, even if it meant trouble. And all 
of them knew that Arch would insist on running Clem out of the 
country, or filling him full of lead. 

“I reckon it’s all right with you, ain’t it, Lonnie.?” Arch said. “I don’t 
seem to hear no objections.” 

Clem Henry stepped forward several paces, and stopped. 

Arch laughed, watching Lonnie’s face, and jerked Nancy to her feet. 
The hound cried out in pain and surprise, but Arch made her be quiet 
by kicking her in the belly. 

Lonnie winced. He could hardly bear to see anybody kick bis dog 
like that. 
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"Mr. Arch, I . . 

A contraction in his throat almost choked him for several moments^ 
and he had to open his mouth wide and fight for breath. The other 
white men around him were silent. Nobody liked to see a dog kicked in 
the belly like that. 

Lonnie could see the other end of the filling station from the corner 
of his eye. He saw a couple of Negroes go up behind Clem and grasp 
his overalls. Clem spat on the ground, between outspread feet, but he 
did not try to break away from them. 

“Being as how I don’t hear no objections, I reckon it’s all right to 
go ahead and cut it off,” Arch said, spitting. 

Lonnie’s head went forward and all he could sec of Nancy was her 
hind feet. He had come to ask for a slab of sowbelly and some molasses, 
or something. Now he did not know if he could ever bring himself to 
ask for rations, no matter how much hungrier they became at home. 

“I always make it a habit of asking a man first,” Arch said. “I wouldn’t 
want to go ahead and cut off a tail if a man had any objections. That 
wouldn’t be right. No, sir, it just wouldn’t be fair and square.” 

Arch caught a shorter grip on the hound’s tail and placed the knife 
blade on it two or three inches from the rump. It looked to those who 
were watching as if his mouth were watering, because tobacco juice 
began to trickle down the corners of his lips. He brought up the back 
of his hand and wiped his mouth. 

A noisy automobile came plowing down the road thiough the deep 
red dust. Everyone looked up as it passed in order to sec who was in it. 

Lonnie glanced at it, but h- could not keep his eyes raised. His head 
fell downward once more until he could feel his sharp chin cutting 
into his chest. He wondered then if Arch had noticed how lean his ace 


“I keep two or three ketch hounds around my place, Arch said, 
honing the blade on the tail of the dog as if it we>-e a lazar strop until 
his actions brought smiles to the faces of the men grouped around him, 
"but I never could see the sense of a ketch hound having a long tail. 
It only gets in their way when I send them out to catch a pig or a rabbit 

hi! kit hand and puihing with hk right, Arch Gtin- 
nard docked the honnd’r tail at quickly and a! ear.ly at ,i he were Mt- 
tine a willow switch in the pasture to drive the cows home with. The 
dol sprang forward with the release of her tad unul she v/as far beyond 
Arfh’s rea!h, and began howling so loud she 

awav Nancy stopped once and looked back at Arch, and then she 
sprang to the middle of the road and began leaping and twisting m 
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circles. All that time she was yelping and biting at the bleeding stub 
of her tail. 

Arch leaned backward and twirled the severed tail in one hand while 
he wiped the jack-knife blade on his boot sole. He watched Lonnie’s 
dog chasing herself around in circles in the red dust. 

Nobody had anything to say then. Lonnie tried not to watch his dog’s 
agony, and he forced himself to keep from looking at Clem Henry. 
Then, with his ey:s shut, he wondered why he had remained on Arch 
Gunnard’s plantation all thoj:e past years, share-cropping for a mere 
living on short-rations, and becoming leaner and leaner all the time. 
He knew then how true it was what Clem had said about Arch’s share- 
croppers’ faces becoming sharp enough to hew their own coffins. His 
hands went up to his chin before he knew what he was doing. His 
hand dropped when he had felt the bones of jaw and the exposed tendons 
of his cheeks. 

As hungry as he was, he knew that even if Arch did give him some 
rations then, there would not be nearly enough for them to eat for the 
following week. Hatty, his wife, was already broken down from hun- 
ger and work in the fields, and his father, Mark Newsome, stone deaf 
for the past twenty years, was always asking him why there was never 
enough food in the house for them to have a solid meal. Lonnie’s head 
fell forward a little more, and he could feel his eyes becoming damp. 

The pressure of his sharp chin against his chest made him so uncom- 
fortable that he had to raise his head at last in order to ease the pain of it. 

The first thing he saw when he looked up was Arch Gunnard twirl- 
ing Nancy’s tail in his left hand. Arch Gunnard had a trunk full of 
dogs’ tails at home. He had been cutting off tails ever since anyone 
could remember, and during all those years he had accumulated a col- 
lection of which he was so proud that he kept the trunk locked and 
the key tied around his neck on a string. On Sunday afternoons when 
the preacher came to visit, or when a crowd was there to loll on the 
j front porch and swap stories. Arch showed them off, naming each tail 
from memory just as well as if he had had a tag on it. 

Clem Henry had left the filling station and was walking alone down 
the road toward the plantation. Clem Henry’s house was in a cluster of 
Negro cabins below Arch’s big house, and he had to pass Lonnie’s 
house to get there. Lonnie was on the verge of getting up and leaving 
when he saw Arch looking at him. He did not know whether Arch 
was looking at his lean face, or whether he was watching to see if he 
were going to get up and go down the road with Clem. 

The thought of leaving reminded him of his reason for being there. 
He had to have some rations before suppertime that night, no matter 
how short they were. 
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“Mr, Arch, I . . ” 

Arch stared at him for a moment, appearing as if he had turned to 
listen to some strange sound unheard of before that moment. 

Lonnie bit his lips, wondering if Arch was going to say anything 
about how lean and hungry he looked. But Arch was thinking about 
something else. He slapped his hand on his leg and laughed out loud. 

I sometimes wish niggers had tails,” Arch said, coiling Nancy’s tail 
into a ball and putting it into his pocket. “I’d a heap rather cut off nigger 
tails than dog tails. There’d be more to cut, for one thing.” 

Dudley Smith and somebody else behind them laughed for a brief 
moment. The laughter died out almost as suddenly as it had risen. 

The Negroes who had heard Arch shuffled their feet in the dust and 
moved backwards. It was only a few minutes until not one was left 
at the filling station. They went up the road behind the red wooden 
building until they were out of sight. 

Arch got up and stretched. The sun was getting low, and it was no 
longer comfortable in the October air. “Well, I reckon I’ll be getting on 
home to get me some supper,” he said. 

He walked slowly to the middle of the road and stopped to look at 
Nancy retreating along the ditch. 

“Nobody going my way V' he asked. “What’s wrong with you, Lonnie? 
Going home to supper, ain’t you.?” 

“Mr. Arch, I . . .” 

Lonnie found himself jumping to his feet. His first thought was to 
ask for the sowbelly and molasses, and maybe some corn meal; but 
when he opened his mouth, the words refused to come out. He took 
several steps forward and shook his head. He did not know what Arch 
might say or do if he said “no.” 

‘Tiatty’ll be looking for you,” Arch said, turning his back and walk- 


ing off. 

He reached into his hip pocket and took out Nancy’s tail. He began 
twirling it as he walked down the road toward the big house in the 


distance. 

Dudley Smith went inside the filling station, and the others walked 


After Arch had gone several hundred yards, Lonnie sat down heavily 
on the box beside the gas pump from which he had got up when Arch 
spoke to him. He sat down heavily, his shoulders drooping, his arms 
falling between his outspread legs. 

Lonnie did not know how long his eyes had been closed, but when 
he opened them, he saw Nancy lying between his feet, licking the 
docked tail. While he watched her, he felt the sharp point of his chm 
cutting into his chest again. Presendy the door behind him was slammed 
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shut, and a minute later he could hear Dudley Smith walking away 
from the filling station on his way home. 

II 

Lonnie had been sleeping fitfully for several hours when he suddenly 
found himself wide awake. Hatty shook him again. He raised himself 
on his elbow and tried to see into the darkness of the room. Without 
knowing what time it was, he was able to determine that it was stili 
nearly two hours until sunrise. 

‘‘Lonnie,” Hatty said again, trembling in the cold night air, '“Lonnie 
your pa aint in the house.” 

Lonnie sat upright in bed. 

“How do you know he aint?” he said. 

“Eve been lying here wide awake ever since I got in bed, and I heard 
him when he went out. He’s been gone all that time ” 

“Maybe he just stepped out for a while,” Lonnie said, turning and 
trying to see through the bedroom window. 

“I know what I’m saying, Lonnie,” Hatty insisted. “Your pa’s been 
gone a heap too long.” 

Both of them sat without a sound for several minutes while they 
listened for Mark Newsome. 

Lonnie got up and lit a lamp. He shivered while he was putting on 
his shirt, overalls, and shoes. He tied his shoelaces in hard knots be- 
cause he couldn’t see in the faint light. Outside the window it was almost 
pitch-dark, and Lonnie could feel the damp October air blowing against 
his face. 

“I’ll go help look,” Hatty said, throwing the covers off and starting 
to get up. 

Lonnie went to the bed and drew the covers back over her and pushed 
her back into place. 

“You try to get some sleep, Hatty,” he said; “you can’t stay awake 
the whole night. I’ll go bring Pa back.” 

He left Hatty, blowing out the lamp, and stumbled through the 
dark hall, feeling his way to the front porch by touching the wall with 
his hands. When he got to the porch, he could still barely see any dis- 
tance ahead, but his eyes were becoming more accustomed to the dark- 
ness. He waited a minute, listening. 

Feeling his way down the steps into the yard, he walked around the 
corner of the house and stopped to listen again before calling his 
father. 

“Oh, Pa!” he said loudly. “Oh, Pa!” 

He stopped under the bedroom window when he realized what he 
had been doing. 
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^ ' l>c «aid, scold- 

ing^himsclf. Pa couldn’t hear it thunder.” 

He heard a rustling of the bed. 

h1?v crossroads, or more,” 

Hatty said, calling through the window. 

her^l 5 l Hatty,” Lonnie told 

her. i 11 bring him back m no time.” 

He could hear Nancy scratching fleas under the house, but he knew 
she was in no condition to help look for Mark. It would be several days 
befOTC^she recovered from the shock of losing her tail. 

„£? 5 ® been gone a long time,” Hatty said, unable to keep still. 

That don t make no difference,” Lonnie said. “I’ll find him sooner 
or later. Now you go on to sleep like I told you, Hatty.” 

Lonnie walked toward the barn, listening for some sound. Over at 
the big house he could hear the hogs grunting and squealing, and he 
wished they would be quiet so he could hear other sounds. Arch Gun- 
nards dogs were howling occasionally, but they were not making any 
more noise than they usually did at night, and he was accustomed to 
their howling. 

Lonnie went to the barn, looking inside and out. After walking 
around the barn, he went into the field as far as the cotton shed. He 
knew it was useless, but he could not keep from calling his father time 
after time. 


“Oh, Pal” he said, trying to penetrate the darkness. 

He went further into the field. 

“Now, what in the world could have become of Pa?” he said, stopping 
and wondering where to look next. 

After he had gone back to the front yard, he began to feel uneasy for 
the first time. Mark had not acted any more strangely during the past 
week than he ordinarily did, but Lonnie knew he was upset over the 
way Arch Gunnard was giving out short-rations. Mark had even said 
that, at the rate they were being fed, all of them would starve to death 
inside another three months. 

Lonnie left the yard and went down the road toward the Negro 
cabins. When he got to Clem’s house, he turned in and walked up the 
path to the door. He knocked several times and waited. There was no 
answer, and he rapped louder. 

“Who’s that?” he heard Clem say from bed. 

“It’s me,” Lonnie said. “I’ve got to see you a minute, Clem. I’m out 
in the front yard.” 

He sat down and waited for Clem to dress and come outside. While 
he waited, he strained his cars to catch any sound that might be in the 
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9ir« Over the Helds toward the big house he could hear the fattening 
hogs grunt and squeal. 

Clem came out and shut the door. He stood on the doorsill a moment 
speaking to his wife in bed, telling her he would be back and not to 
worry. 

“Who’s that?” Clem said, coming down into the yard. 

Lonnie got up and met Clem half-way. 

“What’s the trouble?” Clem asked then, buttoning up his overall 
jumper. 

“Pa’s not in his bed,” Lonnie said, “and Hatty says he’s been gone 
from the house most all night. I went out in the field, and all around 
the barn, but I couldn’t find a trace of him anywhere.” 

Clem then finished buttoning his jumper and began rolling a cig- 
arette. He walked slowly down the path to the road. It was still dark, 
and it would be at least an hour before dawn made it any lighter. 

“Maybe he was too hungry to stay in the bed any longer,” Clem said. 
“When I saw him yesterday, he said he was so shrunk up and weak he 
didn’t know if he could last much longer. He looked like his skin ana 
bones couldn’t shrivel much more.” 

“I asked Arch last night after suppertime for some rations — ^just a 
little piece of sowbelly and some molasses. He said he’d get around to 
letting me have some the first thing this morning.” 

“Why don’t you tell him to give you full rations or none?” Clem 
said. “If you knew you wasn’t going to get none at all, you could move 
away and find a better man to share-crop for, couldn’t you?” 

“I’ve been loyal to Arch Gunnard for a long time now,” Lonnie said. 
“I’d hate to haul off and leave him like that.” 

Clem looked at Lonnie, but he did not say anything more just then. 
They turned up the road toward the driveway that led up to the big 
house. The fattening hogs were still grunting and squealing in the 
pen, and one of Arch’s hounds came down a cotton row beside the 
driveway to smell their shoes. 

“Them fattening hogs always get enough to eat,” Clem said. “There’s 
not a one of them that don’t weigh seven hundred pounds right now, 
and they’re getting bigger every day. Besides taking all that’s thrown 
to them, they make a lot of meals off the chickens that get in there to 
peck around.” 

Lonnie listened to the grunting of the hogs as they walked up the 
driveway toward the big house. 

“Reckon we’d better get Arch up to help look for Pa?” Lonnie said. 
“I’d hate to wake him up, but I’m scared Pa might stray off into the 
swamp and get lost for g<^. He couldn’t hear it thunder, even. I never 
could find him back there in all that tangle if he got into it.” 
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Clem said something under his breath and went on toward the barn 
and hog pen. He reached the pen before Lonnie got there. 

“You*d better come here quick,” Clem said, turning around to sec 
where Lonnie was. 

Lonnie ran to the hog pen. He stopped and climbed half-way up the 
wooden-and-wire sides of the fence. At first he could see nothing, but 
gradually he was able to see the moving mass of black fattening hogs 
on the other side of the pen. They were biting and snarling at each 
other like a pack of hungry hounds turned loose on a dead rabbit. 

Lonnie scrambled to the top of the fence, but Clem caught him and 
pulled him back. 

“Don’t go in that hog pen that way,” he said. “Them hogs will tear 
you to pieces, they’re that wild. They’re fighting over something.” 

Both of them ran around the corner of the pen and got to the side 
where the hogs were. Down under their feet on the ground Lonnie 
caught a glimpse of a dark mass splotched with white. He was able to 
see it for a moment only, because one of the hogs trampled over it. 

Clem opened and closed his mouth several times before he was able 
to say anything at all. He clutched at Lonnie’s arm, shaking him. 

“That looks like it might be your pa,” he said. “I swear before good- 


ness, Lonnie, it docs look like it.” 

Lonnie still could not believe it. He climbed to the top of the fence 
and began kicking his feet at the hogs, trying to drive them away. They 
paid no attention to him. 

While Lonnie was perched there, Clem had gone to the wagon shed, 
and he ran back with two singletrees he had somehow managed to find 
there in the dark. He handed one to Lonnie, poking it at him until 
Lonnie’s attention was drawn from the hogs long enough to take it. 

Clem leaped over the fence and began swinging the singletree at the 
hogs. Lonnie slid down beside him, yelling at them. One hog turned on 
Lonnie and snapped at him, and Clem struck it over the back of the 
neck with enough force to drive it oif momentarily. 

By then Lonnie was able to realize what had happened. He ran to the 
mass of bogs, kicking them with his heavy stiff shoes and striking them 
on their heads with the iron-tipped singletree. Once he felt a stinging 
sensation, and looked down to see one of the hogs biting the calf of his 
leg. He had just enough time to hit the hog and drive it away before his 
lei was torn. He knew most of his overall leg had been ripped away, 
because he could feel the night air on his bare wet calf 

Clem had gone ahead and had driven the hogs back There was no 
other way to do anything. They were in a snarling circle arouijd*^, 
and both of them had to keep the singletrees swinging back and forth 
aU the time to keep the hogs off. Finally Lonme reached down and got 
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a grip on Mark’s leg. With Clem helping, Lonnie carried his father to 
the fence and lifted him over to the other side. 

They were too much out of breath for a while to say anything, or to 
do anything else. The snarling, fattening hogs were at the fence, biting 
the wood and wire, and making more noise than ever. 

While Lonnie was searching in his pockets for a match, Clem struck 
one. He held the flame close to Mark Newsome’s head. 

They both stared unbelievingly, and then Clem blew out the match. 
There was nothing said as they stared at each other in the darkness. 

Clem walked several steps away, and turned and came back beside 
Lonnie. 

“It’s him, though,” Clem said, sitting down on the ground. “It’s him, 
all right.” 

“I reckon so,” Lonnie said. He could think of nothing else to say 
then. 

They sat on the ground, one on each side of Mark, looking at the 
body. There had been no sign of life in the body beside them since they 
had first touched it. The face, throat, and stomach had been completely 
devoured. 

“You’d better go wake up Arch Gunnard,” Clem said after a while, 

“What for.?” Lonnie said. “He can’t help none now. It’s too late for 
help.” 

“Makes no difference,” Clem insisted. “You’d better go wake him up 
and let him see what there is to see. If you wait till morning, he might 
take it into his head to say the hogs didn’t do it. Right now is the time 
to get him up so he can see what his hogs did.” 

Clem turned around and looked at the big house. The dark outline 
against the dark sky made him hesitate. 

“A man who short-rations tenants ought to have to sit and look at 
that till it’s buried.” 

Lonnie looked at Clem fearfully. He knew Clem was right, but he 
was scared to hear a Negro say anything like that about a white man. 

“You oughtn’t talk like that about Arch,” Lonnie said. “He’s in bed 
asleep. He didn’t have a thing to do with it. He didn’t have no more to 
do with it than I did.” 

Clem laughed a little, and threw the singletree on the ground between 
his feet. After letting it lie there a little while, he picked it up and 
began heating the ground with it. 

Lonnie got to his feet slowly. He had never seen Clem act like that 
before, and he did not know what to think about it. He left without 
saying anything and walked stiffly to the house in the darkness to wake 
up Arch Gunnard. 
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III 

Arch was hard to wake up. And even after he was awake, he was in 
no hurry to get up. Lonnie was standing outside the bedroom window, 
and Arch was lying in bed six or eight feet away. Lonnie could hear 
him toss and grumble. 

“Who told you to come and wake me up in the middle of the night.?’* 
Arch said. 

“Well, Clem Henry’s out here, and he said maybe you’d like to know 
about it.” 

Arch tossed around on his bed, flailing the pillow with his fists. 
“You tell Clem Henry I said that one of these days he’s going to find 
himself turned inside out, like a coat-sleeve.” 

Lonnie waited doggedly. He knew Clem was right in insisting that 
Arch ought to wake up and come out there to see what had happened. 
Lonnie was afraid to go back to the barnyard and tell Clem that Arch 
was not coming. He did not know, but he had a feeling that Clem 
might go into the bedroom and drag Arch out of bed. He did not like 
to think of anything like that taking place. 

“Are you still out there, Lonnie?” Arch shouted. 

“I’m right here, Mr. Arch. I ** 

“If I wasn’t so sleepy, I’d come out there and take a stick and— I don’t 
know what I wouldn’t dol” 

Lonnie met Arch at the back step. On the way out to the hog pen 
Arch did not speak to him. Arch walked heavily ahead, not even waiting 
to see if Lonnie was coming. Th^ lantern that Arch was carrying cast 
long flat beams of yellow light over the ground; and when they got to 
where Clem was waiting beside Mark’s body, the Negro s face shone 

in the night like a highly polished plowshare. 5,, * i. 

“What was Mark doing in my hog pen at night, anyway? Arch 

said, shouting at them both. , , , l r 

Neither Clem nor Lonnie replied. Arch glared at them for not 
answering. But no matter how many times he looked at them, his eyes 
turned each time to stare at the torn body of Mark Newsome on the 


“Thte’s nothing to be done now ” Arch said finally We ,ust have 
to wait till daylight and send for the undertaker. He walked a few 
steps away. “Looks like you could have waited till morning in the first 
place. There wasn’t no sense in getting me up.” 

He turned his back and looked sideways at Clem. Clem stood up 


and looked him straight in the eyes. 
“What do you want, Clem Henry? 


he said. “Who told you to 




«j8 ERSKINE CALDWELL 

coming around my house in the middle of the night? I don’t want nig- 
gers coming here except when I send for them.” 

^1 couldn’t stand to see anybody eaten up by the hogs, and not do 
anything about it,” Clem said. 

*Tou mind your own business,” Arch told him. “And when you talk 
to me, take off your hat, or you’ll be sorry for it. It wouldn’t take much 
to make me do you up the way you belong.” 

Lonnie backed away. There was a feeling of uneasiness around 
them. That was how trouble between Clem and Arch always began- 
He had seen it start that way dozens of times before. As long as Clem 
turned and went away, nothing happened, but sometimes he stayed 
right where he was and talked up to Arch just as if he had been a white 
man, too. 

Lonnie hoped it would not happen this time. Arch was already mad 
enough about being waked up in the middle of the night, and Lonnie 
knew there was no limit to what Arch would do when he got good and 
mad at a Negro. Nobody had ever seen him kill a Negro, but he had 
said he had, and he told people that he was not scared to do it again. 

“I reckon you know how he came to get eaten up by the hogs like 
that,” Clem said, looking straight at ArdL 

Arch whirled around. 

“Arc you talking to me . . . ?” 

“I asked you that,” Clem stated. 

“God damn you, yellow-blooded . . .” Arch yelled. 

He swung the lantern at Clem’s head. Clem dodged, but the bottom 
of it hit his shoulder, and it was smashed to pieces. The oil splattered on 
the ground, igniting in the air from the flaming wick. Clem was lucky 
not to have it splash on his face and overalls. 

“Now, look here . . Clem said. 

“You yellow-blooded nigger,” Arch said, rushing at him. “I’ll teach 
you to talk back to me. You’ve got too big for your place for the last 
time. I’ve been taking too much from you, but I aint doing it no more.” 

“Mr. Arch, I . . .” Lonnie said, stepping forward partly between 
them. No one heard him. 

Arch stood back and watched the kerosene flicker out on the ground. 

“You know good and well why he got eaten up by the fattening 
hogs,” Clem said, standing his ground. “He was so hungry he had to 
get up out of bed in the middle of the night and come up here in the 
dark trying to find something to eat. Maybe he was trying to find the 
S!|ioke]:M>use. It makes no difference, either way. He’s been on short- 
rations like everybody else working on your place, and he was so old he 
didn’t know wh^re else to look for food except in your smokehouse. 
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You know good and well that's how he got lost up here in the dark and 
fell in the hog pen.” 

The kerosene had died out completely. In the last faint flare, Arch 
had reached down and grabbed up the singletree that had been lying on 
the ground where Lonnie had dropped it. 

Arch raised the singletree over his head and struck with all his mi|^ 
at Clem. Clem dodged, but Arch drew back again quickly and landed 
a blow on his arm just above the elbow before Clem could dodge it, 
Clem’s arm dropped to his side, dangling lifelessly. 

**You Goddamn yellow-blooded nigger!” Arch shouted. “Now’s your 
lime, you black bastard. Fve been waiting for the chance to teach you 
your lesson. And this’s going to be one you won’t never forget.” 

Clem felt the ground with his feet until he had located the other 
singletree. He stooped down and got it. Raising it, he did not try to 
hit Arch, but held it in front of him so he could ward off Arch’s blows 
at his head. He continued to stand his ground, not giving Arch an inch. 

“Drop that singletree,” Arch said. 

“I won’t stand here and let you beat me like that,” Clem protested. 

“By God, that’s all I want to hear,” Arch said, his mouth curling. 
“Nigger, your time has come, by God I” 

He swung once more at Clem, but Clem turned and ran toward the 
barn. Arch went after him a few steps and stopped. He threw aside the 
singletree and turned and ran back to the house. 

Lonnie went to the fence and tried to think what was best for him to 
do. He knew he could not take sides with a Negro, in the open, even if 
Clem had helped him, and especially after Clem had talked to Arch in 
the way he wished he could himself. He was a white maO) and to save 
his life he could not stand to think of turning against Arch, no matter 
what happened. 

Presently a light burst through one of the windows of the house, and 
he heard Arch shouting at his wife to wake her up. 

When he saw Arch’s wife go to the telephone, Lonnie realized what 
was going to happen. She was calling up the neighbors and Arch f 
friends. They would not mind getting up in the night when they found 
out what was going to take place. 

Out behind the barn he could hear Clem calling him. Leaving the 
yard, Lonnie felt his way out there in the dark. 

“What’s the trouble, Clem?” he said. 

“I reckon my time has come,” Clem said. “Arch Gunnard talks that 
way when he’s good and mad. He talked just like he did that time he 
carried Jim Mofiin off to the swamp— and Jun never came back. 

“Arch wouldn’t do anything like that to you, Clem,” Lonnie said 
citcitedly« but he knew better^ 
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Clem said nothing. 

"Maybe you’d better strike out for the swamps till he changes his 
mind and cools off some,’* Lonnie said. “You might be right, Clem.” 

Lonnie could feci Clem’s eyes burning into him. 

“Wouldn’t be no sense in that, if you’d help me,” Clem said. “Wouldn’t 
you stand by me?” 

Lonnie trembled as the meaning of Clem’s suggestion became clear 
to him. His back was to the side of the barn, and he leaned against it 
while sheets of black and white passed before his eyes. 

“Wouldn’t you stand by me?” Clem asked again. 

“I don’t know what Arch would say to that,” Lonnie told him halt- 
ingly. 

clem walked away several paces. He stood with his back to Lonnie 
while he looked across the field toward the quarter where his home 
was. 

“I could go in that little patch of woods out there and stay till they 
gel tired of looking for me,” Clem said, turning around to see Lonnie. 

“You’d better go somewhere,” Lonnie said uneasily. “I know Arch 
Gunnard. He’s hard to handle when he makes up his mind to do some- 
thing he wants to do. I couldn’t stop him an inch. Maybe you’d better 
get clear out of the country, Clem.” 

“I couldn’t do that, and leave my family down there across the field,” 
Clem said. 

“He’s going to get you if you don’t.” 

“If you’d only sort of help me out a little, he wouldn’t. I would only 
have to go and hide out in that little patch of woods over there a while. 
Looks like you could do that for me, being as how I helped you find 
your pa when he was in the hog pen.” 

Lonnie nodded, listening for sounds from the big house. He con- 
tinued to nod at Clem while Clem was waiting to be assured. 

“If you’re going to stand up for me,” Clem said, “I can just go over 
there in the woods and wait till they get it off their minds. You won’t 
be telling them where I’m at, and you could say I struck out for the 
swamp. They wouldn’t ever find me without bloodhounds.” 

“That’s right,” Lonnie said, listening for sounds of Arch’s coming out 
of the houser He did not wish to be found back there behind the barn 
where Arch could accuse him of talking to Clem. 

The moment Lonnie replied, Clem turned and ran off into the night. 
Lonnie went after him a few steps, as if he had suddenly changed his 
mind about helping him, but Clem was lost in the darkness by then. 

Lonnie waited for a few minutes, listening to Clem crashing through 
die underbrush in the patch of woods a qufarter of a mile away. When 
he could hear Clem no longer, he went arc -und the barn to meet Arch. 
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Arch came out of the house carrying his double-barreled shotgun 
and the lantern he had picked up in the house. His pockets were bulg- 
ing with shells. 

“Where is that damn nigger, Lonnie?” Arch asked him. “Wher., 
he go to?” 

Lonnie opened his mouth, but no words came out. 

“You know which way he went, don’t you?” 

Lonnie again tried to say something, but there were no sounds. 
jumped when he found himself nodding his head to Arch. 

“Mr. Arch, I ” 

“That’s all right, then,” Arch said. “That's all I need to kno^' now. 
Dudley Smith and Tom Hawkins and Frank and Dave HowaiJ and 
the rest will be here in a minute, and you can stay right here so you can 
show us where he’s hiding out” 

Frantically Lonnie tried to say something. Then he reached for 
Arch’s sleeve to stop him, but Arch had gone. 

Arch ran around the house to the front yard. Soon a car came racing 
down the road, its headlights lighting up the whole place, hog pen 
and all. Lonnie knew it was probably Dudley Smith because his was 
the first house in that direction, only half a mile away. While he was 
turning into the driveway, several other automobiles came into sight, 
both up the road and down it. 

I onnie trembled. He was afraid Arch was going to tell him to point 
out where Clem had gone to hide. Then he knew Arch would tell him. 
He had promised Clem he would not do that. But try as he might, he 
could not make himself believe that Arch Gunnard would do anything 


more than whip Clem. „ 1 r 1 u- u u.A 

Clem had not done anything that called for lynching. He had nou 

raped a white woman, he had not shot at a white man; he had only 
talked back to Arch, with his hat on. But Arch was mad enough to do 
anything; he was mad enough at Clem not to stop at anything short ot 

*^The”whole crowd of men was swarming around him before he 
realized it. And there was Arch clutching his arm and shouting into 


his face. 

L^nni^ recognized every man in the feeble dawn. They were excited, 
and they looked like men on the last lap of an all-night foxhunting 
party. Their shotguns and pistols were held at their waist, ready tor the 

^'“What’s the matter with you, Lonnie?” Arch said, shouting into his 
car. ‘Wake up and say where Clem Henry went to hide out '^erc 

ready to go get him.” 
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Lonnie remembered looking up and seeing Frank Howard dropping 
Tfellow twelve-gauge shells into the breech of his gun. Frank bent for- 
ward so he could hear Lonnie tell Arch where Clem was hiding. 

“You aint going to kill Clem this time, are you, Mr. Arch?” Lonnie 
asked. 

“Kill him?” Dudley Smith repeated. “What do you reckon Fve been 
waiting all this time for if it wasn’t for a chance to get Clem? That 
nigger has had it coming to him ever since he came to this county. 
He’s a bad nigger, and it’s coming to him.” 

“It wasn’t exactly Clem’s fault,” Lonnie said. “If Pa hadn’t come up 
here and fell in the hog pen, Clem wouldn’t have had a thing to do 
with it. He was helping me, that’s all.” 

“Shut up, Lonnie,” somebody shouted at him. “You’re so excited you 
don’t know what you’re saying. You’re taking up for a nigger when 
you talk like that.” 

People were crowding around him so tightly he felt as if he were 
being squeezed to death. He had to get some air, get his breath, get out 
of the crowd. 

“That’s right,” Lonnie said. 

He heard himself speak, but he did not know what he was saying. 

“But Clem helped me find Pa when he got lost looking around for 
something to eat.” 

“Shut up, Lonnie,” somebody said again. “You damn fool, shut up!” 

Arch grabbed his shoulder and shook him until his teeth rattled. 
Then Lonnie realized what he had been saying. 

“Now, look here, Lonnie,” Arch shouted. “You must be out of your 
head, because you know good and well you wouldn’t talk like a nigger- 
lover in your right mind.” 

“That’s right/’ Lonnie said, trembling all over. “I sure wouldn’t want 
ID talk like that.” 

He could still feel the grip on his shoulder where Arch’s strong fingers 
had hurt him. 

“Did Clem go to the swamp, Lonnie?” Dudley Smith said. “Is thai 
right, Lonnie?” 

Lonnie tried to shake his head; he tried to nod his head. Then Arch’s 
fingers squeezed his thin neck. Lonnie looked at the men wild-eyed. 

“Where’s Clem hiding, Lonnie?” Arch demanded, squeezing. 

Lonnie went three or four steps toward the barn. When he stopped, 
the men behind him pushed forward again. He found himself being 
rushed behind the barn and beyond it. 

“All right, Lonnie,” Arch said. “Now which way?” 

Lonnie pointed toward the patch of woods where the creek was. 
The swamn was in the other direction. 
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*^He said he was going to hide out in that little patch of woods along 
the creek over there, Mr. Arch,’* Lonnie said, “I reckon he’s: over there 
now,” 

Lonnie felt himself being swept forward, and he stumbled over the 
rough ground trying to keep from being knocked down and trampled 
upon. Nobody was talking, and everyone seemed to be walking on tip- 
toes. The gray light of early dawn was increasing enough both to hide 
them and to show the way ahead. 

Just before they reached the fringe of the woods, the men separated^ 
and Lonnie found himself a part of the circle that was closing in on 
Clem. 

Lonnie was alone, and there was nobody to stop him, but he was 
unable to move forward or backward. It began to be clear to him whar 
he had done. 

Clem was probably up a tree somewhere in the woods ahead, but by 
that time he had been surrounded on all sides. If he should attempt to 
break and run, he would be shot down like a rabbit. 

Lonnie sat down on a log and tried to think what to do. The sun 
w^ould be up in a few more minutes, and as soon as it came up, the men 
would close in on the creek and Clem. He would have no chance at all 
among all those shot guns and pistols. 

Once or twice he saw the flare of a match through the underbrush 
where some of the men were lying in wait. A whiff of cigarette smoke 
struck his nostrils, and he found himself wondering if Clem could 
smell it wherever he was in the woods. 

There was still no sound anywhere around him, and he knew that 
Arch Gunnard and the rest ot the men were waiting for the sun, which 
would in a few minutes come up behind him in the east. 

It was light enough by that time to see plainly the rough ground and 
the tangled underbrush and the curling bark on the pine trees. 

The men had already begun to creep forward, guns raised as if stalk- 
ing a deer. The woods were not large, and the circle of men would be 
able to cover it in a few minutes at the rate they were going toward. 
There was still a chance that Clem had slipped through the circle before 
dawn broke, but Lonnie felt that he was still there. He tegan to f»l 
then that Clem was there because he himself had placed him there tor 

the men to find more easily. , , , . , 

Lonnie found himself moving forward, drawn into the narrow mg 
circle Presently he could see the men all around him in dim outline. 
Their eyes were searching the heavy green pine tops as they went for- 
ward from tree to tree. , 

“Oh, Pa!” he said in a hoarse whisper. Uh, Fa! ... 

He went forward a few steps, looking into the bushes and up into die 
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tree tops. When he saw the other men again, he realized that it was not 
Mark Newsome being sought. He did not know what had made him 
forget like that. 

The creeping forward began to work into the movement of Lonnie’s 
body. He found himself springing forward on his toes, and his body 
was leaning in that direction. It was like creeping up on a rabbit when 
you did not have a gun to hunt with. 

He forgot again what he was doing there. The springing motion in 
his legs seemed to be growing stronger with each step. He bent forward 
so far he could almost touch the ground with his fingertips. He could 
not stop now. He was keeping up with the circle of men. 

The fifteen men were drawing closer and closer togethei. The dawn 
had broken enough to show the time on the face of a watch. The sun 
was beginning to color the sky above. 

Lonnie was far in advance of anyone else by then. He could not hold 
himself back. The strength in his legs was more than he could hold in 
check. 

He had for so long been unable to buy shells for his gun that he had 
forgotten how much he liked to hunt. 

The sound of the men’s steady creeping had become a rhythm in his 
cars. 

“Here’s the bastard!” somebody shouted, and there was a concerted 
crashing through the dry underbrush. Lonnie dashed forward, reach- 
ing the tree almost as quickly as anyone else. 

He could see everybody with guns raised, and far into the sky above 
the sharply outlined face of Clem Henry gleamed in the rising sun. His 
body was hugging the slender top of the pine. 

Lonnie did not know who was the first to fire, but the rest of the men 
did not hesitate. There was a deafening roar as the shot guns and re- 
volvers flared and smoked around the trunk of the tree. 

He closed his eyes; he was afraid to look again at the face above. The 
firing continued without break. Clem hugged the tree with all his 
might, and then, with the far-away sound of splintering wood, the 
top of the tree and Clem came crashing through the lower limbs to the 
ground. The body, sprawling and torn, landed on the ground with a 
thud that stopped Lonnie’s heart for a moment. 

He turned, clutching for the support of a tree, as the firing began 
once more. The crumpled body was tossed time after time, like a sackful 
of kittens being killed with an automatic shotgun, as charges of lead 
were fired into it from all sides. A cloud of dust rose from the ground 
and drifted overhead with the choking odor of burned powder. 

Lonnie did not remember how long the shooting lasted. He found 
himself running from tree to tree, clutching at the rough pine bark, 
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stumbling wildly toward the cleared ground. The sky had turned 
from gray to red when he emerged in the open, and as he ran, falling 
over the hard clods in the plowed held, he tried to keep his eyes on the 
house ahead. 

Once he fell and found it almost impossible to rise again to his feet 
He struggled to his knees, facing the round red sun. The warmth gave 
him strength to rise to his feet, and he muttered unintelligibly to him- 
self. He tried to say things he had never thought to say before. 

When he got home, Hatty was waiting for him in the yard. She had 
heard the shots in the woods, and she had seen him stumbling over the 
hard clods in the field, and she had seen him kneeling there looking 
straight into the face of the sun. Hatty was trembling as she ran to 
Lonnie to find out what the matter was. 

Once in his own yard, Lonnie turned and looked for a second over his 
shoulder. He saw the men climbing over the fence at Arch Gunnard’s. 
Arch’s wife was standing on the back porch, and she was speaking to 
them. 

“Where’s your pa, Lonnie?” Hatty said. “And what iii the world was 
all that shooting in the woods for?” Lonnie stumbled forward until he 
had reached the front porch. He fell upon the steps. 

“Lonnie, Lonnie!” Hatty was saying. “Wake up and tell me what 
in the world is the matter. I’ve never seen the like of all that’s going on.” 

“Nothing,” Lonnie said. “Nothing.” 

“Well, if there’s nothing the matter, can’t you go up to the big house 
and ask for a little piece of streak-of-lean? We aint got a thing to cook 
for breakfast. Your pa’s going to be hungrier than ever after being up 
walking around all night.” 

“What?” Lonnie said, his voice rising to a shout as he jumped to his 
feet. 

“Why, I only said go up to the big house and get a little piece of 
streak-of-lean, Lonnie. That’s all I said.” 

He grabbed his wife about the shoulders. 

“Meat?” he yelled, shaking her roughly. 

“Yes,” she said, pulling away from him in surprise. “Couldn’t you 
go ask Arch Gunnard for a little bit of streak-of-lean?” 

Lonnie slumped down again on the steps, his hands falling betweer 
his outspread legs and his chin falling on his chest. 

“No,” he said almost inaudibly. “No, I aint hungry." 
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Do You Like It Here? 

BY JOHN O’HARA 


JL HE door was open. The door 
had to be kept open during study period, so there was no knock, and 
Roberts was startled when a voice he knew and hated said, “Hey, Roberts. 
Wanted in Van Ness’s office.” The voice was Hughes’. 

“What for?” said Roberts. 

“Why don’t you go and find out what for. Dopey ?” said Hughes. 

“Phooey on you,” said Roberts. 

“Phooey on you," said Hughes, and left. 

Roberts got up from the desk.. He took off his eye-shade and put on a 
tie and coat. He left the light burning. 

Van Ness’s office, which was en suite with his bedroom, was on the 
ground floor of the dormitory, and on the way down Roberts wondered 
what he had done. It got so after a while, after going to so many schools, 
that you recognized the difference between being “wanted in Some- 
body’s office” and “Somebody wants to see you.” If a master wanted to 
see you on some minor matter, it didn’t always mean that you had to go 
to his office; but if it was serious, they always said, “You’re wanted in 
Somebody’s office.” That meant Somebody would be in his office, wait- 
ing for you, waiting specially for you. Roberts didn’t know why this 
difference existed, but it did, all right. Well, all he could think of was 
that he had been smoking in the shower room, but Van Ness never paid 
much attention to that. Everybody smoked in the shower room, and Van 
Ness never did anything about it unless he just happened to catch you. 

For minor offenses Van Ness would speak to you when he made his 
rounds of the rooms during study period. He would walk slowly down 
the corridor, looking in at each room to sec that the proper occupant, 
and no one else, was there; and when he had something to bawl you out 
about^ something unimportant, he would consult a list he carried, and 
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he would stop in and bawl you out about it and tell you what punish* 
mcnt went with it. That was another detail that made the summons to 
the office a little scary. 

Roberts knocked on Van Ness’s half-open door and a voice said, 
“Come in.” 

Van Ness was sitting at his typewriter, which was on a small desk 
beside the large desk. He was in a swivel chair and when he saw Roberts 
he swung around, putting himself behind the large desk, like a damn 
judge. 

He had his pipe in his mouth and he seemed to look over the steel 
rims of his spectacles. The light caught his Phi Beta Kappa key, which 
momentarily gleamed as though it had diamonds in it. 

“Hughes said you wanted me to report here,” said Roberts. 

“I did,” said Van Ness. He took his pipe out of his mouth and began 
slowly to knock the bowl empty as he repeated, “I did.” He finished 
emptying his pipe before he again spoke. He took a long time about it, 
and Roberts, from his years of experience, recognized that as torture 
tactics. They always made you wait to scare you. It was sort of like the 
third degree. The horrible damn thing was that it always did scare you 
a little, even when you were used to it. 

Van Ness leaned back in his chair and stared through his glasses at 
Roberts. He cleared his throat. “You can sit down,” he said. 

“Yes, sir,” said Roberts. He sat down and again Van Ness made him 


“Roberts, you’ve been here now how long— five weeks?” 

“A little over. About six.” 

“About six weeks,” said Van Ness. “Since the seventh of January. Six 
weeks. Strange. Strange. Six weeks, and I really don t know a thing about 
you. Not much, at any rate. Roberts, tell me a little about yourself. 

“How do you mean. Mister?” , . , i i 

“How do I mean ? Well— about your life, before you decided to honor 
us with your presence. Where you came from, what you did, why you 
went to so many schools, so on.” 

“Well, I don’t know.” ^ ^ 

“Oh, now. Now, Roberts. Don’t let your natural modesty overcome 

the autobiographical urge. Shut the door . 

Roberts got up and closed the door. , , • o- 

“Good,” said Van Ness. “Now, proceed with this— uh— dossier. Give 
me the — huh — huh — lowdown on Roberts, Humphrey, Second Form, 


McAllister Memorial Hall, et cetera.” r i • n i 

Roberts, Humphrey, sat down and felt the of his tie. WeU, 1 
don’t know. I was born at West Point, New York. My father was a first 
lieutenant then and he’s a major now. My father and mother and I lived 
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ip a lot of places because he was in the Army and they transferred him. 
Is that the kind of stuff you want, Mister?” 

“Proceed, proceed. I’ll tell you when I want you to — uh — ^halt,” Van 
Ness seemed to think that was funny, that “halt.” 

“Well, I didn’t go to a regular school till,I was ten. My mother got a 
divorce from my father and I went to school in San Francisco. I only 
stayed there a year because my mother got married again and we moved 
to Chicago, Illinois.” 

“Chicago, Illinois! Well, a little geography thrown in, eh, Roberts? 
Gratuitously. Thank you. Proceed.” 

“Well, so then we stayed there about two years and then we moved 
back East, and my stepfather is a certified public accountant and we 
moved around a lot.” 

“Peripatetic, eh, Roberts?” 

“I guess so. I don’t exactly know what that means.” Roberts paused. 

“Go on, go on.” 

“Well, so I just went to a lot of schools, some day and some boarding. 
All that’s written down on my application blank here. I had to put it all 
down on account of my credits.” 

“Correct. A very imposing list it is, too, Roberts, a very imposing list. 
Ah, to travel as you have. Switzerland. How I’ve regretted not having 
gone to school in Switzerland. Did you like it there?” 

“I was only there about three months. I liked it all right, I guess.” 

“And do you like it here, Roberts?” 

“Sure.” 

“You do? You’re sure of that? You wouldn’t want to change any- 
thing ? ” 

“Oh, I wouldn’t say that, not about any school.” 

“Indeed,” said Van Ness. “With your vast experience, naturally you 
would be quite an authority on matters educational. I suppose you have 
many theories as to the strength and weaknesses inherent in the modern 
educational systems.” 

“I don’t know. I just — I don’t know. Some schools are better than 
others. At least I like some better than others.” 

“Of course. Of course.” Van Ness seemed to be thinking about some- 
thing. He leaned back in his swivel chair and gazed at the ceiling. He put 
his hands in his pants pockets and then suddenly he leaned forward. The 
chair came down and Van Ness’s belly was hard against the desk and his 
arm was stretched out on the desk, full length, fist closed. 

“Roberts! Did you ever see this before? Answer me!” Van Ness’s 
voice was hard. He opened his fist, and in it was a wristwatch. 

Roberts looked down at the watch. “No, I don’t think so,” he said. 
He was glad to be able to sav it truthfully. 
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Van Ness continued to hold out his hand, with the wristwatch lying 
in the palm. He held out his hand a long time, fifteen seconds at least, 
without saying anything. Then he turned his hand over and allowed the 
watch to slip onto the desk. He resumed his normal position in the chair. 
He picked up his pipe, slowly filled it, and lit it. He shook the match 
back and forth long after the flame had gone. He swung around a little 
in his chair and looked at the wall, away from Roberts. “As a boy I spent 
six years at this school. My brothers, my two brothers, went to this school. 
My father went to this school. I have a deep and abiding and lasting 
altection for this school. I have been a member of the faculty of this school 
for more than a decade. I like to think that I am part of this school, that 
in some small measure I have assisted in its progress. I like to think of 
it as more than a mere stepping-stone to higher education. At this very 
moment there are in this school the sons of men who were my class- 
mates. I have not been without my opportunities to take a post at this and 
that college or university, but I choose to remain here. Why.^ Why? Be- 
cause I love this place. 1 love this place, Roberts. I cherish its traditions. 
I cherish its good name.” He paused, and turned to Roberts. “Roberts, 
there is no room here for a thief!” 

Roberts did not speak. 

“There is no room here for a thief, I said!” 

“Yes, sir.” 

Van Ness picked up the watch without looking at it. He held it a few 
inches above the desk. “This miserable watch was stolen last Friday 
afternoon, more than likely during the basketball game. As soon as the 
theft was reported to me I imhicdiately instituted a search for it. My 
search was unsuccessful. Sometime Monday afternoon the watch was 
put here, here in my rooms. When I returned here after classes Monday 
afternoon, this watch was lying on my desk. Why? Because the con- 
temptible rat who stole it knew that I had instituted the search, and like 
the rat he is, he turned yellow and returned the watch to me. Whoever 
it is, he kept an entire dormitory under a loathsome suspicion. I say to 
you, I do not know who stole this watch or who returned it to my rooms. 
But by God, Roberts, I’m going to find out, if it s the last thing I do. 
If it’s the last thing I do. That’s all, Roberts. You may go.” Van Ness sat 
back, almost breathless. 

Roberts stood up. “I give you my word of honor, I 

“I said you may go!” said Van Ness. 

Roberts was not sure whether to leave the door open or to close it, 

but he did not ask. He left it open. i /r t • 

He went up the stairs to his room. He went in and took off his coat 
and tie, and sat on the bed. Over and over again, first violently, then 
weakly, he said it, “The bastard, the dirty bastard. 



The Daring Young Man on the 
Flying Trapeze 

BY WILLIAM SAROYAN 


I. SLEEP 


HioRIZONTALLY wakeful 
amid universal widths, practicing laughter and mirth, satire, the end of 
all, of Rome and yes of Babylon, clenched teeth, remembrance, much 
warmth volcanic, the streets of Paris, the plains of Jericho, much gliding 
as of rutile in abstraction, a gallery of watcrcolors, the sea and the fish 
with eyes, symphony, a table in the corner of the Eiffel Tower, jazz at 
the opera house, alarm clock and the tap-dancing of doom, conversation 
with a tree, the river Nile, Cadillac coupe to Kansas, the roar of Dos- 
toyevsky, and the dark sun. 

This earth, the face of one who lived, the form without the weight, 
weeping upon snow, white music, the magnified flower twice the size 
of the universe, black clouds, the caged panther staring, deathless space, 
Mr. Eliot with rolled sleeves baking bread, Flaubert and Guy de Mau- 
passant, a wordless rhyme of early meaning, Finlandia, mathematics 
highly polished and slick as a green onion to the teeth, Jerusalem, the 
path to paradox. 

The deep song of man, the sly whisper of someone unseen but vaguely 
known, hurricane in the cornfield, a game of chess, hush the queen, the 
king, Karl Franz, black Titanic, Mr. Chaplin weeping, Stalin, Hitler, a 
multitude of Jews, tomorrow is Monday, no dancing in the streets. 

0 swift moment of life: it is ended, the earth is again now. 


I3CO 
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II. WAKEFULNESS 


He (the living) dressed and shaved, grinning at himself in the mirror. 
Very unhandsome, he said; where is my tie? (He had but one.) Coffee 
and a gray sky, Pacific Ocean fog, the drone of a passing streetcar, people 
going to the city, time again, the day, prose and poetry. He moved 
swiftly down the stairs to the street and began to walk, thinking sud- 
denly, It is only in sleep that we may J{now that we live. There only, in 
that living death, do we meet ourselves and the jar earth, God and the 
saints, the names of our fathers, the substance of remote moments; it u 
there that the centuries merge in the moment, that the vast becomes the 
tiny, tangible atom of eternity. 

He walked into the day as alertly as might be, making a definite noise 
with his heels, perceiving with his eyes the superficial truth of streets 
and structures, the trivial truth of reality. Helplessly his mind sang. He 
flies through the air with the greatest of ease; the daring young man on 
the flying trapeze; then laughed with all the might of his being. It was 
really a splendid morning: gray, cold, and cheerless, a morning for in- 
ward vigor; ah, Edgar Guest, he said, how I long for your music. 

In the gutter he saw a coin which proved to be a penny dated 1923, 
and placing it in the palm of his hand he examined it closely, remem- 
bering that year and thinking of Lincoln whose profile was stamped 
upon the coin. There was almost nothing a man could do with a penny. 

I will purchase a motorcar, he thought. 1 will dress myself in the fashion 
of a fop, visit the hotel strumpets, drink and dine, and then return to the 
quiet. Or I will drop the coin into a slot and weigh myself. 

It was good to be poor, and me Communists— but it was dreadful to 
be hungry. What appetites they had, how fond they were of food! Empty 
stomachs He remembered how greatly he needed food. Every meal was 
bread and coffee and cigarettes, and now he had no more bread. Coffee 
without bread could never honestly serve as supper, and there were no 
weeds in the park that could be cooked as spinach is cooked. 

If the truth were known, he was half starved, and yet there was sdl 
no end of books he ought to read kfore he died. 
voung Italian in a Brooklyn hospital, a small si A clerk named 
who had said desperately, I would like to see California met before I 
die. And he thought earnestly, I ought at least to read Hamlet once 

^^llwa^thS awake: at the Jought of dying. 
No^wakefulness was a state in the nature of a sustained shi^k A young 
man could perish rather unostentatiously, he 

was very nearly starved. Water and prose were fine, they filM muA 
toS^nk spaeJ. but they were inadequate. If there were only some 
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work he might do for money, some trivial labor in the name of com- 
merce. If they would only allow him to sit at a desk all day and add 
trade figures, subtract and multiply and divide, then perhaps he would 
not die. He would buy food, all sorts of it: untasted delicacies from 
Norway, Italy, and France; all manner of beef, lamb, fish, cheese; grapes, 
figs, pears, apples, melons, which he would worship when he had satis- 
fied his hunger. He would place a bunch of red grapes on a dish beside 
two black figs, a large yellow pear, and a green apple. He would hold a 
cut melon to his nostrils for hours. He would buy great brown loaves of 
French bread, vegetables of all sorts, meat; he would buy life. 

From a hill he saw the city standing majestically in the east, great 
towers, dense with his kind, and there he was suddenly outside of it all, 
almost definitely certain that he should never gain admittance, almost 
positive that somehow he had ve^^tured upon the wrong earth, or perhaps 
into the wrong age, and now a young man of twenty-two was to be per- 
manently ejected from it. This thought was not saddening. He said to 
himself, sometime soon I must write An Application For Permission To 
Live, He accepted the thought of dying v/ithout pity for himself or for 
man, believing that he would at least sleep another night. His rent for 
another day was paid; there was yet another tomorrow. And after that 
he might go where other homeless men went. He might even visit the 
Salvation Army — sing to God and Jesus (unlover of my soul), be saved, 
eat and sleep. But he knew that he would not. His life was a private life. 
He did not wish to destroy this fact. Any other alternative would be 
better. 

T hrough the air on the flying trapeze, his mind hummed. Amusing 
it was, astoundingly funny. A trapeze to God, or to nothing, a flying 
trapeze to some sort of eternity; he prayed objectively for the strength 
to make the flight with grace. 

I have one cent, he said. It is an American coin. In the evening I shall 
polish it until it glows like a sun and I shall study the words. 

He was now walking in the city itself, among living men. There were 
one or two places to go. He saw his reflection in the plate-glass windows 
of stores and was disappointed with his appearance. He seemed not at 
all as strong as he felt; he seemed, in fact, a trifle infirm in every part of 
his body, in his neck, his shoulders, arms, trunk, and knees. This will 
never do, he said, and with an effort he assembled all his disjointed parts 
and became tensely, artificially erect and solid. 

He passed numerous restaurants with magnificent discipline, refusing 
even to glance into them, and at last reached a building, which he en- 
tered. He rose in an elevator to the seventh floor, moved down a hall, 
and, opening a door, walked into the oflTice of an employment agency. 
Already there were two dozen young men in the place; he found a 
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c(>rner where he stood waiting his turn to be interviewed. At length he 
was granted this great privilege and was questioned by a thin, scatter- 
brained miss of fifty. 

Now tell me, she said; what can you do? 

He was embarrassed. I can write, he said pathetically. 

You mean your penmanship is good? Is that it? said the elderly 
maiden. 

Well, yes, he replied. But I mean that I can write. 

Write what? said the miss, almost with anger. 

Prose, he said simply. 

There was a pause. At last the lady said: 

Can you use a typewriter? 

Of course, said the young man. 

All right, Vx^ent on the miss, we have your address; we will get in touch 
with you. There is nothing this morning, nothing at all. 

It was much the same at the other agency, except that he was ques- 
tioned by a conceited young man who closely resembled a pig. From the 
agencies he went to the large department stores: there was a good deal 
of pomposity, some humiliation on his part, and finally the report that 
work was not available. He did not feel displeased, and strangely did 
not even feel that he was personally involved in all the foolishness. He 
was a living young man who was in need of money with which to go on 
being one, and there was no way of getting it except by working for it; 
and there was no work. It was purely an abstract problem which he 
wished for the last time to attempt to solve. Now he was pleased that the 


matter was closed. ri- ir t- 

He began to perceive the definiteness of the course of his life, bxcept 
for moments, it had been largely artless, but now at the last minute he 
was determined that there should be as little imprecision as possible. 

He passed countless stores and restaurants on his way to the 
Y. M. C. A., where he helped himself to paper and ink and began to 
compose his Application. For an hour he worked on this document, then 
suddenly, owing to the bad air in the place and to hunger, he became 
faint. He seemed to be swimming away from himself with great strokes, 
and hurriedly left the building. In the Civic Center Park, across froni the 
Public Library Building, he drank almost a quart of water and felt him- 
self refreshed. An old man was standing in the center of^e brick boule- 
vard surrounded by sea gulls, pigeons, and robins He was ‘aking 
handfuls of bread crumbs from a large paper sack and tossing them to 

die birds with a gallant gesture. • r l 

' Dimly he felt impelled to ask the old mart for a portion of the crum^ 
but he did not allow the thought even nearly to reach consciousness; he 
entered the Public Library and for an hour read Proust, then, feeling 
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himsdf to be swimming away again, he rushed outdoors. He drank more 
water at the fountain in the park and began the long walk to his room. 

ril go and sleep some more, he said; there is nothing else to do. He 
knew now that he was much too tired and weak to deceive himself about 
being all right, and yet his mind seemed somehow still lithe and alert. 
It, as if it were a separate entity, persisted in articulating impertinent 
pleasantries about his very real physical suffering. He reached his room 
early in the afternoon and immediately prepared coffee on the small gas 
range. There was no milk in the can and the half pound of sugar he had 
purchased a week before was all gone; he drank a cup of the hot black 
fluid, sitting on his bed and smiling. 

From the Y. M. C. A. he had stolen a dozen sheets of letter paper upon 
which he hoped to complete his document, but now the very notion of 
writing was unpleasant to him. There was nothing to say. He began to 
polish the penny he had found in the morning, and this absurd act 
somehow afforded him great enjoyment. No American coin can be made 
to shine so brilliantly as a penny. How many pennies would he need to 
go on living? Wasn’t there something more he might sell? He looked 
about the bare room. No. His watch was gone; also his books. All those 
fine books; nine of them for eighty-five cents. He felt ill and ashamed for 
having parted with his books. His best suit he had sold for two dollars, 
but that was all right. He didn’t mind at all about clothes. But the books. 
That was different. It made him very angry to think that there was no 
respect for men who wrote. 

He placed the shining penny on the table, looking upon it with the 
delight of a miser. How prettily it smiles, he said. Without reading them 
be looked at the words, E Pluribus Unum One Cent United States Of 
America, and turning the penny over, he saw Lincoln and the words. 
In God We Trust Uberty 792 j. How beautiful it is, he said. 

He became drowsy and felt a ghastly illness coming over his blood, 
a feeling of nausea and disintegration. Bewildered, he stood beside his 
bed, thinking that there is nothing to do but sleep. Already he felt him- 
self making great strides through the fluid of the earth, swimming away 
to the beginning. He fell face down upon the bed, saying, I ought first ai 
least to give the coin to some child. A child could buy any number of 
things with a penny. 

Then stviftly, neatly, with the grace of the young man on the trapeze, 
he was gone from his body. For an eta-nal moment he was all things at 
once: the bird, the fish, the rodent, the reptile, and man. An ocean of 
print undulated endlessly and darkly before him. The city burned. The 
herded crowd rioted. The earth circled away, and knowing that he did 
so, he turned his lost face to the empty sky and became dreamless, 
unalivc, perfect. 



The Hitch-Hikers 

BY EUDORA WELTY 


T 

±OJ 


. OM HARRIS, a thirty-year- 
old salesman traveling in office supplies, got out of Victory a little after 
noon and saw people in Midnight and Louise, but went on toward 
Memphis. It was a base, and he was thinking he would like to do some- 
thing that night. 

Toward evening, somewhere in the middle of the Delta, he slowed 
down to pick up two hitch-hikers. One of them stood still by the side 
of the pavement, with his foot stuck out like an, old root, but the other 
was playing a yellow guitar which caught the late sun as it came in a 
long straight bar across the Helds. 

Harris would get sleepy driving. On the road he did some things 
rather out of a dream. And the recurring sight of hitch-hikers waiting 
against the sky gave him the flash of a sensation he had known as a 
child: standing still, with nothing to touch him, feeling tall and having 
the world come all at once into its round shape underfoot and rush 
and turn through space and make his stand very precarious and lonely. 
He qjcned the car door. 

“How you do.?” 

“How you do.?” 

Harris spoke to hitch-hikers almost formally. Now resuming his 
speed, he moved over a little in the seat. There was no room in the back 
for anybody. The man with the guitar was riding with it between his 
legs. Harris reached over and flicked on the radio. 

“Well, musicl” said the man with the guitar. Presently he began to 
smile. “Well, we been there a whole day in that one spot,” he said softly. 
“Seen the sun go clear over. Course, part of the time we laid down under 
that one tree and taken our ease.” 

They rode without talking while the sun went down in red clouds 
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and the radio program changed a few times. Harris switched on his 
lights. Once the man with the guitar started to sing “The One Rose 
That’s Left in My Heart,” which came over the air, played by the Aloha 
Boys. Then in shyness he stopped, but made a streak on the radio dial 
with his blackly calloused finger tip. 

“I 'preciate them big ’lectric gittars some have,” he said. 

“Where are you going?” 

“Looks like north.” 

“It’s north,” said Harris. “Smoke?” 

The other man held out his hand. 

“Well . . . rarely,” said the man with the guitar. 

At the use of the unexpected word, Harris’s cheek twitched, and he 
handed over his pack of cigarettes. All three lighted up. The silent man 
held his cigarette in front of him like a piece of money, between his 
thumb and forefinger. Harris realized that he wasn’t smoking it, but 
was watching it burn. 

“My! gittin’ night agin,” said the man with the guitar in a voice that 
could assume any social surprise. 

“Anything to eat?” asked Harris. 

The man gave a pluck to a low string and glanced at him. 

“Dewberries,” said the other man. It was his only remark, and it was 
delivered in a slow and pondering voice. 

“Some nice little rabbit come skinnin’ by,” said the man with the 
guitar, nudging Harris with a slight punch in his side, “but it run off the 
way it come.” 

The other man was so bogged in inarticulate anger that Harris could 
imagine him running down a cotton row after the rabbit. He smiled 
but did not look around. 

“Now to look out for a place to sleep — is that it?” he remarked dog- 
gedly. 

A pluck of the strings again, and the man yawned. 

There was a little town coming up; the lights showed for twenty 
miles in the flat land. 

“Is that Dulcie?” Harris yawned too. 

“I bet you ain’t got no idea where all I’ve slep’,” the man said, turning 
around in his scat and speaking directly to Harris, with laughter in his 
face that in the light of a road sign appeared strangely teasing. 

“I could eat a hamburger,” said Harris, swinging out of the road 
under the sign in some automatic gesture of evasion. He looked out of 
the window, and a girl in red pants leaped onto the running board. 

“Three and three beers?” she askei smiling, with her head poked 
in. “Hi,” she said to Harris. 

“How are you?” said Harris. “That’s right.” 
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“My,” said the man with the guitar. “Red sailor-boy britches.” Harris 
listened for the guitar note, but it did not come. “But not purty,” he 
said. 

The screen door of the joint whined, and a man’s voice called, “Come 
on in, boys, we got girls.” 

Harris cut off the radio, and they listened to the nickelodeon which 
was playing inside the joint and turning the window blue, red and green 
in turn. 

“Hi,” said the car-hop again as she came out with the tray. “Looks 
like rain.” 

They ate the hamburgers rapidly, without talking. A girl came and 
looked out of the window of the joint, leaning on her hand. The same 
couple kept dancing by behind her. There was something brassy play- 
ing, a swing record of “Love, Oh Love, Oh Careless Love.” 

“Same songs ever ’where,” said the man with the guitar softly. “I come 

down from the hills We had us owls for chickens and fox for yard 

dogs but we sung true.” 

Nearly every time the man spoke Harris’s cheek twitched. He was 
easily amused. Also, he recognized at once any sort ol attempt to confide, 
and then its certain and hasty retreat. And the more anyc^ne said, the 
further he was drawn into a willingness to listen. I’ll hear him play his 
guitar yet, he thought. It had got to be a pattern in his days and nights, 
it was almost automatic, his listening, like the way his hand went to his 
pocket for money. 

“That’n’s most the same as a ballat,” said the man, licking mustard 
off his finger. “My ma, she was the one for ballats. Little in the waist as a 
dirt-dauber, but her voice carrica. Had her a whole lot of tunes. Long 
ago dead an’ gone. Pa’d come home from the courthouse drunk as a 
wheelbarrow, and she’d just pick up an’ go sit on the frcnit step facin’ 
the hill an’ sing. Ever’thiiig she knowed, she’d sing. Dead an gone, 
an’ the house burned down.” He gulped at his beer. His foot was pat- 

said Harris, touching one of the keys on the guitar. “Couldn’t 
you stop somewhere along here and make money playing this. 

Of course it was by the guitar that he had known at once that they 
were not mere hitch-hikers. They were tramps. They were full b own, 
abandoned to this. Both of them were. But when he touched it he knew 
obscurely that it was the yellow guitar, that bold and gay burden in the 
tramp’s arms, that had caused him to stop and pick them up. 

The man hit it flat with the palm of his hand. 

“This box.? Just play it for myself.” . , . ■ , . 

Harris laughed delightedly, but somehow he had a desire to tease him, 
to make him swear to his freedom. 
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“You wouldn’t stop and play somewhere like this? For them to 
dance? When you know all the songs?” 

Now the fellow laughed out loud. He turned and spoke completely 
as if the other man could not hear him. “Well, but right now I got him” 

“Him?” Harris stared ahead. 

“He’d gripe. He don’t like foolin’ around. He wants to git on. You 
always git a partner got notions.” 

The other tramp belched. Harris laid his hand on the horn. 

“Hurry back,” said the car-hop, opening a heart-shaped pocket over 
her heart and dropping the tip courteously within. 

“Aw river!” sang out the man with the guitar. 

As they pulled out into the road again, the other man began to lift 
a beer bottle, and stared beseechingly, with his mouth full, at the man 
with the guitar. 

“Drive back, mister. Sobby forgot to give her back her bottle. Drive 
back.” 

“Too late,” said Harris rather firmly, speeding on into Dulcie, think- 
ing, I was about to take directions from him. 

Harris stopped the car in front of the Dulcie Hotel on the square. 

“ ’Preciated it,” said the man, taking up his guitar. 

“Wait here.” 

They stood on the walk, one lighted by the street light, the other in 
the shadow of the statue of the Confederate soldier, both caved in and 
giving out an odor of dust, both sighing with obedience. 

Harris went across the yard and up the one step into the hotel. 

Mr. Gene, the proprietor, a white-haired man with little dark freckles 
all over his face and hands, looked up and shoved out his arm at the same 
time. 

“If he ain’t back.” He grinned. “Been about a month to the day — I 
was just remarking.” 

“Mr. Gene, I ought to go on, but I got two fellows out front. O.K., 
but they’ve just got nowhere to sleep tonight, and you know that little 
back porch.” 

“Why, it’s a beautiful night out!” bellowed Mr. Gene, and he laughed 
silently. 

“They’d get fleas in your bed,” said Harris, showing the back of his 
hand. “But you know that old porch. It’s not so bad. I slept out there 
once, I forget how.” 

The proprietor let his laugh out like a flood. Then he sobered abruptly. 

“Sure. O.K.,” he said. “Wait a minute — ^Mike’s sick. Come here, Mike, 
it’s just old Harris passin’ through.” 

Mike was an ancient collie dog. He rose from a quilt near the door 
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and moved over the square brown rug, stiffly, like a table walking, and 
shoved himself between the men, swinging his long head from Mr. 
Gene’s hand to Harris’s and bearing down motionless with his jaw in 
Harris’s palm. 

“You sick, Mike?” asked Harris. 

“Dyin* of old age, that’s what he’s doin’l” blurted the proprietor as if 
in anger. 

Harris began to stroke the dog, but the familiarity in his hands 
changed to slowness and hesitancy. Mike looked up out of his eyes 

“His spirit’s gone. You see?” said Mr. Gene pleadingly. 

“Say, look,” said a voice at the front door. 

“Come in, Cato, and see poor old Mike,” said Mr. Gene. 

“I knew that was your car, Mr. Harris,” said the boy. He was nerv- 
ously trying to tuck a Bing Crosby cretonne shirt into his pants like 
a real shirt. Then he looked up and said, “They was tryin’ to take your 
car, and down the street one of ’em like to bust the other one’s head 
wide op’m with a bottle. Looks like you would ’a’ heard the commotion. 
Everybody’s out there. I said, ‘That's Mr. Tom Harris’s car, look at the 
out-of-town license and look at all the stuff he all time carries around 


with him, all bloody.’ ” 

“He’s not dead though,” said Harris, kneeling on the seat of his car. 

It was the man with the guitar. The little ceiling light had been turned 
on. With blood streaming from his broken head, he was slumped down 
upon the guitar, his legs bowed around it, his arms at either side, his 
whole body limp in the posture of a bareback rider. Harris was aware 
of the other face not a yard away: the man the guitar player had called 
Sobby was standing on the curb, with two men unnecessarily holding 
him. He looked more like a bystander than any of the rest, except that 
he still held the beer bottle in his right hand. 

“Looks like if he was fixin’ to hit him, he would of hit him with that 
gittar,” said a voice. “That’d be a real good thing to hit somebody with. 


Whang!” . . , . . -r 

“The way I figure this thing out is,” said a penetrating voice, as it a 

woman were explaining it all to her husband, “the men was left to ’em- 
selves. So — that ’n’ yonder wanted to make off with the car he s the 
bad one. So the good one says, Naw, that ain t right. 

Or was it the other way around? thought Harris dreamily. 

“So the other one says bam! bam! He whacked him over the head. 

And so dumb— right where the movie was letting out.” 

“Who’s got my car keys!" Harris kept shouting. He had, without 
realizing it, kicked away the prop, the guitar; and he had stopped the 

blood with something. ,111.11. 1 

Nobody had to tell him where the ramshackle little hospital was- 
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he had been there once before, on a Delta trip. With the constable 
scuttling along after and then riding on the running board, glasses held 
tenderly in one fist, the handcuffed Sobby dragged alongside by the 
other, with a long line of little boys in flowered shirts accompanying him 
on bicycles, riding in and out of the headlight beam, with the rain falling 
in front of him and with Mr. Gene shouting in a sort of plea from the 
hotel behind and Mike beginning to echo the barking of the rest of the 
dogs, Harris drove in all carefulness down the long tree-dark street, with 
his wet hand pressed on the horn. 

The old doctor came down the walk and, joining them in the car, 
slowly took the guitar player by the shoulders. 

“1 ’spec’ he gonna die though,” said a colored child’s voice mourn- 
fully. “Wonder who goin* to git his box?” 

In a room on the second floor of the two-story hotel Harris put on 
clean clothes, while Mr. Gene lay on the bed with Mike across his 
stomach. 

“Ruined that Christmas tie you came in.” The proprietor was talking 
in short breaths. “It took it out of Mike, I’m tellin’ you.” He sighed. 
“First time he’s barked since Bud Milton shot up that Chinese.” He 
lifted his head and took a long swallow of the hotel whisky, and tears 
appeared in his warm brown eyes. “Suppose they’d done it on the 
porch.” 

The phone rang. 

“See, everybody knows you’re here,” said Mr. Gene. 

“Ruth?” he said, lifting the receiver, his voice almost contrite. 

But it was for the proprietor. 

When he had hung up he said, “That little peanut — he ain’t ever goin’ 
to learn which end is up. The constable. Got a nigger already in the 
jail, so he’s runnin’ round to find a place to put this fella of yours with 
the bottle, and damned if all he can think of ain’t the hotel!” 

“Hell, is he going to spend the night with me?” 

“Well, the same thing. Across the hall. The other fella may die. Only 
place in town with a key but the bank, he says.” 

“What time is it?” asked Harris all at once. 

“Oh, it ain’t late/' said Mr. Gene. 

He opened the door for Mike, and the two men followed the dog 
slowly down the stairs. The light was out on the landing. Harris looked 
out of the old half-open stained-glass window. 

“Is that rain?” 

“It’s been rainin’ since dark, but you don’t ever know a thing like that 
—it’s proverbial.” At the desk he held up a brown package. “Here. I sent 
Cato after some Memphis whisky for you. He had to do something.” 
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“Thanks.” 

“I’ll see you. I don’t guess you’re goin’ to get away very shortly in the 
mornin’. I’m real sorry they did it in your car if they were goin’ to do it.” 
“That’s all right,” said Harris. “You’d better have a little of this.” 
“That.? It’d kill me,” said Mr. Gene. 


In a drugstore Harris phoned Ruth, a woman he knew in town, and 
found her at home having a party. 

“Tom Harris! Sent by heaven!” she cried. “I was wondering what 
I’d do about Carol — this babyr 

“What’s the matter with her.?” 

“No date.” 

Some other people wanted to say hello from the party. He listened 
awhile and said he’d be out. 

This had postponed the call to the hospital. He put in another nickel. 

, . . There was nothing new about the guitar player. 

“Like I told you,” the doctor said, “we don’t have the facilities for 
giving transfusions, and he’s been moved plenty without you taking him 
to Memphis.” 

Walking over to the party, so as not to use his car, making the only 
sounds in the dark wet street, and only partly aware of the indeterminate 
shapes of houses with their soft-shining fanlights marking them off, 
there with the rain falling mist-like through the trees, he almost forgot 
what town he was in and which house he was bound for. 

Ruth, in a long dark dress, leaned against an open door, laughing. 
From inside came the sounds rf at least two people playing a duct on 


the piano. 1 1 

“He would come like this and get all wet!” she cried over her shoul- 
der into the room. She was leaning back on her hands. “What’s the mat- 
ter with your little blue car .? I hope you brought us a present. 

He went in with her and began shaking hands, and set the bottle 
wrapped in the paper sack on a table. 

“He never forgets!” cried Ruth. 

“Drinkin’ whisky!” Everybody was noisy again. „ , • 

“So this is the famous ‘he’ that everybody talks about all the time, 
pouted a girl in a white dress. “Is he one of your cousins, Ruth ? 

“No kin of mine, he’s nothing but a vagabond, said Ruth, and led 

Harris off to the kitchen by the hand. . . Ji , 

I wish they’d call me “you” when I’ve got here, he thought tircdly. 

“More has gone on than a little bit.” she said and told him the news 
while he poured fresh drinks into the glasses. When she accused hi in of 
nothing, of no carelessness or disregard of her feelings, he was fairly sure 
she had not heard about the assault m his car. 
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She was looking at him closely. “Where did you get that sunburn?” 

“Well, I had to go to the Coast last week/* he said. 

“What did you do?” 

“Same old thing.” He laughed; he had started to tell her about some- 
thing funny in Bay St. Louis, where an eloping couple had flagged him 
down in the residential section and threatened to break up if he would 
not carry them to the next town. Then he remembered how Ruth 
looked when he mentioned other places where he stopped on trips. 

Somewhere in the house the phone rang and rang, and he caught 
himself jumping. Nobody was answering it. 

“I thought you’d quit drinking,” she said, picking up the bottle. 

“I start and quit,” he said, taking it from her and pouring his drink. 
“Where’s my date?” 

“Oh, she’s in Leland,” said Ruth. 

They all drove over in two cars to get her. 

She was a slight little thing, with her nightgown in some sort of little 
bag. She came out when they blew the horn, before he could go in after 
her. . . . 

“Let’s go holler off the bridge,” said somebody in the car ahead. 

They drove over a little gravel road, miles through the misty fields, 
and came to the bridge out in the middle of nowhere. 

“liCt’s dance,” said one of the boys. He grabbed Carol around the 
waist, and they began to tango over the boards. 

“Did you miss me?” asked Ruthv She stayed by him, standing in the 
road. 

“Woo-hool” they cried. 

“I wish I knew what makes it holler back,” said one girl. “There’s 
nothing anywhere. Some of my kinfolks can’t even hear it.” 

“Yes, it’s funny,” said Harris, with a cigarette in his mouth. 

“Some people say it’s an old steamboat got lost once.” 

“Might be.” 

They drove around and waited to see if it would stop raining. 

Back in the lighted rooms at Ruth’s he saw Carol, his date, give him a 
strange little glance. At the moment he was serving her with a drink 
from the tray. 

“Are you the one everybody’s ’miratin’ and gyratin’ over?” she said, 
before she would put her hand out. 

“Yes,” he said, “I come from afar.” He placed the strongest drink from 
the tray in her hand, with a little flourish. 

“Hurry back!” called Ruth. 

In the pantry Ruth came over and stood by him while he set more 
glasses on the tray and then followed him out to the kitchen. Was she at 
all curious about him? he wondered. For a moment, when they were 
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simply close together, her lips parted, and she stared off at nothing; her 
jealousy seemed to let her go free. The rainy wind from the back porch 
stirred her hair. 

As if under some illusion, he set the tray down and told her about the 
two hitch-hikers. 

Her eyes flashed. 

“What a — stupid thing!” Furiously she seized the tray when he 
reached for it. 

The phone was ringing again. Ruth glared at him. 

It was as though he had made a previous engagement with the hitch- 
hikers. 

Everybody was meeting them at the kitchen door. 

“Aha!'’ cried one of the men, Jackson. “He tries to put one over on 
you, girls. Somebody just called up, Ruth, about the murder in Tom’s 
car.” 

“Did he die?” asked Harris, without moving. 

“I knew all about it!” cried Ruth, her cheeks flaming. “He told me all 
about it. It practically ruined his car. Didn’t it!” 

“Wouldn’t he get into something crazy like that?” 

“It’s because he’s an angel,” said the girl named Carol, his date, speak- 
ing in a hollow voice from her highball glass. 

“Who phoned?” asked Harris. i j i » i 

“Old Mrs. Daggett, that old lady about a million years old that s al- 
ways calling up. She was right there.” ^ 

Harris phoned the doctor’s home and woke the doctor s wife. The 
guitar player was still the same. i i- j 

“This is so exciting, tell us all,” said a fat boy. Hams knew he lived 
fifty miles up the river and had driven down under the impression that 
there would be a bridge game. 

“It was just a fight.” „ , 

“Oh, he wouldn’t tell you, he never talks. 1 11 tell you, said Ruth. Get 

your drinks, for goodness sake. , c • 

So the incident became a story. Harris grew very tired of it 

“It’s marvelous the way he always gets m with somebody and then 

something happens,” said Ruth, her eyes completely black. 

“Oh, Iw’s my hero,” said Carol, and she went out and stood on the 

'’“^^^be you’ll still be here tomorrow,” Ruth said to Harris, uking his 
arm. “Will you be detained, maybe?” 

“If he dies,” said Harris. 

He told them all good-bye. » 

“Let’s all go to Greenville and get a Coke, said Ruth. 

“No,” he said. “Good night.” 
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“ ‘Aw river,* ” said the girl in the white dress. “Isn’t that what the 
little man said?” 

“Yes,” said Harris, the rain falling on him, and he refused to spend 
the night or to be taken in a car back to the hotel. 

In the antlered lobby, Mr. Gene bent over asleep under a lamp by the 
desk phone. His freckles seemed to come out darker when he was asleep. 

Harris woke him. “Go to bed,” he said. “What was the idea? Any- 
thing happened?” 

“I just wanted to tell you that little buzzard’s up in 202. Locked and 
double-locked, handcuffed to the bed, but I wanted to tell you.” 

“Oh. Much obliged.” 

“All a gentleman could do,” said Mr. Gene. He was drunk. “Warn 
you what’s sleepin’ under your roof.” 

“Thanks,” said Harris. “It’s almost morning. Look.” 

“Poor Mike can’t sleep,” said Mr. Gene. “He scrapes somethin* when 
he breathes. Did the other fella poop out?” 

“Still unconscious. No change,” said Harris. He took the bunch of 
keys which the proprietor was handing him. 

“You keep ’em,” said Mr. Gene. 

In the next moment Harris saw his hand tremble and he took hold 
of it. 

“A murderer!” whispered Mr. Gene. All his freckles stood out. “Here 
he came . . . with not a word to say . . .” 

“Not a murderer yet,” said Harris, starting to grin. 

When he passed 202 and heard no sound, he remembered what old 
Sobby had said, standing handcuffed in front of the hospital, with no- 
body listening to him. “I was jist tired of him always uppin* an’ makin’ 
a noise about ever’thing.” 

In his room, Harris lay down on the bed without undressing or turn- 
ing out the light. He was too tired to sleep. Half blinded by the unshaded 
bulb he stared at the bare plaster walls and the equally white surface of 
the mirror above the empty dresser. Presently he got up and turned on 
the ceiling fan, to create some motion and sound in the room. It was a 
defective fan which clicked with each revolution, on and on. He lay per- 
feedy still beneath it, with his clothes on, unconsciously breathing in a 
rhythm related to the beat of the fan. 

He shut his eyes suddenly. When the) were closed, in the red darkness 
he felt all patience leave him. It was like the beginning of desire. He re- 
membered the girl dropping money into her heart-shaped pocket, and 
remembered a disturbing possessiveness, which meant nothing, Ruth 
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leaning on her hands. He knew he would not be held by any of it. It was 
for relief, almost, that his thoughts turned to pity, to wonder about the 
two tramps, their conflict, the sudden brutality when his back was 
turned. How would it turn out? It was in this suspense that it was more 
acceptable to him to feel the helplessness of his life. 

He could forgive nothing in this evening. But it was too like other 
evenings, this town was too like other towns, for him to move out of this 
lying still clothed on the bed, even into comfort or despair. Even the rain 
— there was often rain, there was often a party, and there had been other 
violence not of his doing — other fights, not quite so pointless, but fights 
in his car; fights, unheralded confessions, sudden love-making — none of 
any of this his, not his to keep, but belonging to the people of these towns 
he passed through, coming out of their rooted pasts and their mock 
rambles, coming out of their time. He himself had no time. He was free; 
helpless. We wished he knew how the guitar player was, if he was still 
unconscious, if he felt pain. 

He sat up on the bed and then got up and walked to the window. 

“Tom!” said a voice outside in the dark. 

Automatically he answered and listened. It was a girl. He could not 
see her, but she must have been standing on the little plot of grass that 
ran around the side of the hotel. Wet feet, pneumonia, he thought. And 
he was so tired he thought of a girl from the wrong town. 

He went down and unlocked the door. She ran in as far as the middle 
of the lobby as though from impetus. It was Carol, from the party. 

“You’re wet,” he said. He touched her. 

“Always raining.” She looke'^ up at him, stepping back. “How are 
you?” 

“O.K., fine,” he said. 

“I was wondering,” she said nervously. “I knew the light would be 
you. I hope I didn’t wake up anybody.” Was old Sobby asleep? he won- 
dered. 

“Would you like a drink? Or do you want to go to the All-Nite and 
get a Coca-Cola ? ” he said. 

“It’s open,” she said, making a gesture with her hand. “The All-Nite’s 
open — I just passed it.” 

They went out into the mist, and she put his coat on with silent pro- 
test, in the dark street not drunken but womanly. 

“You didn’t remember me at the party,” she said, and did not look up 
when he made his exclamation. “They say you never forget anybody, so 
I found out they were wrong about that anyway. 

“They’re often wrong,” he said, and then hurriedly, “Who are you?” 

“We used to stay at the Manning Hotel on the Coast every summer—- 
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I wasn’t grown. Carol Thames. Just dances and all, but you had just 
started to travel then, it was on your trips, and you— you talked at inter- 
mission.” 

He laughed shortly, but she added: 

“You talked about yourself.” 

They walked past the tall wet church, and their steps echoed. 

“Oh, it wasn’t so long ago — five years,” she said. Under a magnolia 
tree she put her hand out and stopped him, looking up at him with her 
child’s face. “But when I saw you again tonight I wanted to know how 
you were getting along.” 

He said nothing, and she went on. 

“You used to play the piano.” 

They passed under a street light, and she glanced up as if to look for 
the little tic in his cheek. 

“Out on the big porch where they danced,” she said, walking on. 
“Paper lanterns . . .” 

“I’d forgotten that, is one thing sure,” he said. “Maybe you’ve got the 
wrong man. I’ve got cousins galore who all play the piano.” 

“You’d put your hands down on the keyboard like you’d say, ‘Now 
this is how it really is!’ ” she cried, and turned her head away. “I guess I 
was crazy about you, though.” 

“Crazy about me then?” He struck a match and held a cigarette be- 
tween his teeth. 

“No — yes, and now tool” she cried sharply, as if driven to deny him. 

They came to the little depot where a restless switch engine was hiss- 
ing, and crossed the black street. The past and present joined like this, 
he thought, it never happened often to me, and it probably won’t happen 
again. He took her arm and led her through the dirty screen door of the 
All-Nite. 

He waited at the counter while she sat down by the wall table and 
wiped her face all over with her handkerchief. He carried the black 
coffees over to the table himself, smiling at her from a little distance. 
They sat under a calendar with some picture of giant trees being cut 
down. 

They said little. A fly bothered her. When the coffee was all gone he 
put her into the old Cadillac taxi that always stood in front of the depot. 

Before he shut the taxi door he said, frowning, “I appreciate it. . . . 
You’re sweet.” 

Now she had torn her handkerchief. She held it up and began to cry. 
“What’s sweet about me?” It was the look of bewilderment in her face 
that he would remember. 

“To come out, like this— in the rain — to be here. . . He shut the door, 
partly from weariness. 
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She was holding her breath. “I hope your friend doesn’t die,” she said. 
“All I hope is your friend gets well.” 

But when he woke up the next morning and phoned the hospital, the 
guitar player was dead. He had been dying while Harris was sitting in 
thcAll-Nitc. 

“It was a murderer,” said Mr. Gene, pulling Mike’s cars. “That was 
just plain murder. No way anybody could call that an affair of honor.” 

The man called Sobby did not oppose an invitation to confess. He 
stood erect and turning his head about a little, and almost smiled at all 
the men who had come to see him. After one look at him Mr. Gene, who 
had come with Harris, went out and slammed the door behind him. 

All the same, Sobby had found little in the night, asleep or awake, to 
say about it. “I done it, sure,” he said. “Didn’t evcr’body sec me, or was 
they blind?” 

They asked him about the man he had killed. 

“N am e Sanford,” he said, standing still, with his foot out, as if he were 
trying to recall something particular and minute. “But he didn’t have 
nothing and he didn’t have no folks. No more’n me. Him and me, we 
took up together two weeks back.” He looked up at their faces as if for 
support. “He was uppity, though. He bragged. He carried a gittar 
around.” He whimpered. “It was his notion to run off with the car. 

Harris, fresh from the barbershop, was standing in the filling station 

where his car was being polished. 

A ring of little boys in bright shirt-tails surrounded him and the car, 

with some colored boys waiting 'i-ehind them. 

“Could they git all the blood off the seat and the steerin’ wheel, Mr. 
Harris?” 

He nodded. They ran away. 

“Mr. Harris,” said a little colored boy who stayed. Does you want 
the box?” 

“The what?” , 

He pointed, to where it lay in the back scat with the sample cases. 

“The po’ kilt man’s gittar. Even the policemans didn’t want it. 

“No,” said Harris, and handed it over. 
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JLHE red sunset, with narrow, 
black cloud strips like threats across it, lay on the curved horizon of the 
prairie. The air was still and cold, and in it settled the mute darkness and 
greater cold of night. High in the air there was wind, for through the 
veil of the dusk the clouds could be seen gliding rapidly south and chang- 
ing shapes. A sensation of torment, of two-sided, unpredictable nature, 
arose from the stillness of the earth air beneath the violence of the upper 
air. Out of the sunset, through the dead, matted grass and isolated weed 
stalks of the prairie, crept the narrow and deeply rutted remains of a 
road. In the road, in places, there were crusts of shallow, brittle ice. There 
were little islands of an old oiled pavement in the road too, but most of 
it was mud, now frozen rigid. The frozen mud still bore the toothed 
impress of great tanks, and a wanderer on the neighboring undulations 
might have stumbled, in this light, into large, partially filled-in and 
weed-grown cavities, their banks channeled and beginning to spread into 
badlands. These pits were such as might have been made by falling 
meteors, but they were not. They were the scars of gigantic bombs, their 
rawness already made a little natural by rain, seed and time. Along the 
road there were rakish remnants of fence. There was also, just visible, 
one portion of tangled and multiple barbed wire still erect, behind which 
was a shelving ditch with small caves, now very quiet and empty, at in- 
tervals in its back wall. Otherwise there was no structure or remnant of 
a structure visible over the dome of the darkling earth, but only, in 
sheltered hollows, the darker shadows of young trees trying again. 

Under the wuthering arch of the high wind a V of wild geese fled 
south. The rush of their pinions sounded briefly, and the faint, plaintive 
notes of their expeditionary talk. Then they left a still greater vacancy. 

1268 
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There was the smell and expectation of snow, as there is likely to be when 
the vMld geese fly south. From the remote distance, toward the red sky, 
came faintly the protracted howl and quick yap-yap of a prairie wolf. 

North of the road, perhaps a hundred yards, lay the parallel and deeply 
intrenched course of a small creek, lined with leafless alders and willows. 
The creek was already silent under ice. Into the bank above it was dug a 
sort of cell, with a single opening, like the mouth of a mine tunnel. 
Within the cell there was a little red of fire, which showed dully through 
the opening, like a reflection or a deception of the imagination. The 
light came from the chary burning of four blocks of poorly aged peat, 
which gave off a petty warmth and much acrid smoke. But the precious 
remnants of wood, old fence posts and timbers from the long-deserted 
dugouts, had to be saved for the real cold, for the time when a man’s 
breath blew white, the moisture in his nostrils stiffened at once when he 
stepped out, and the expansive blizzards paraded for days over the vast 
open, swirling and settling and thickening, till the dawn of the cleared 
day when the sky was a thin blue-green and the terrible cold, in which 
a man could not live for three hours unwarmed, lay over the uniformly 
drifted swell of the plain. 

Around the smoldering peat four men were seated cross-legged. Be- 
hind them, traversed by their shadows, was the earth bench, with two 
old and dirty army blankets, where the owner of the cell slept. In a niche 
in the opposite wall were a few tin utensils which caught the glint of the 
coals. The host was rewrapping in a piece of daubed burlap, four fine, 
leather-bound books. He worked slowly and very carefully, and at last 
tied the bundle securely with a piece of grass-woven cord. The other 
three looked intently upon the process, as if a great significance lay in it. 
As the host tied the cord, he spoke. He was an old man, his long, matted 
beard and hair gray to nearly white. The shadows made his brows and 
cheekbones appear gnarled, his eyes and cheeks deeply sunken. His big 
hands, rough with frost and swollen by rheumatism, were awkward but 
gentle at their task. He was like a prehistoric priest performing a fateful 
ceremonial rite. Also his voice had in it a suitable quality of deep, reverent 
despair, yet perhaps, at the moment, a sharpness of selfish satisfaction. 

“When I perceived what was happening,” he said, “I told myself, ‘It 
is the end. I cannot take much; I will take these.’ 

“Perhaps I was impractical,” he continued. “But for myself, I do not 
regret, and what do we know of those who will come after us.^ We arc 
the doddering remnant of a race of mechanical fools. I have saved what 
I love; the soul of what was good in us here; perhaps the new ones will 
make a strong enough beginning not to fall behind when they become 
clever.” 
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He JOse ivith slow pain and placed the wrapped volumes in the niche 
with his utensils. The others watched him with the same ritualistic gaze. 

“Shakespeare, the Bible, Moby Dic/^, The Divine Comedy!* one of 
them said softly. “You might have done worse; much worse.** 

“You will have a little soul left until you die,’* said another harshly. 
“That is more than is true of us. My brain becomes thick, like my hands.** 
He held the big, battered hands, with their black nails, in the glow to 
be seen. 

“I want paper to write on,” he said. “And there is none,” 

The fourth man said nothing. He sat in the shadow farthest from the 
fire, and sometimes his body jerked in its rags from the cold. Although 
he was still young, he was sick, and coughed often. Writing implied a 
greater future than he now felt able to consider. 

The old man seated himself laboriously, and reached out, groaning at 
the movement, to put another block of peat on the fire. With bowed 
heads and averted eyes, his three guests acknowledged his magnanimity. 

“We thank you. Doctor Jenkins, for the reading,’* said the man who 
had named the books. 

They seemed then to be waiting for something. Doctor Jenkins un- 
derstood, but was loath to comply. In an ordinary moment he would 
have said nothing. But the words of The Tempest, which he had been 
reading, and the religious attention of the three, made this an unusual 
occasion. 

“You wish to hear the phonograph,” he said grudgingly. 

The two middle-aged men stared into the fire, unable to formulate 
and expose the enormity of their desire. 

The young man, however, said anxiously, between suppressed 
coughs, “Oh, please,” like an excited child. 

The old man rose again in his difficult way, and went to the back of 
the cell. He returned and placed tenderly upon the packed floor, where 
the firelight might fall upon it, an old, portable phonograph in a black 
case. He smoothed the top with his hand, and then opened it. The lovely 
grcen-felt-covered disk became visible. 

“I have been using thorns as needles,” he said. “But tonight, because 
we have a musician among us” — ^he bent his head to the young man, 
almost invisible in the shadow — “I will use a steel needle. There are only 
three left.” 

The two middle-aged men stared at him in speechless adoration. The 
one with the big hands, who wanted to write, moved his lips, but the 
whisper was not audible. 

“Oh, don’t,” cried the young man, as if he were hurt. “The thorns 
will do beautifully.” 

“No,” the old man said. “I have become accustomed to the thorns. 
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but they arc not really good. For you, my young friend, we will have 
good music tonight. 

“After all,” he added generously, and beginning to wind the phono- 
graph, which creaked, “they can’t last forever.” 

“No, nor we,” the man who needed to write said harshly. “The 
needle, by all means.” 

“Oh, thanks,” said the young man. “Thanks,” he said again, in a low, 
excited voice, and then stifled his coughing with a bowed head. 

“The records, though,” said the old man when he had finished wind- 
ing, “are a different matter. Already they are very worn. I do not play 
them more than once a week. One, once a week, that is what I allow my- 
self. 

“More than a week I cannot stand it; not to hear them,” he apologized 
“No, how could you.?” cried the young man. “And with them here 
like this.” 

“A man can stand anything,” said the man who wanted to write, in 
his harsh, antagonistic voice. 

“Please, the music,” said the young man. 

“Only the one,” said the old man. “In the long run we will remember 

more that way.” i j i r 

He had a dozen records with luxuriant gold and red seals. Even m 

that light the others could sec that the threads of the records were becom- 
ing worn. Slowly he read out the titles, and the tremendous, dead nama 
of the composers and the artists and the orchestras. The three worked 
upon the names in their minds, carefully. It was difficult to sclcrt from 
such a wealth what they would at once most Ake to remem^r. rmatly 
the man who wanted to write named Gershwin s New York. 

“Oh, no,” cried the sick young man, and then could say noAmg more 
because he had to cough. The others understood him, and the harsh man 
withdrew his selection and waited for the musician to choose. 

The musician begged Doctor Jenkins to read the titles again, ve^ 
slowly, so that he could remember the sounds. While they were read, he 
lay back against the wall, his eyes closed, his thin, horny hand PU‘“ng “t 
his light beard, and listened to the voices and the orchestras and the 

single instruments in his mind. i ..i u ” 

When the reading was done he spoke despairingly. I have forgotten, 

he complained. “I cannot hear them clearly. 

“There are things missing,” he explained. cu-ii-u 

“1 know,” said Doctor Jenkins. “I thought that 1 knew all of Shelley 

by heart. I should have brought Shelley. u rVei 

“That’s more soul than we can use,” said the harsh man. Moby Dtc^ 
“By God, wc can undersund that,” he emphasized. 
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The doctor nodded. 

“Still,” said the man who had admired the books, “we need the abso- 
lute if we are to keep a grasp on anything. 

“Anything but these sticks and peat clods and rabbit snares,” he said 
bitterly. 

“Shelley desired an ultimate absolute,” said the harsh man. “It’s too 
much,” he said. “It’s no good; no earthly good.” 

The musician selected a Debussy nocturne. The others considered 
and approved. They rose to their knees to watch the doctor prepare for 
the playing, so that they appeared to be actually in an attitude of wor- 
ship. The peat glow shov/ed the thinness of their bearded faces, and the 
deep lines in them, and revealed the condition of their garments. The 
other two continued to kneel as the old man carefully lowered the needle 
onto the spinning disk, but the musician suddenly drew back against 
the wall again, with his knees up, and buried his face in his hands. 

At the first notes of the piano the listeners were startled. They stared 
at each other. Even the musician lifted his head in amazement, but then 
quickly bowed it again, strainingly, as if he were suffering from a pain 
he might not be able to endure. They were all listening deeply, without 
movement. The wet, blue-green notes tinkled forth from the old ma- 
chine, and were individual, delectable presences in the cell. The indi- 
vidual, delectable presences swept into a sudden tide of unbearably 
beautiful dissonance, and then continued fully the swelling and ebbing 
of that tide, the dissonant inpourings, and the resolutions, and the 
diminishments, and the little, quiet wavelets of interlude lapping be- 
tween. Every sound was piercing and singularly sweet. In all the men 
except the musician, there occurred rapid sequences of tragically height- 
ened recollection. He heard nothing but what was there. At the final, 
whispering disappearance, but moving quietly, so that the others would 
not hear him and look at him, he let his head fall back in agony, as if 
it were drawn there by the hair, and clenched the fingers of one hand 
over his teeth. He sat that way while the others were silent, and until 
they began to breathe again normally. His drawn-up legs were trembling 
violently. 

Quickly Doctor Jenkins lifted the needle off, to save it, and not to 
spoil the recollection with scraping. When he had stopped the whirling 
of the sacred disk, he courteously left the phonograph open and by the 
fire, in sight. 

The others, however, understood. The musician rose last, but then 
abruptly, and went quickly out at the door without saying anything. The 
others stopped at the door and gave their thanks in low voices. The doc- 
tor nodded magnificently. 

“Come again,” he invited, “in a week. We will have the ‘New York.’ ” 
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When the two had gone together, out toward the rimmed road, he 
stood in the entrance, peering and listening. At first there was only the 
resonant boom of the wind overhead, and then, far over the dome of 
the dead, dark plain, the wolf cry lamenting. In the rifts of clouds the 
doctor saw four stars flying. It impressed the doctor that one of them 
had just been obscured by the beginning of a flying cloud at the very 
moment he heard what he had been listening for, a sound of suppressed 
coughing. It was not near by, however. He believed that down against 
the pale alders he could see the moving shadow. 

With nervous hands he lowered the piece of canvas which served as 
his door, and pegged it at the bottom. Then quickly and quietly, looking 
at the piece of canvas frequently, he slipped the records into the case, 
snapped the lid shut, and carried the phonograph to his couch. There, 
pausing often to stare at the canvas and listen, he dug earth from the 
wall and disclosed a piece of board. Behind this there was a deep hole 
in the wall, into which he put the phonograph. After a moment s con- 
sideration, he went over and reached down his bundle of books and 
inserted it also. Then, guardedly, he once more scaled up the hole with 
the board and the earth. He also changed his blankets, and the grass- 
stuffed sack which served as a pillow, so that he could lie facing the 
entrance. After carefully placing two more blocks of peat on the fii e, he 
stood for a long time watching the stretched canvas, but it seemed to 
billow naturally with the first gusts of a lowering wind. At last he 
prayed, and got in under his blankets, and closed his smoke-smarting 
eyes. On the inside of the bed, next the wall, he could feel with his hand, 
the comfortable piece of lead pipe. 
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Act of Faith 

BY IRWIN SHAW 

p 

JL RESENT it in a pitiful light,” 
Olson was saying, as they picked their way through the mud toward 
the orderly room tent. “Three combat-scarred veterans, who fought 
their way from Omaha Beach to — what was the name of the town wc 
fought our way to?” 

“Konigstcin,” Seeger said. 

“Konigstein.” Olson lifted his right foot heavily out of a puddle and 
stared admiringly at the three pounds of mud clinging to his overshoe. 
“The backbone of the army. The noncommissioned officer. Wc deserve 
better of our country. Mention our decorations in passing.” 

“What decorations should I mention?” Seeger asked. “The marks- 
man’s medal?” 

“Never quite made it,” Olson said. “I had a cross-eyed scorer at the 
butts. Mention the bronze star, the silver star, the Croix de Guerre, with 
palms, the unit citation, the Congressional Medal of Honor.” 

“I’ll mention them all.” Seeger grinned. “You don’t think the CO’ll 
notice that we haven’t won most of them, do you?” 

“Gad, sir,” Olson said with dignity, “do you think that one Southern 
military gentleman will dare doubt the word of another Southern mil- 
itary gentleman in the hour of victory?” 

“I come from Ohio,” Seeger said. 

“Welch comes from Kansas,” Olsen said, coolly staring down a 
second lieutenant who was passing. The lieutenant made a nervous little 
jerk with his hand as though he expected a salute, then kept it rigid, as a 
slight superior smile of scorn twisted at the corner of Olson’s mouth. 
The lieutenant dropped his eyes and splashed on through the mud. 
“You’ve heard of Kansas,” Olson said. “Magnolia-scented Kansas.” 

“Of course,” said Seeger. “I’m no fool.” 
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“Do your duty by your men, Sergeant.” Olson stopped to wipe the 
rain off his face and lectured him. “Highest ranking noncom present 
took the initiative and saved his comrades, at great personal risk, above 
and beyond the call of you-know-what, in the best traditions of the 
American army.” 

“I will throw myself in the breach,” Seeger said. 

“Welch and I can’t ask more,” said Olson, approvingly. 

They walked heavily through the mud on the streets between the 
rows of tents. The camp stretched drearily over the Rheims plain, with 
the rain beating on the sagging tents. The division had been there over 
three weeks by now, waiting to be shipped home, and all the meager 
diversions of the neighborhood had been sampled and exhausted, and 
there was an air of watchful suspicion and impatience with the military 
life hanging over the camp now, and there was even reputed to be a 
staff sergeant in C Company who was laying odds they would not get 
back to America before July Fourth. 

“I’m redeployable,” Olson sang. “It’s so enjoyable . . .” It was a jingle 
he had composed to no recognizable melody in the early days after the 
victory in Europe, when he had added up his points and found they 
only came to 63. “Tokyo, wait for me . . .” 

They were going to be discharged as soon as they got back to the 
States, but Olson persisted in singing the song, occasionally adding a 
mournful stanza about dengue fever and brown girls with venereal 
disease. He was a short, round boy who had been flunked out of air 
cadets’ school and transferred to the infantry, but whose spirits had not 
been damaged in the process. He had a high, childish voice and a pretty 
baby face. He was very good-natured, and had a girl waiting for him at 
the University of California, where he intended to finish his course at 
tjovernment expense when he got out of the army, and he was just the 
Type who is killed off early and predictably and sadly in motion pictures 
about the war, but he had gone through four campaigns and six ma)or 


battles without a scratch. 1,11 a a 

Seeger was a large, lanky boy, with a big nose, who had been wounded 
at Saint L 6 , but had come back to his outfit in the Siegfried Line, quite 
unchanged. He was cheerful and dependable, and he knew his business 
and had broken in five or six second lieutenants who had ^en killed or 
wounded and the CO had tried to get him commissioned m the held, 
but the war had ended while the paperwork was being fumbled over at 


“Acy reached the door of the orderly tent and stopped. Be brave, 
Sergeant,” Olson said. “Welch and I are depending on you. 

“O.K..” Seeger said, and went m. „ , , , . u - 

The tent had the dank, army-canvas smeD that had been so much a 
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part of Seegcr’s life in the past three years. The company clerk was read- 
ing a July, 1945, issue of the Buffalo Courier-Express, which had just 
reached him, and Captain Taney, the company CO, was seated at a 
sawbuck table he used as a desk, writing a letter to his wife, his lips 
pursed with effort. He was a small, fussy man, with sandy hair that was 
falling out. While the fighting had been going on, he had been lean and 
tcnjic and his small voice had been cold and full of authority. But now 
he had relaxed, and a little pot belly was creeping up under his belt and 
he kept the top button of his trousers open when he could do it without 
too public loss of dignity. During the war Seeger had thought of him as 
a natural soldier, tireless, fanatic about detail, aggressive, severely 
anxious to kill Germans. But in the past few months Seeger had seen 
him relapsing gradually and pleasantly into a small-town wholesale 
hardware merchant, which he had been before the war, sedentary and 
a little shy, and, as he had once told Seeger, worried, here in the bleak 
champagne fields of France, about his daughter, who had just turned 
twelve and had a tendency to go after the boys and had been caught by 
her mother kissing a fifteen-year-old neighbor in the hammock after 
school. 

“Hello, Seeger,” he said, returning the salute in a mild, offhand 
gesture. “What’s on your mind?” 

“Am I disturbing you, sir?” 

“Oh, no. Just writing a letter to my wife. You married, Seeger?” He 
peered at the tall boy standing before him. 

“No, sir.” 

“It’s very difficult,” Taney sighed, pushing dissatisfiedly at the letter 
before him. “My wife complains I don’t tell her I iove her often enough. 
Been married fifteen years. You’d think she’d know by now.” He smiled 
at Seeger. “I thought you were going to Paris,” he said. “I signed the 
passes yesterday.” 

“That’s what I came to see you about, sir.” 

“I suppose something’s wrong with the passes.” Taney spoke re- 
signedly, like a man who has never quite got the hang of army regu- 
lations and has had requisitions, furloughs, requests for court-martial 
returned for correction in a baffling flood. 

“No, sir,” Seeger said. “The passes’re fine. They start tomorrow. Well, 
it’s just . . .” He looked around at the company clerk, who was on the 
sports page. 

“This confidential?” Taney asked. 

“If you don’t mind, sir.” 

“Johnny,” Taney said to the clerk, “go stand in the rain some place.” 

“Yes, sir,” the clerk said, and slowly got up and walked out. 
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Taney looked shrewdly at Sccger, spoke in a secret whisper. “You 
pick up anything?’* he asked. 

Seeger grinned. “No, sir, haven’t had my hands on a girl since 
Strasbourg.” 

“Ah, that’s good.” Taney leaned back, relieved, happy he didn’t have 
to cope with the disapproval of the Medical Corps. 

“It’s — well,” said Seeger, embarrassed, “it’s hard to say— but it’s 
money.” 

Taney shook his head sadly. “I know.” 

“We haven’t been paid for three months, sir, and . . .” 

“Damn it!” Taney stood up and shouted furiously. “I would like to 
take every bloody chair-warming old lady in the Finance Department 
and wring their necks.” 

The clerk stuck his head into the tent. “Anything wrong? You call 
for me, sir?” 

“No,” Taney shouted. “Get out of here.” 

The clerk ducked out. 

Taney sat down again. “I suppose,” he said, in a more normal voice, 
“they have their problems. Outfits being broken up, being moved all 
over the place. But it is rugged.” 

“It wouldn’t be so bad,” Seeger said. “But we’re going to Pans tomor- 
row. Olson, Welch and myself. And you need money in Paris.” 

“Don’t I know it.” Taney wagged his head. “Do you know what I 
paid for a bottle of champagne on the Place Pigallc in September . . . ? 
He paused significantly. “I won’t tell you. You won’t have any respect 

for me the rest of your life.” , r i l 

Seeger laughed. “Hanging,” he said, “is too good for the guy who 

thought up the rate of exchange.” t i- » ^ , 

“I don’t care if I never see another franc as long as 1 live, lancy 
waved his letter in the air, although it had been dry for a long time. 

There was silence in the tent and Seeger swallowed a little embar- 
rassedly, watching the CO wave the flimsy sheet of paper in regular 
sweeping movements. “Sir,” he “the tr^h is, I’ve come to borrovv 
some mLey for Welch, Olson and myself. We 11 pay it hack out of the 
first pay we get, and that can’t be too long from now. If you don t wan 
to give it to us, just tell me and I’ll understand and get the hell om of 
here. We don’t like to ask, but you might just as well be dead as be in 

^^Tanef smpped waving his letter and put it down thoughtf^l^ He 
peered It it, wrinkhng his brow, looking like f h^okkeeper in 

the single gloomy light that hung in the middle of the tcriL 
“Just sa5 the word. Captain,” Seeger said, and 1 11 blow . . . 
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“Stay where you are, son,” said Taney, He dug in his shirt pocket 
and took out a worn, sweat-stained wallet. He looked at it for a moment. 
“Alligator,” he said, with automatic, absent pride. “My wife sent it to 
me when we were in England. Pounds don’t fit in it. However . . .” He 
opened it and took out all the contents. There was a small pile of francs 
on the table in front of him. He counted them. “Four hundred francs,” 
he said. “Eight bucks.” 

“Excuse me,” Seeger said humbly. “I shouldn’t have asked.” 

“Delighted,” Taney said vigorously. “Absolutely delighted.” He 
started dividing the francs into two piles. “Truth is, Seeger, most of my 
money goes home in allotments. And the truth is, I lost eleven hundred 
francs in a poker game three nights ago, and I ought to be ashamed of 
myself. Here . . .” he shoved one pile toward Seeger. “Two hundred 
francs.” 

Seeger looked down at the frayed, meretricious paper, which always 
seemed to him like stage money, anyway. “No, sir,” he said, “I can’t 
take it.” 

“Take it,” Taney said. “That’s a direct order.” 

Seeger slowly picked up the money, not looking at Taney. “Some 
time, sir,” he said, “after we get out, you have to come over to my house 
and you and my father and my brother and I’ll go on a real drunk.” 

“I regard that,” Taney said, gravely, “as a solemn commitment.” 

They smiled at each other and Seeger started out. 

“Have a drink for me,” said Taney, “at the Cafe de la Paix. A small 
drink.” He was sitting down to write his wife he loved her when Seeger 
went out of the tent. 

Olson fell into step with Seeger and they walked silently through the 
mud between the tents. 

“Well, mon vieux?'* Olson said finally. 

“Two hundred francs,” said Seeger. 

Olson groaned. “Two hundred fiancsl Wc won’t be able to pinch a 
whore’s behind on the Boulevard des Capucincs for two hundred francs. 
That miserable, penny-loving Yankee!” 

“He only had four hundred,” Seeger said. 

“I revise my opinion,” said Olson. 

They walked disconsolately and heavily back toward their tent. 

Olson spoke only once before they got there. “These raincoats,” he 
said, patting his. “Most ingenious invention of the war. Highest satura- 
tion point of any modern fabric. Collect more water per square inch, and 
hold it, than any material known to man. All hail the quartermaster!” 

Welch was waiting at the entrance of their tent. He was standing 
there peering excitedly and short-sightedly out at the rain through his 
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glasses^ lookiag angry and tough, like a big-city hack-driver, individual 
and incorruptible even in the ten-million colored uniforms. Every time 
Seeger came upon Welch unexpectedly, he couldn’t help smiling at the 
belligerent stance, the harsh stare through the steel-rimmed GI glasses, 
which had nothing at all to do with the way Welch really was. “It’s a 
family inheritance,” Welch had once explained. “My whole family 
stands as though we were getting ready to rap a drunk with a beer glass. 
Even my old lady.” Welch had six brothers, all devout, according to 
Welch, and Seeger from time to time idly pictured them standing in a 
row, on Sunday mornings in church, seemingly on the verge of general 
violence, amid the hushed Latin and Sabbath millinery. 

“How much?” Welch asked loudly. 

“Don’t make us laugh,” Olson said, pushing past him into the tent. 

“What do you think I could get from the French for my combat 
jacket?” Seeger said. He went into the tent and lay down on his cot. 

Welch followed them in and stood between the two of them, a 
superior smile on his face. “Boys,” he said, “on a man s errand. 

“I can just see us now,” Olson murmured, lying on his cot with his 
hands clasped behind his head, “painting Montmartre red. Please bring 
on the naked dancing girls. Four bucks worth.” 

“I am not worried,” Welch announced. 

“Get out of here.” Olson turned over on his stomach. 

“I know where we can put our hands on sixty-five bucks.” Welch 
looked triumphantly first at Olson, then at Seeger. ^ 

Olson turned over slowly and sat up. “I’ll kill you, he said, it you re 


“While you guys are wasting your time,” Welch said, “fooling around 
with the infantry, I used my head. 1 went into Reems and used my head. 

“Ranee,” Olson said automatically. He had had two years of French 
in college and he felt, now that the war was over, that he had to intro- 
duce his friends to some of his culture. 

“1 got to talking to a captain in the air force, Welch said eagerly. A 
little fat old paddle-footed captain that never got higher o(f the ground 
than the second floor of Com Z headquarters, and he told me that what 
he would admire to do more than anylhmg else is take a ®h‘"y 
German Luger pistol with him to show to the boys back in Pacific Grove, 


^Siknee 'Ll on the tent and Welch and Olson looked tentatively at 


Seeger. 

“Sixty-five bucks for a 


Luger, these days,” Olson said, “is a very good 


figure.” 

“They’ve been sellin’ for as low as 


thirty-five,” 


said Welch hesitantly. 
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“I’ll bet,” he said to Sceger, “you could sell yours now and buy another 
one back when you get some dough, and make a clear twenty-five on 
the deal.” 

Seeger didn’t say anything. He had killed the owner of the Luger, an 
enormous SS major, in Coblenz, behind some paper bales in a ware- 
house, and the major had fired at Seeger three times with it, once nick- 
ing his helmet, before Seeger hit him in the face at twenty feet. Seeger 
had kept the Luger, a long, heavy, well-balanced gun, very carefully 
since then, lugging it with him, hiding it at the bottom of his bedroll, 
oiling it three times a week, avoiding all opportunities of selling it, al- 
though he had been offered as much as a hundred dollars for it and 
several times eighty and ninety, while the war was still on, before Ger- 
man weapons became a glut on the market, 

“Well,” said Welch, “there’s no hurry. I told the captain I’d see him 
tonight around 8 o’clock in front of the Lion D’Or Hotel. You got 
five hours to make up your mind. Plenty of time.” 

“Me,” said Olson, after a pause. “I won’t say anything.” 

Sceger looked reflectively at his feet and the other two men avoided 
looking at him. Welch dug in his pocket. “I forgot,” he said. “I picked 
up a letter for you.” He handed it to Seeger. 

“Thanks,” Seeger said. He opened it absently, thinking about the 
Luger. 

“Me,” said Olson, “I won’t say a bloody word. I’m just going to lie 
here and think about that nice fat air force captain.” 

Seeger grinned a little at him and went to the tent opening to read 
the letter in the light. The letter was from his father, and even from 
one glance at the handwriting, scrawly and hurried and spotted, so 
different from his father’s usual steady, handsome, professorial script, 
he knew that something was wrong. 

“Dear Norman,” it read, “sometime in the future, you must forgive 
me for writing this letter. But I have been holding this in so long, and 
there is no one here I can talk to, and because of your brother’s condi- 
tion I must pretend to be cheerful and optimistic all the time at home, 
^ both with him and your mother, who has never been the same since 
Leonard was killed. You’re the oldest now, and although I know we’ve 
never talked very seriously about anything before, you have been 
through a great deal by now, and I imagine you must have matured 
considerably, and you’ve seen so many different places and people. . . . 
Norman, I need help. While the war was on and you were fighting, 
I kept this to myself. It wouldn’t have been fair to burden you with this. 
But now the war is over, and I no longer feel I can stand up under this 
alone. And you will have to face it some time when you get home, if 
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you haven’t faced it already, and perhaps we can help each other by 
facing it together ” 

“I’m redeployable,” Olson was singing softly, on his cot. “It’s so enjoy- 
able, In the Pelilu mud. With the tropical crud ...” He fell silent after 
his burst of song. 

Seeger blinked his eyes, at the entrance of the tent, in the wan rainy 
light, and went on reading his father’s letter, on the stiff white stationery 
with the University letterhead in polite engraving at the top of each page. 

“I’ve been feeling this coming on for a long time,” the letter contin- 
ued, “but it wasn’t until last Sunday morning that something happened 
to make me feel it in its full force. I don’t know how much you’ve 
guessed about the reason for Jacob’s discharge from the Army. It’s true 
he was pretty badly wounded in the leg at Metz, but I’ve asked around, 
and I know that men with worse wounds were returned to duty after 
hospitalization. Jacob got a medical discharge, but I don’t think it was 
for the shrapnel wound in his thigh. He is suffering now from what I 
suppose you call combat fatigue, and he is subject to fits of depression 
and hallucinations. Your mother and I thought that as time went by and 
the war and the army receded, he would grow better. Instead, he is grow- 
ing worse. Last Sunday morning when I came down into the living 
room from upstairs he was crouched in his old uniform, next to the 

window, peering out . . .” , , , r 

“What the hell,” Olson was saying, “if we dont get the sixty-hvc 
bucks we can always go to the Louvre. I understand the Mona Lisa is 


back.” 

“I asked Jacob what he was doing,” the letter went on. ‘ He didnt 
turn around. ‘I’m observing,’ he said. ‘V-i’s and V-z’s. Buzz-bombs an 
rockets. They’re coming in by the hundreds.’ I triced to reason with him 
and he told me to crouch and save myself from flying glass. To humor 
him I got down on the floor beside him and tried to tell him the war 
was over, that we were in Ohio, 4,000 miles away from the nearest spot 
where bombs had fallen, that America had never been 

wouldn’t listen. ‘These’re the new rocket bomb^ he said, ioriht] w . 

“Did you ever hear of the Pantheon.?” Olson asked loudly. 

“No,” said Welch. 

“It’s free.” 

slegfr ’shook his htad a little and blinked his eyes before he went 
thar his father went on, “Jacob seemed to forget about Ae 
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mumbled incoherently a good deal of the time and kept walking back 
and forth saying, 'What’s the situation? Do you know what the situation 
isP’ And he told me he wasn’t worried about himself, he was a soldier 
and he expected to be killed, but he was worried about Mother and my- 
self and Leonard and you. He seemed to forget that Leonard was dead. 
I tried to calm him and get him back to bed before your mother came 
down, but he refused and wanted to set out immediately to rejoin his 
division. It was all terribly disjointed and at one time he took the ribbon 
he got for winning the Bronze star and threw it in the fireplace, then 
he got down on his hands and knees and picked it out of the ashes and 
made me pin it on him again, and he kept repeating, ‘This is when they 
are coming for the Jews.’ ” 

“The next war I’m in,” said Olson, “they don’t get me under the rank 
of colonel.” 

It had stopped raining by now and Seeger folded the unfinished 
letter and went outside. He walked slowly down to the end of the 
company street, and facing out across the empty, soaked French fields, 
scarred and neglected by various armies, he stopped and opened the 
letter again. 

“I don’t know what Jacob went through in the army,” his father 
wrote, “that has done this to him. He never talks to me about the war 
and he refuses to go to a psychoanalyst, and from time to time he is his 
own bouncing, cheerful self, playing in tennis tournaments, and going 
around with a large group of girls. But he has devoured all the concen- 
tration camp reports, and I have found him weeping when the news- 
papers reported that a hundred Jews were killed in Tripoli some time 
ago. 

“The terrible thing is, Norman, that I find myself coming to believe 
that it is not neurotic for a Jew to behave like this today. Perhaps Jacob is 
the normal one, and I, going about my business, teaching economics in 
a quiet classroom, pretending to understand that the world is compre- 
hensible and orderly, am really the mad one. I ask you once more to 
forgive me for writing you a letter like this, so different from any letter 
or any conversation I’ve ever had with you. But it is crowding me, too. 
I do not sec rockets and bombs, but I see other things. 

“Wherever you go these days — restaurants, hotels, clubs, trains — you 
seem to hear talk about the Jews, mean, hateful, murderous talk. What- 
ever page you turn to in the newspapers you seem to find an article about 
Jews being killed somewhere on the face of the globe. And there are 
large, influential newspapers and well-known columnists who each day 
are growing more and more outspoken and more popular. The day that 
Roosevelt died I heard a drunken man yelling outside a bar, ‘Finally, 
they got the Jew out of the White House.’ And some of the people who 
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heard him mcicly laughed and nobody stopped him. And on V-E Day, 
in celebration, hoodlums in Los Angeles savagely beat a Jewish writer. 
It’s difficult to know what to do, whom to fight, where to look for allies. 

“Three months ago, for example, I stopp^ my Thursday night poker 
game, after playing with the same men for over ten years. John Reilly 
happened to say that the Jews were getting rich out of this war, and 
when I demanded an apology, he refused, and when I looked around 
at the faces of the men who had been my friends for so long, I could 
see they were not with me. And when 1 left the house no one said 
good night to me. I know the poison was spreading from Germany 
before the war and during it, but 1 had not realized it had come so 
close. 

“And in my economics class, I find myself idiotically hedging in my 
lectures. I discover that 1 am loath to praise any liberal writer or any 
liberal act and find myself somehow annoyed and frightened to sec an 
article of criticism of existing abuses signed by a Jewish name. And 1 
hate to sec Jewish names on important committees, and hate to read of 
Jews fighting for the poor, the oppressed, the cheated and hungry. Some- 
how, even in a country where my family has lived a hundred years, the 
enemy has won this subtle victory over me — he has made me disfranchise 
myself from honest causes by calling them foreign, Communist, using 
Jewish names connected with them as ammunition against them. 

“And, most hateful of all, I find myself looking for Jewish names in 
the casualty lists and secretly being glad when I discover them there, to 
prove that there at least, among the dead and wounded, we belong. 
Three times, thanks to you and your brothers, I have found our name 
there, and, may God forgive me, at the expense of your blood and your 
brother’s life, through my tears, I have felt that same twitch of satis- 


faction. ... , 1 T 11 

“When I read the newspapers and sec another story that Jews are still 

being killed in Poland, or Jews are requesting that they be given back 
their homes in France, or that they be allowed to enter some country 
where they will not be murdered, I am annoyed with them, I feel they 
are boring the rest of the world with their problems, they are making 
demands upon the rest of the world by being killed, they are disturbing 
everyone by being hungry and asking for the return of their property. 
If we could all fall through the crust of the earth and vanish in one hour 
with our heroes and poets and prophets and martyrs, perhaps we would 
be doing the memory of the Jewish race a service. . . . ^ . , 1 . 1 . 

“This is how I feel today, son. I need some help. You vc been to the 
war, you’ve fought and killed men, you’ve san the people of oth« 
countries. Maybe you understand things that 1 don t understand. Maybe 
you see some hope somewhere. Help me. Your loving father. 
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Sccger folded the letter slowly, not seeing what he was doing because 
the tears were burning his eyes. He walked slowly and aimlessly across 
the dead autumn grass of the empty field, away from the camp. 

He tried to wipe away his tears, because with his eyes full and dark, 
he kept seeing his father and brother crouched in the old-fashioned living 
room in Ohio and hearing his brother, dressed in the old, discarded uni- 
form, saying, “These’re the new rocket bombs. For the Jews.” 

He sighed, looking out over the bleak, wasted land. Now, he thought, 
now I have to think about it. He felt a slight, unreasonable twinge of 
anger at his father for presenting him with the necessity of thinking 
about it. The army was good about serious problems. While you were 
fighting, you were too busy and frightened and weary to think about 
anything, and at other times you were relaxing, putting your brain on a 
shelf, postponing everything to that impossible time of clarity and 
beauty after the war. Well, now, here was the impossible, clear, beautiful 
time, and here was his father, demanding that he think. There are all 
sorts of Jews, he thought, there are the sort whose every waking moment 
is ridden by the knowledge of Jewishness, who see signs against the Jew 
in every smile on a streetcar, every whisper, who see pogroms in every 
newspaper article, threats in every change of the weather, scorn in every 
handshake, death behind each closed door. He had not been like that. 
He was young, he was big and healthy and easy-going and people of all 
kinds had seemed to like him all his life, in the army and out. In Amer- 
ica, especially, what was going on in Europe had seemed remote, unreal, 
unrelated to him. The chanting, bearded old men burning in the Nazi 
furnaces, and the dark-eyed women screaming prayers in Polish and 
Russian and German as they were pushed naked into the gas chambers 
had seemed as shadowy and almost as unrelated to him as he trotted out 
onto the Stadium field for a football game, as they must have been to the 
men named O’Dwycr and Wickersham and Poole who played in the 
line beside him. 

They had seemed more related in Europe. Again and again in the 
towns that had been taken back from the Germans, gaunt, gray-faced 
men had stopped him humbly, looking searchingly at him, and had 
asked, peering at his long, lined, grimy face, under the anonymous hel- 
met, “Are you a Jew.?” Sometimes they asked it in English, sometimes 
French, or Yiddish. He didn’t know French or Yiddish, but he learned 
to recognize the phrase. He had never understood exactly why they had 
asked the question, since they never demanded anything from him, 
rarely even could speak to him, until, one day in Strasbourg, a little bent 
old man and a small, shapeless woman had stopped him, and asked, in 
English, if he was Jewish. 

“Yes,” he said, smiling at them. 
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The two old people had smiled widely, like children. “Look,” the old 
man had said to his wife. “A young American soldier. A Jew. And so 
large and strong.” He had touched Seeger s arm reverently with the tips 
of his fingers, then had touched the Garand he was carrying. “And such 
a beautiful rifle . . .” 

And there, for a moment, although he was not particularly sensitive, 
Seeger got an inkling of why he had been stopped and questioned by 
so many before. Here, to these bent, exhausted old people, ravaged of 
their families, familiar with flight and death for so many years, was a 
symbol of continuing life. A large young man in the uniform of the 
liberator, blood, as they thought, of their blood, but not in hiding, not 
quivering in fear and helplessness, but striding secure and victorious 
down the street, armed and capable of inflicting terrible destruction on 
his enemies. 

Seeger had kissed the old lady on the cheek and she had wept and 
the old man had scolded her for it, while shaking Seeger's hand fervently 
and thankfully before saying good-bye. 

And, thinking back on it, it was silly to pretend that, even before his 
father’s letter, he had been like any other American soldier going 
through the war. When he had stood over the huge dead SS major with 
the face blown in by his bullets in the warehouse in Coblenz, and taken 
the pistol from the dead hand, he had tasted a strange little extra flavor 
of triumph. How many Jews, he’d thought, has this man killed, how 
fitting it is that I’ve killed him. Neither Olson nor Welch, who were 
like his brothers, would have felt that in picking up the Lugcr, its barrel 
still hot from the last shots its owner had fired before dying. And he had 
resolved that he was going to n.r.ke sure to take this gun back with him 
to America, and plug it and keep it on his desk at home, as a kind of 
vague, half-understood sign to himself that justice had once been done 
and he had been its instrument. 

Maybe, he thought, maybe I’d better take it back with me, but not as 
a memento. Not plugged, but loaded. America by now was a strange 
country for him. He had been away a long time and he wasn’t sure what 
was waiting for him when he got home. If the mobs were coming down 
the street toward his house, he was not going to die singing and praying. 

When he was raking basic training he’d heaid a scrawny, clcrklikc- 
looking soldier from Boston talking at the other end of the PX bar, over 
the watered beer. “The boys at the office,” the scratchy voice was saying, 
“gave me a party before I left. And they told me one thing. ‘Charlie,’ 
they said, ‘hold onto your bayonet. We’re going to be able to use it when 
you get back. On the Yids.’ ” 

He hadn’t said anything then, because he’d felt it was neither possible 
nor desirable to fight against every random overheard voice raised 



1286 


IRWIN SHAW 


against the Jews from one end of the world to another. But again and 
again^ at odd moments, lying on a barracks cot, or stretched out trying 
to sleep on the floor of a ruined French farmhouse, he had heard that 
voice, harsh, satisfied, heavy with hate and ignorance, saying above the 
beery grumble of apprentice soldiers at the bar, “Hold onto your 
bayonet. . . 

And the other stories — ^Jews collected stories of hatred and injustice 
and inklings of doom like a special, lunatic kind of miser. The story of 
the naval officer, commander of a small vessel off the Aleutians, who, 
in the officers* wardroom, had complained that he hated the Jews because 
it was the Jews who had demanded that the Germans be beaten first and 
the forces in the Pacific had been starved in consequence. And when one 
of his junior officers, who had just come aboard, had objected and told 
the commander that he was a Jew, the commander had risen from the 
table and said, “Mister, the Constitution of the United States says I have 
to serve in the same navy with Jews, but it doesn*t say I have to eat at the 
same table with them.” In the fogs and the cold, swelling Arctic seas off 
the Aleutians, in a small boat, subject to sudden, mortal attack at any 
moment . . . 

And the two young combat engineers in an attached company on D 
Day, when they were lying off the coast right before climbing down 
into the landing barges. “There’s France,” one of them had said. 

“What’s it like.?” the second one had asked, peering out across the 
miles of water toward the smoking coast. 

“Like every place else,” the first one had answered. “The Jews’ve 
made all the dough during the war.” 

“Shut up!” Seeger had said, helplessly thinking of the dead, destroyed, 
wandering, starving Jews of France. The engineers had shut up, and 
they’d climbed down together into the heaving boat, and gone into the 
beach together. 

And the million other stories. Jews, even the most normal and best 
adjusted of them, became living treasuries of them, scraps of malice and 
bloodthirstiness, clever and confusing and cunningly twisted so that 
every act by every Jew became suspect and blameworthy and hateful. 
Seeger had heard the stories, and had made an almost conscious effort to 
forget them. Now, holding his father’s letter in his hand, he remembered 
them all. 

He stared unsecingly out in front of him. Maybe, he thought, maybe 
it would’ve been better to have been killed in the war, like Leonard. 
Simpler. Leonard would never have to face a crowd coming for his 
mother and father. Leonard would not have to listen and colkct these 
hideous, fascinating little stories that made of every Jew a stranger in 
any town, on any field, on the face of the earth. He had come so close to 
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final. 

Secger shook his head. It was ridiculous to feel like that, and he was 
ashamed of himself for the weak moment. At the age of twenty-one, 
death was not an answer. 

Seeger! It was Olson’s voice. He and Welch had sloshed silently up 
behind Seeger, standing in the open field. “Seeger, man vieux, what’rc 
you doing— grazing?” 

Seeger turned slowly to them. “I wanted to read my letter,” he said, 

Olson looked closely at him. They had been together so long, through 
so many things, that flickers and hints of expression on each other’s 
faces were recopized and acted upon. “Anything wrong?” Olson asked. 

“No,” said Seeger. “Nothing much.” 

“Norman,” Welch said, his voice young and solemn. “Norman, we’ve 
been talking, Olson and me. We decided— you’re pretty attached to that 
Luger, and maybe— if you— well . . .” 

“What he’s trying to say,” said Olson, “is we withdraw the request. 
If you want to sell it, O.K. If you don’t, don’t do it for our sake. Honest.” 

Seeger looked at them, standing there, disreputable and tough and 
familiar. “I haven’t made up my mind yet,” he said. 

“Anything you decide,” Welch said oratorically, “is perfectly all right 
with us. Perfectly.” 

They walked aimlessly and silently across the field, away from camp. 
As they walked, their shoes making a wet, sliding sound in the damp, 
dead grass, Seeger thought of the time Olson had covered him in the 
little town outside Cherbourg, when Seeger had been caught going 
down the side of a street by four Germans with a machine gun on the 
second story of a house on the corner and Olson had had to stand out 
in the middle of the street with no cover at all for more than a minute, 
firing continuously, so that Seeger could get away alive. And he thought 
of the time outside Saint L6 when he had been wounded and had lain 
in a minefield for three hours and Welch and Captain Taney had come 
looking for him in the darkness and had found him and picked him up 
and run for it, all of them expecting to get blown up any second. 

And he thought of all the drinks they’d had together and the long 
marches and the cold winter together, and all the girls they’d gone out 
with together, and he thought of his father and brother crouching be- 
hind the window in Ohio waiting for the rockets and the crowds armed 
with Browning automatic rifles. 

“Say,” he stopped and stood facing them. “Say, what do you guys 
think of the Jews?” 

Welch and Olson looked at each other, and Olson glanced down at 
the letter in Seeger’s hand. 

L 
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“Jews?” Olson said finally. “What’re they? Welch, you ever hear of 
the Jews?” 

Welch looked thoughtfully at the gray sky. “No,” he said. “But re- 
member, I’m an uneducated fellow.” 

“Sorry, Bud,” Olson said, turning to Seeger. “We can’t help you. Ask 
us another question. Maybe we’ll do better.” 

Seeger peered at the faces of his friends. He would have to rely upon 
them, later on, out of uniform, on their native streets, more than he had 
ever relied on them on the bullet-swept street and in the dark minefield 
in France. Welch and Olson stared back at him, troubled, their faces 
candid and tough and dependable. 

“What time,” Seeger asked, “did you tell that captain you’d meet 
him?” 

“Eight o’clock,” Welch said. “But we don’t have to go. If you have 
any feeling about that gun . . 

“We’ll meet him,” Seeger said. “We can use that sixty-five bucks.” 

“Listen,” Olson said, “I know how much you like that gun and I’ll 
feel like a heel if you sell it.” 

“Forget it,” Seeger said, starting to walk again. “What could I use it 
for in America?” 



iVt y Christmas Carol 

BY BUDD SCHULBERG 


w. 


, /HEN I was a little boy, I 
lived with my parents in what was then a small suburb of Los Angeles 
called Hollywood. My father was general manager in charge of pro- 
duction for Firmament-Famous Artists-Lewin. It was a mouthful, but 
1 used to have to remember the whole thing for the your-fathcr-my- 
father arguments I was always having with a kid down the block whose 
old man was only an associate producer at Warner Brothers. 

One of the things I remember most about Firmament-Famous Artists- 
Lewin was the way that studio ano Christmas were all mixed up to- 
gether in my mind. My earliest memory of the Christmas season is 
associated with a large studio truck, bearing the company’s trademark, 
that always drove up to the house pist before supper on Christmas Eve. 1 
would stand outside the kitchen door with my little sister and watch the 
driver and his helper carry into our house armload after armload o 
wonderful red and green packagcs-all lor us. Sometimes the gleaming 
handlebars of a tricycle or the shiny wheels of a miniature fire engine 
would break through their bright wrappers, and I’d shout, 1 know 
what that is!” until my mother would lead me away. Santa Claus still 
had so many houses to visit, she’d say, that I mustn’t get in the way of 
these two helpers of his. Then I’d go down the street to argue the re- 
spective merits of our two studios with the Warner Brothers kid, or pass 
the time tormenting my little sister, perfectly content in the 
the Firmament-Famous Artists-Lewin truck was the standard vehicle 
of transportation for Santa Claus in semitropical climates like Southern 

^"orChristmas morning I had the unfortunate habit of rising at five 
o’clock, rushing across the hallway to my sisters rc^rn ^ annual dis- 
obedience of my mother’s request to rise quietly, and shouting, M y 
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Christmas, Sandra I Let’s wake Mommy and Daddy and open our 
presents.” 

We ran down the hall into the master bedroom with its canopied twin 
beds. “Merry Christmas!” we shouted together. My father groaned, 
rolled over and pulled the covers further up over his head. He was suf- 
fering the after-effects of the studio s annual all-day Christmas party 
from which he hadn’t returned until after we had gone to sleep. I 
climbed up on the bed, crawling over him, and bounced up and down, 
chanting, “Merry Christmas, Merry Christmas. . . .” 

“Oh-h-h . . .” Father said, and flipped over on his belly. Mother shook 
his shoulder gently. “Sol, I hate to wake you, but the children won’t 
go down without you.” 

Father sat up slowly, muttering something about its being still dark 
outside and demanding to know who had taken his bathrobe. Mother 
picked it up where he had dropped it and brought it to him. It was black 
and white silk with an elegant embroidered monogram. 

“The kids’ll be opening presents for the next twelve hours,” my 
father said. “It seems God-damn silly to start opening them at five o’clock 
in the morning.” 

Downstairs there were enough toys, it seemed, to fill all the windows 
of a department store. The red car was a perfect model of a Pierce- 
Arrow, and probably only slightly less expensive, with a green leather 
seat wide enough for Sandra to sit beside me, and real headlights that 
turned on and off. There was a German electric train that passed 
through an elaborate Bavarian village in miniature. And a big scooter 
with rubber wheels and a gear shift just like our Cadillac’s. And dozens 
more that I’ve forgotten. Sandra had a doll that was a life-size replica of 
Baby Peggy, which was Early Twenties for Margaret O’Brien, an im- 
ported silk Hungarian peasant costume from Lord & Taylor, a six-ounce 
bottle of French toilet water, and so many other things that we all had to 
help her unwrap them. 

Just when we were reaching the end of this supply, people started 
arriving with more presents. That’s the way it had been every Christmas 
since I could remember, men and women all dressed up dropping in all 
day long with packages containing wonderful things that they’d wait for 
us to unwrap. They’d sit around a while, laughing with my mother and 
father and lifting from James the butler’s tray a cold yellow drink that I 
wasn’t allowed to have, and then they’d pick us up and kiss us and tell 
us we were as pretty as my mother or as intelligent as my father and 
then there would be more laughing and hugging and hand-shaking 
and God bless you and then they’d be gone, and others would arrive to 
take their place. Sometimes there must have been ten or twenty all 
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there at once and Sandra and I would be sort ot sorry in a way because 
Mother and Father would be too busy with their guests to play with us* 
But it was nice to get all those presents. 

I remember one tall dark man with a little pointed mustache who 
kissed Mother’s hand when he came in. His present was wrapped in 
beautiful silvery paper and ihe blue ribbon around it fell thick and soft 
like one of Mother’s evening dresses. Inside was a second layer of thin 
white tissue paper and inside of that was a handsome silver comb-and- 
brush set, just like my father’s. Tied to it was a little card that I could 
read because it was printed and I could read almost anything then as 
long as it wasn’t handwriting: “Merry Christmas to my future boss from 
Uncle Norman.” 

“Mommy,” I said, “is Uncle Norman my uncle? You never told me 
I had an Uncle Norman. I have an Uncle Dave and an Uncle Joe and an 
Uncle Sam, but I never knew I had an Uncle Norman.” 

1 can still remember how white and even Norman’s teeth looked 
when he smiled at me. “I’m a new uncle,” he said. “Don’t you remember 
ihc day your daddy brought you on my set and I signed your autograph 
book and I told you to call me Uncle Norman?” 

I combed my hair with his silver comb suspiciously. “Did you give 
me this comb and brush . . . Uncle Norman?” 

Norman drank down the last of the foamy yellow stuff and carefully 
wiped off his mustaches with his pale-blue breast-pocket handkerchief. 
“Yes, I did, sonny,” he said. 

I turned on my mother accusingly. “But you said Santa Claus gives us 


all these presents.” 

This all look place, as I found out later, at a crucial moment in my re- 
lationship with S. Claus, when a child’s faith was beginning to crumble 
under the pressure of suspicions. Mother was trying to keep Santa Claus 
alive for us as long as possible, I learned subsequently, so that Christmas 
would mean something more to us than a display of sycophancy on the 
part of Father’s stars, directors, writers and job-seekers. 

“Norman signed his name to your comb and brush because he is one 
of Santa Claus’s helpers,” Mother said. “Santa has 
taking care of all the good little children in the world that he needs lots 

ed one of his long, fat cigars to “Uncle” Norman and 

bit off the end of another one for himself. 

“Daddy, is that true, what Mommy says ? I asked. 

“You must always believe your mother, boy, my father said. 

“I’ve got twenty-eleven presents already, Sandra said. 

“You mean thirty-one,” I said. “I’ve got thirty-two. 
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Sandra tore open a box that held an exquisite little gold ring, inlaid 
with amethyst, her birthstone. 

“Let me read the card,” I said. “ ‘Merry Chirstmas, Sandra darling, 
from your biggest fan, Aunt Ruth.’ ” 

Ruth was the pretty lady who played opposite Uncle Norman in one 
of my father’s recent pictures. I hadn’t been allowed to see it, but I used 
to boast to that Warner Brothers kid about how much better it was than 
anything Warners’ could make. 

Sandra, being very young, tossed Aunt Ruth’s gold ring away and 
turned slowly in her hand the little box it had come in. “Look, it says 
numbers on it,” she said. “Why are the numbers, Chris?” 

1 studied it carefully. “Ninety-five. That looks like dollars,” I said. 
“Ninety-five dollars. Where does Santa Claus get all his money, Daddy ?” 

My father gave my mother a questioning look. “Er . . . what’s that, 
son?” I had to repeat the question. “Oh . . . those aren’t dollars, no . . . 
That’s just the number Santa puts on his toys to keep them from getting 
all mixed up before he sends them down from the North Pole,” my 
father said, and then he took a deep breath and another gulp of that 
yellow drink. 

More people kept coming in all afternoon. More presents. More 
uncles and aunts. More Santa Claus’s helpers. I never realized he had 
so many helpers. All afternoon the phone kept ringing, too. “Sol, you 
might as well answer it, it must be for you,” my mother would say, and 
then I could hear my father laughing on the phone: “Thanks, L.B., and 
a merry Christmas to you . . . Thanks, Joe . , . Thanks, Mary . . . Thanks, 
Doug . , . Merry Christmas, Pola . . .” Gifts kept arriving late into the 
day, sometimes in big limousines and town cars, carried in by chauffeurs 
in snappy uniforms. No matter how my father explained it, it seemed to 
me that Santa must be as rich as Mr. Zukor, 

Just before supper, one of the biggest stars in Father’s pictures drove 
up in a Rolls Roycc roadster, the first one I had ever seen. She came in 
with a tall, broad-shouldered, sunburned man who laughed at anything 
anybody said. She was a very small lady and she wore her hair tight 
around her head like a boy’s. She had on a tight yellow dress that only 
came down to the top of her knees. She and the man she was with had 
three presents for me and four for Sandra. She looked down at me and 
said, “Merry Christmas, you little darling,” and before I could get away, 
she had picked me up and was kissing me. She smelled all funny, with 
perfumy sweetness mixed up with the way Father smelled when he 
came home from that Christmas party at the studio and leaned over my 
bed to kiss me when I was half asleep. 
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I didn’t like people to kiss me, especially strangers. “Lemmc go,” I 
said. 

“That’s no way to act, Sonny,” the strange man said. “Why, right 
this minute every man in America would like to be in your shoes.” 

All the grownups laughed, but I kept squirming, trying to get away. 
“Aw, don’t be that way, honey,” the movie star said. “Why, I love men!” 

They all laughed again. I didn’t understand it so I started to cry. Then 
she put me down. “All right for you,” she said, “if you don’t want to 
be my boy friend.” 

After she left, when I was unwrapping her presents, I asked my father, 
“Who is she? Is she one of Santa Claus’s helpers, too?” Father winked 
at Mother, turned his head away, put his hand to his mouth and laughed 
into it, but I saw him. Mother looked at him the way she did when she 
caught me taking a piece of candy just before supper. “Her name is 
Clara, dear,” she said. “She’s one of Santa Claus’s helpers, too.” 


And that’s the way Christmas was, until one Christmas when a funn^ 
thing happened. The big Firmament-Famous Artists-Lewin truck never 
showed up, I kept looking for it all afternoon, but it never came. When 
it got dark and it was time for me to have my supper and go to bed and 
still no truck, I got pretty worried. My mind ran back through the year 
trying to remember some bad thing 1 might have done that Santa was 
going to punish me for. I had done lots of bad things, like slapping my 
sister and breaking my father’s fountain pen, but they were no worse 
than the stuff I had pulled the year before. Yet what other reason could 

there possibly be for that truck not showing up? 

Another thing that seemed funny about that Christmas Eve was that 
my father didn’t bother to go to his studio Christmas party. He stayed 
home all morning and read aloud to me from a Christmas present he 
let me open a day early, a big blue book called Typee. And late that 
night when I tiptoed halfway down the stairs to watch my mother trim 
the tree that Santa was supposed to decorat^ my father was help^g her 
string the colored lights. Another thing different about tha ^^ristims 
was that when Sandra and I ran in shouting and laughing at five, as we 
always did. mv father got up just as soon as my mother. 

When we went downstairs, we found almost as many T 

other Christmas mornings. There was a nice fire engine from Uncle 
Norman, a cowboy suit from Aunt Ruth, “ Meccano e^rom U^le 
Adolph, something, in fact, from every one of Santa Claus shel^ No 
it wasn’t the presents that made ^hts Christmas seem so di^rent u v^ 
how quiet every thing was. Pierce-Arrows and Packards and Cadill^s 
dl’t^ ke^ "opping by all day long with new presents for us. And 
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11013^ of the people like Norman and Ruth and Uncle Edgar, the famous 
director, and Aunt Betty, the rising ingenue, and Uncle Dick, the young 
star, and the scenario writer, Uncle Bill, none of them dropped in at all. 
James the butler was gone, too. For the first Christmas since I could 
remember, we had Father all to ourselves. Even the phone was quiet for 
a change. Except for a couple of real relatives, the only one who showed 
up at all was Clara. She came in around supper time with an old man 
whose hair was yellow at the temples and gray on top. Her face was very 
red and when she picked me up to kiss me, her breath reminded me of 
the Christmas before, only stronger. My father poured her and her friend 
the foamy yellow drink I wasn’t allowed to have. 

She held up her drink and said, “Merry Christmas, Sol. And may 
next Christmas be even merrier.” 

My father’s voice sounded kind of funny, not laughing as he usually 
did. “Thanks, Clara,” he said. “You’re a pal.” 

“Nerts,” Clara said. “Just because I don’t wanna be a fair-weather 
friend like some of these other Hollywood bas — ” 

“Shhh, the children,” my mother reminded her. 

“Oh hell. I’m sorry,” Clara said. “But anyway, you know what 1 
mean.” 

My mother looked from us to Clara and back to us again. “Chris, 
Sandra,” she said. “Why don’t you take your toys up to your own room 
and play? We’ll be up later.” 

In three trips I carried up to my room all the important presents. I 
also took up a box full of cards that had been attached to the presents. As 
a bit of holiday homework, our penmanship teacher Miss Whitehead 
had suggested that we separate all Christmas-card signatures into those 
of Spencerian grace and those of cramp-fingered illegibility. I played 
with my Meccano set for a while, I practiced twirling my lasso and i 
made believe Sandra was an Indian, captured her and tied her to the 
bedstead as my hero Art Acord did in the movies. I captured Sandra 
three or four times and then I didn’t know what to do with myself, so I 
spread all the Christmas cards out on the floor and began sorting them 
just as Miss Whitehead had asked. 

I sorted half a dozen, all quite definitely non-Spencer ian, but it wasn’t 
until I had sorted ten or twelve that I began to notice something funny. 
It was all the same handwriting. Then I came to a card of my father’s. I 
was just beginning to learn how to read handwriting, and I wasn’t very 
good at it yet, but I could recognize the three little bunched-together 
letters that spelled Dad. I held my father’s card close to my eyes and 
compared it with the one from Uncle Norman. It was the same hand- 
writing, Then I compared them with the one from Uncle Adolph. All 
the same handwriting. Then I picked uo one of Sandra’s cards, from 
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Aunt Ruth:, and held that one up against my father’s. I couldn’t under- 
$und it. My father seemed to have written them all. 

I didn t say anything to Sandra about this, or to the nurse when she 
gave us our supper and put us to bed. But when my mother came in to 
kiss me good night I asked her why my father’s handwriting was on all 
the cards. My mother turned on the light and sat on the edge of the bed. 

You don t really believe in Santa Claus any more, do you ?*’ she asked. 

No, I said. Fred and Clyde told me all about it at school.” 

Then I don’t think it will hurt you to know the rest,” my mother 
said. “Sooner or later you will have to know these things.” 

Then she told me what had happened. Between last Christmas and 
this one, my father had lost his job. He was trying to start his own com- 
pany now. Lots of stars and directors had promised to go with him. 
But when the time had come to make good on their promises, they 
had backed out. Though I didn’t fully understand it at the time, even 
in the simplified way my mother tried to explain it, I would say now that 
for most of those people the security of a major-company payroll had 
outweighed an adventure on Poverty Row — the name for the group of 
little studios where the independent producers struggled to survive. 

So this had been a lean year for my father. We had sold one of the 
cars, let the butler go, and lived on a budget. As Christmas approached. 
Mother had cut our presents to a minimum. 

“Anyway, the children will be taken care of,” my father said. “The 
old gang will see to that.” 

The afternoon of Christmas Eve my father had had a business ap- 
pointment, to see a banker about more financing for his program of 
pictures. When he came home, Sandra and I had just gone to bed, and 
Mother wts arranging the presents around the tree. There weren’t many 
presents to arrange, just the few they themselves had bought. There 
were no presents at all from my so-called aunts and uncles. 

“My pals,” Father said. “My admirers. My loyal employees.” 

Even though he had the intelligence to understand why these people 
had always sent us those expensive presents, his vanity, or perhaps I can 
call it his good nature, had led him to believe they did it because they 
liked him and because they genuinely were fond of Sandra and me. 

“I’m afraid the kids will wonder what happened to all those Santa 
Claus’s helpers,” my mother said. 

“Wait a minute,” my father said. “I’ve got an idea. Those bastards 
are going to be Santa Claus’s helpers whether they know it or not.” 

Then he had rushed out to a toy store on Hollywood Boulevard and 
brought a gift for every one of the aunts and uncles who were so con- 
spicuously absent. 

I remember, when my mother finished explaining, how I bawled. I 
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don’t know whether it was out of belated gratitude to my old man or 
whether I was feeling sorry for myself because all those famous people 
didn’t like me as much as I thought they did. Maybe I was only crying 
because that first, wonderful and ridiculous part of childhood was over. 
From now on I would have to face a world in which there was not only 
no Santa Claus, but very, very few on-the-level Santa Claus’s helpers. 
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, . HEN the phone rang, the 

gray-haired man asked the girl, with quite some little deference, if she 
?-would rather for any reason he didn’t answer it. The girl heard him as if 
: from a distance, and turned her face toward him, one eye— tni the side 
; of the light — closed tight, her open eye very, however disingenuously, 

. large, and so blue as to appear almost violet. The gray-haired man 
asked her to hurry up, and she raised up on her riglit forearm just 
, quickly enough so that the movement didn’t quite look perfunctory. 
""She cleared her hair back from her forehead with her left hand and 
said, “God. I don’t know. I mean what do you think?’’ 1 he gray-haired 
man said he didn't see that it made a helluva lot of difference one way 
or the other, and slipped his left hand under the girl’s supporting arm, 

; above the elbow, working his lingers u]!, making loom for them between 
the warm surfaces of her upper arm and chest wall. He reached for the 
' phone with his right hand. To reach it without groping, he had to raise 
himself somewhat higher, which caused the back of his head to graze a 
corner of the lampshade. In that instant, the light was particularly, it 
rather vividly, flattering to his gray, mostly white, hair. Though in dis- 
arrangement at that moment, it had obviously ^en freshly cut-Kir, 
rather, freshly maintained. The neckline and tem])les had been trimmed 
conventionally close, but the sides and trap had been left rather more 
than just longish, and were, in fact, a trifle distinguished-looking. 
“Hello?” he said resonantly into the phone. The girl stayed propped up 
on her forearm and watched him. Her eyes, more just open than alert or 

speculative, reflected chiefly their own size and color. . 

man’s voice— stone dead, yet somehow rudely, almost obscenely 
quickened for the occasion— came through at the other end: Lee. 1 
wake you?*’ 
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The gray-haired man glanced briefly left, at the girl. “Who’s that?” 
he asked. “Arthur?” 

“Yeah— I wake you?” 

“No, no. I’m in bed, reading. Anything wrong?” 

“You sure I didn’t wake you? Honest to God?” 

“No, no— absolutely,” the gray-haired man said. “As a matter of fact, 
I’ve been averaging about four lousy hours — ” 

X “The reason I called, Lee, did you happen to notice when Joanie was 
leaving? Did you happen to notice if she left with the Ellenbogens, by 
'C any chance?” 

The gray-haired man looked left again, but high this time, way from 
t , the girl, who was now watching him rather like a voung.' jjluc-eved Iri sh 
policeman. “No, I didn’t, Arthur,” he said, his eyes on the far, dim end 
oT the room, where the wall met the ceiling. “Didn’t she leave with 
you?” 

“No, Christ, no. You didn’t see her leave at all, then?” 

“Well, no, as a matter of fact, I didn’t, Arthur,” the gray-haired man 
said. “Actually, as a matter of fact, I didn’t sec a bloody thing all evening. 
The minute I got in the door, I got myself involved in one long Jesus of 
a session with that French poop, Viennese poop — whatever the hell he 
was. Every bloody one of these foreign guys keep an eye open for a little 
free legal advice. Why? Whal’s up? Joanie lost?” 

“Oh, Christ. Who knows? I don’t know. You know her when she 
gets all tanked up and rarin’ to go. / don’t know. She may have just—” 

“You call the Ellenbogens?” the gray-haired man asked. 

“Yeah. They’re not home yet. I don’t know. Christ, I’m not even sure 
she left with them. I know one thing. I know one goddam thing. I’m 
through beating my brains out. I mean it. I really mean it this time. I’m 
through. Five years, Christ.” 

“All right, try to take it a little easy, now, Arthur,” the gray-haired 
man said. “In the first place, if I know the Ellenbogens, they probably 
all hopped in a cab and went down to the Village for a couple of hours. 
All three of ’em’ll probably barge—” 

“I have a feeling she went to work on some bastard in the kitchen. I 
just have a feeling. She always starts necking some bastard in the kitchen 
when she gets tanked up. I’m through. I swear to God I mean it this 
time. Five goddam—” 

“Where are you now, Arthur?” the gray-haired man asked. “Home?” 

“Yeah. Home. Home sweet home. Christ.” 

“Well, just try to take it a little— What are ya— drunk, or what?” 

“I don’t know. How the hell do I know?” 

“All right, now, listen. Relax. Just relax,” the gray-haired man said. 
“You know the Ellenbogens, for Chrissake. What probably happened, 
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Acy probably missed their last train. All three of ’em’U probably barge 
in on you any minute, full of witty, niKht<lub— ” 

“They drove in.” 

“How do you know?” 

Their baby-sitter. We vc had some scintillating goddam conversa- 
tions. Were close as hell. We’re like two goddam peas in a pod.” 

All right. All right. So what? Will ya sit tight and relax, now?” 
said the gray-haired man. All three of ’em’ll probably waltz in on you 
any minute. Take my word. You know Leona. I don’t know what the 
hell it is They all get this god-awful Connecticut gaiety when they 
get in to New York. You know that.” 

“Yeah. 1 know. I know. I don’t know, though.” 

Certainly you do. Use your imagination. The two of ’em probably 
dragged Joanie bodily — ” 

Listen. Nobody ever has to drag Joanie anywhere. Don’t gimmie 
any of that dragging stuff.” 

“Nobody’s giving you any dragging stuff, Arthur,” the gray-haired 
man said quietly. 

“I know, I know! Excuse me. Christ, I’m losing my mind. Honest to 
God, you sure I didn’t wake you?” 

“I’d tell you if you had, Arthur,” the gray-haired man said. Absently, 
he took his left hand out from between the girl’s upper arm and chest 
wall. “Look, Arthur. You want my advice?” he said. He took the tele- 
phone cord between his fingers, just under the transmitter. “I mean 
this, now. You want some advice?” 

“Yeah. I don’t know. Christ, I’m keeping you up. Why don’t I just 
go cut my — ” 

“Listen to me a minute,” the gray-haired man said. “First — I mean 
this, now — ^get in bed and relax. Make yourself a nice, big nightcap, and 
get under the — ” 

'WfgArcap! Are you kidding? Christ, I’ve killed about a quart in the 
last two goddam hours. Nightcapl I’m so plastered now I can hardly — ” 

“All right. All right. Get in bed, then,” the gray-haired man said* 
“And relax — ya hear me? Tell the truth. Is it going to do any good to 
sjt around and stew?” 

“Yeah, I know. 1 wouldn’t even worry, for Chrissakc, but you can’t 
trust her! I swear to God. I swear to God you can’t. You can trust her 
about as far as you can throw a— I don’t know what. Aaah, what’s the 
use? I’m losing my goddam mind.” 

“All right. Forget it, now. Forget it, now. Will ya do me a favor and 
try to put the whole thing out of your mind?” the gray-haired man said. 
“For all you know, you’re making— I honestly think you’re making a 
mountain — ” 
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*‘You know what I do? You \now what 1 do? Fm ashameda tell ya, 
but you know what I very nearly goddam do every night? When I get 
home? You want to know?” 

“Arthur, listen, this isn’t—” 

**Wait a second — I’ll tell ya, God damn it. I practically have to keep 
myself from opening every goddam closet door in the apartment — I 
swear to God. Every night I come home, I half expect to find a bunch of 
bastards hiding all over the place. Elevator boys. Delivery boys. 
Cops-" 

“All right. All right. Let’s try to take it a little easy, Arthur,” the gray- 
haired man said. He glanced abruptly to his right, where a cigarette, 
lighted some time earlier in the evening, was balanced on an ashtray. It 
obviously had gone out, though, and he didn’t pick it up. “In the first 
place,” he said into the phone, “I’ve told you many, many times, Ar- 
thur, that’s exactly where you make your biggest mistake. You know 
what you do? Would you like me to tell you what you do? You go out 
of your way — I mean this, now— You actually go out of your way to 
torture yourself. As a matter of fact, you actually inspire Joanie — ” He 
broke off. “You’re bloody lucky she’s a wonderful kid. I mean it. You 
give that kid absolutely no credit for having any good taste — or brains, 
for Chrissake, for that matter — ” 

“Brains! Are you kidding? She hasn’t got any goddam brains! She’s 
an animal!” 

The gray-haired man, his nostrils dilating, appeared to take a fairly 
deep breath. “We’re all animals,” he said. “Basically, we’re all animals.” 

“Like hell we are. I’m no goddam animal. I may b eV stup K)i fnidpd-np 
tw entieth-cen tur y son of a bitch, ^ ut I’m no animal. DonTgimme that. 
Tnino ^imalT^ 

“Look, Arthur. This isn’t getting us — ” 

"Brains, Jesus, if you knew how funny that was. She thinks she’s a 
goddam intellectual. That’s the funny part, that’s the hilarious part. She 
reads the theatrical page, and she watches television till she’s practically 
blind — so she’s an intellectual. You know who I’m married to? You 
want to know who I’m married to? I’m married to the greatest living 
undeveloped, undiscovered actress, not'elist, psychoi7«alyst, and all- 
around goddam unappreciated celebrity-genius in New York. You 
didn’t know that, didja? Christ, it’s so funny I could cut my throat. 
Madame Bovary at Columbia Extension School. Madame — ” 

“Who?” asked the gray-haired man, sounding annoyed. 

“Madame Bovary takes a course ir Television Appreciation. God, if 
you knew how — ” 

“All right, all right. You realize this isn’t getting us anyplace,” the 
gray-haired man said. He turned and gave the girl a sign, with two 
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•fingers near his mouth, that he wanted a cigarette. “In the first place,” 
he said, into the phone, for a helluvan h^telligent guy, you’re about as 
tactless as it s humanly possible to be.” He straightened his back so that 
the girl could reach behind him for the cigarettes. “I mean that. It shows 
up in your private life, it shows up in your—” 

Brains. Oh, God, that kills me! Christ almighty! Did you ever hear 
her describe anybody — some man, I mean? Sometime when you haven’t 
anything to do, do me a favor and get her to describe some man for you. 
She describes every man she sees as ‘terribly attractive.’ It can be the 
oldest, crummiest, greasiest — ” 

“All right, Arthur,” the gray-haired man said sharply. “This is getting 
us nowhere. But nowhere.” He took a lighted cigarette from the girl. 
She had lit two. “Just incidentally,” he said, exhaling smoke through his 
nostrils, “how’d you make out today?” 

“What?” 

“How’d you make out today?” the gray-haired man repeated. “How’d 
the case go?” 

“Oh, Christ! I don’t know. Lousy. About two minutes before I’m all 
set to start my summation, the attorney for the plaintiff, Lissberg, trots 
in this crazy chambermaid with a bunch of bedsheets as evidence — bed- 
bug stains all over them. Christ!” 

“So what happened? You lose?” asked the gray-haired man, taking 
another drag on his cigarette. 

“You know who was on the bench? Mother Vittorio. What the hell 
that guy has against me. I’ll never know. I can’t even open my mouth and 
he jumps all over me. You can’t reason with a guy like that. It’s impos- 
sible.” 

The gray-haired man turned his head to see what the girl was doing. 
She had picked up the ashtray and was putting it between them. “You 
lose, then, or what?” he said into the phone. 

“What?” 

“I said, Did you lose?” 

“Yeah. I was gonna tell you about it. I didn’t get a chance at the party, 
with all the ruckus. You think Junior’ll hit the ceiling? Not that I give 
a good goddam, but what do you think? Think he will?” 

With his left hand, the gray-haired man shaped the ash of his cigarette 
on the rim of the ashtray. “I don’t think he’ll necessarily hit the ceiling, 
Arthur,” he said quietly. “Chances are very much in favor, though, that 
he’s not going to be overjoyed about it. You know how long we ve 
handled those three bloody hotels ? Old man Shanley himself started the 

whole—” rr • T » 

“I know, I know. Junior’s told me about it at least fifty umes. It s one 

of the most beautiful stories I ever heard in my life. All right, so I lost the 
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goddam case. In the first place, it wasn’t my fault. First, this lunatic Vit- 
torio baits me all through the trial. Then this moron chambermaid 
starts passing out sheets full of bedbug — ” 

“Nobody’s saying it’s your fault, Arthur,” the gray-haired man said. 
“You asked me if I thought Junior would hit the ceiling. I simply gave 
you an honest—” 

“I know— I know that. ... I don’t know. What the hell. I may go» 
back in the Army anyway. I tell you about that.?” 

The gray-haired man turned his head again toward the girl, perhaps 
to show her how forbearing, even stoic, his countenance was. But the 
girl missed seeing it. She had just overturned the ashtray with her knee 
and was rapidly, with her fingers, brushing the spilled ashes into a little 
pick-up pile; her eyes looked up at him a second too late. “No, you didn’t, 
Arthur,” he said into the phone. 

“Yeah. I may. I don’t know yet. I’m not crazy about the idea, naturally, 
and I won’t go if I can possibly avoid it. But I may have to. I don’t know. 
At least, it’s oblivion. If they gimme back my little helmet and my big, 
fat desk and my nice, big mosquito net, it might not — ” “I’d like to beat 
some sense into that head of yours, boy, that’s what Id like to do,” the 
gray-haired man said. “For a hclluvan — For a supposedly intelligent guy, 
you talk like an absolute child. And I say that in all sincerity. You let a 
bunch of minor little things snowball to an extent that they get so bloody 
paramount in your mind that you’re absolutely unfit for any — ” 

“I shoulda left her. You know that.? I should’ve gone through with it 
last summer, when I really had the ball rolling — you know diat.? You 
know why I didn’t? You want to know why I didn’t?” 

“Arthur. For Chris/a^e. This is getting us exactly nowhere.” 

“Wait a second. Lcmme tellya why! You want to know why I didn’t? 
I can tellya exactly why. Because I felt sorry for her. That’s the whole 
simple truth. I felt sorry for her.” 

“Well, I don’t know. I mean that’s out of my jurisdiction,” the gray- 
Jfcyd fed man said. “It seems to me, though, that the one thing you seem to 
pfl^et is that Joanie’s a grown woman. I don’t know, but it seems to 
me—” 

^ “Grown woman! You crazy? She’s a grown child, for Chrissake! 
Listen, I’ll be sbsiving— listen to this — I’ll be shaving, and all of a sudden 
she’ll call me from way the hell the other end of the apartment. I’ll go sec 
what’s the matter — ^right in the middle of shaving, lather all over my 
goddam face. You know what she’ll want? She’ll want to ask me if I 
think she has a good mind. I swear to God. She’s patheticy I tellya. I 
watch her when she’s asleep, and I know what I’m talkin’ about. Believe 
me.” 

“Well, that’s something you know better than— I mean that’s out of 
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my jurisdiction,” the gray-haired man said. “The point is, God damn it, 
you don’t do anything at all constructive to—” 

“We’re that’s all. That’s the whole simple story. We’re 

just mismated as hell. You know what she needs? She needs some big 
silent bastard to just walk over once in a while and knock her out cold 
— then go back and finish reading his paper. That’s what she needs. I’m 
too goddam weak for her. 1 knew it when we got married — I swear to 
God I did. I mean you’re a smart bastard, you’ve never been married, 
but every now and then, before anybody gets married, they get these 
flashes of what it’s going to be like after they’re married. I ignored ’em. 
I ignored all my goddam flashes. I’m weak. That’s the whole thing in a 
nutshell.” 

“You’re not weak. You just don’t use your head,” the gray-haired man 
said, accepting a freshly lighted cigarette from the girl. 

“Certainly I’m weak! Certainly I’m weak! God damn it, I know 
whether I’m weak or not! If I weren’t weak, you don’t think I’d’ve let 
everything get all— Aah, what’s the usea talking? Certainly I’m weak 
. . . God, I’m keeping you awake all night. Why don’t you hang the hell 
up on me? I mean it. Hang up on me.” 

“I’m not going to hang up on you, Arthur. I’d like to help you, if it’s 
humanly possible,” the gray-haired man said. “Actually, you’re your own 
worst — 

“She doesn’t respect me. She doesn’t even love me, for God’s sake. 
Basically — in the last analysis — I don’t love her any more, cither, I don’t 
know. I do and I don’t. It varies. It fluctuates. Christ! Every time I get 
all set to put my foot down, we have dinner out, for some reason, and I 
meet her somewhere and she comes in with these goddam white glot/es 
on or something. I don’t know. Or I start thinking about the first time 
we drove up to New Haven for the Princeton game. We had a flat right 
after we got off the Parkway, and it was cold as hell, and she held the 
flashlight while I fixed the goddam thing— You know what I mean. 1 
don’t know. Or I start thinking about— Christ, it’s embarrassing— I start 
thinking about this goddam poem I sent her when we first started goin’ 
around together. ‘Rose my color is and white, Pretty mouth and green 
my eyes.’ Christ, it’s embarrassing— it used to remind me of her. She 
doesn’t have green eyes — she has eyes like goddam sea shells, for Chris- 
sake — ^but it reminded me anyway ... I don’t know. What’s the usea 
talking? I’m losing my mind. Hang up on me, why don’t you? I mean 
it.” 

The gray-haired man cleared his throat and said, “I have no intention 
of hanging up on you, Arthur. There’s just one — ” 

“She bought me a suit once. With her own money. I tell you about 
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and stuff. Know what I mean? I mean— except you— who do we know 
in New York except a bunch of neurotics? It*s bound to undermine 
even a normal person sooner or later. Know what I mean?” 

The gray-haired man didn’t give an answer. His eyes, behind the 
bridge of his hand, were closed. 

“Anyway, I’m gonna talk to her about it tonight. Or tomorrow, 
maybe. She’s still a little under the weather. I mean she’s a helluva good 
kid basically, and if we Aat/e a chance to straighten ourselves out a little 
bit, we’d be goddam stupid not to at least have a go at it. While I’m at it, 
I’m also gonna try to straighten out this lousy bedbug mess, too. I’ve 
been thinking. I was just wondering, Lee. You think if I went in and 
talked to Junior personally, I could — ” 

“Arthur, if you don’t mind. I’d appreciate—” 

‘1 mean I don’t want you to think I just called you back or anything 
because I’m worried about my goddam job or anything. I’m not. I mean 
basically, for Chrissake, I couldn’t care less. I just thought if I could 
straighten Junior out without beating my brains out. I’d be a goddam 
fool-” 

“Listen, Arthur,” the gray-haired man interrupted, taking his hand 
away from his face, “I have a helluva headache all of a sudden. I don’t 
know where I got the bloody thing from. You mind if we cut this short? 
I’ll talk to you in the morning— all right?” He listened for another 
moment, then hung up. 

Again the girl immediately spoke to him, but he didn’t answer her. 
He picked a burning cigarette— the girl’s out of the ashtray and started to 
bring it to his mouth, but it slipped out of his fingers. The girl tried to 
help him retrieve it before anything was burned, but he told her to just 
sit still, for Chrissake, and she pulled back her hand. 






Biographical Notes 


WASHINGTON IRVING 

(1783-1859) 

Washington Irving was the first American man of letters — the first 
to adopt literature as a life work and to support himself successfully by 
his pen. Though Irving was born and died in New York, he was a 
“Knickerbocker” who spent many years abroad. In Italy he had met 
Coleridge and Washington Allston, and under the spell of the latter 
momentarily debated with himself whether to stake his career upon 
writing or painting. In 1842, as biographer of Columbus, he was ap- 
pointed Minister to Spain. Particularly he loved England, and upon his 
death Thackeray pronounced him “the first ambassador whom the 
New World of Letters sent to the Old.” In the history of the short story 
Irving holds a distinguished place./?//? Van Winkle and The Legend of 
Sleepy Hollow were tales of a kind till then unknown in English litera- 
ture — though Walter Map, in his tale of King Herla in De Nugis 
Curialium, had centuries before told in Latin a no less beautiful version 
of the ancient folk-tale of Rip Van Winkle. Of himself Irving wrote to 
a friend : “I consider a story merely as a frame on which to sketch my 
materials; it is the play of thought and sentiment, and language; the 
weaving in of character, lightly yet expressively delineated ; the familiar 
and faithful exhibition of scenes of common life; and the half-concealed 
vein of humor that is often playing through the whole; these are among 
what I aim at.” 


NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE 

(1804-1864) 

Until his forty-sixth year, when he produced T he Scarlet Letter in 1850, 
Nathaniel Hawthorne was, as he once called himself, “the obscurest 
man of letters in America.” Before that time he published stories and 
sketches, many anonymously; he had married Sophia Peabody; he had 
tor three years been surveyor of the port of Salem. With The Scarlet 
Letter came quick and lasting recognition, followed two years later by 
a long-delayed pilgrimage to the Old World. Hawthorne was absent 
seven years, the first four of which he spent as Consul to Liverpool, 
one of the best-paid offices under the Government. In i860, as a result 

120Q 
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of a year and a half spent in Italy, he published The Marble Faun, Four 
years of life remained to him, but he accomplished little. The Civil War 
came on, his health was breaking, the labor of writing wearied and 
depressed him. 

At intervals since his death all the writings he left behind have been 
published— his private letters, his note-books. While these have not 
added to his fame, they give further confirmation of the extraordinary 
depth and luminosity of his consciousness and the fine seriousness of 
his craftsmanship. 

The Great Stone Face and Rappaccini’s Daughter, with their deep 
moral insight and their skillful narrative power, are among the very 
best of Hawthorne’s shorter pieces. 

EDGAR ALLAN POE 

(1809-1849) 

I\TF*NATiONALLY thc most famous of all American writers, Edgar Al- 
lan Poe suffered during his short lifetime the deepest bitterness and 
humiliation in his native land. Thc victim of an acrimonious biography 
by Rufus Griswold, and, more disastrously, the victim of his own dark 
demon and an incurable alcoholism, his genius surmounts all the vicis- 
situdes of his life. Brandcr Matthews contrasts the “honorable longev- 
ity” of all thc other classical American writers with the exceptional Poe 
who “died young and alone and poor and in ill repute.” 

He was admitted to West Point in 1830 and was expelled in 1831. 
At thc age of 22 he published his first volume of poems, and from 1833 
until his death had a phenomenal career as an editor on a succession of 
periodicals. As a critic thc fierce vehemence of his philippics made for 
him many enemies. But it is as a writer of short stories that Poe achieved 
his highest distinction. To him belongs the credit, with the publication 
of The Murders in the Rue Morgue, of the invention of the detective 
story. Subsequently, he originated thc story based on ratiocination with 
The Gold Bug. Thc;e followed The Mystery of Marie Roget, The Pur- 
loined Letter and many notable tales of the macabre. Charles Cestre 
^has said of him: “His work owes much to thc drift of romanticism (of 
which he is a late heir) towards the occult and the satanic. It owes 
much also to his own feverish dreams, to which he applied a strange 
power of logic and a rare faculty of shaping plausible fabrics out of 
impalpable materials.” 
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HERMAN MELVILLE 

(1819-1891) 

Herman Melville is one of the very few writers to achieve great 
posthumous fame. During his lifetime, as a result of his South'Sea 
adventures as recorded in Typee and Omoo, he enjoyed a kind of minor 
popularity as “the man who lived with the cannibals.” His masterpiece, 
Moby Dtcl^, published when he was forty-three, was a total fiasco. This 
was his sixth book; and its failure to sell was final and sufficient demon- 
stration to Melville that he could not support himself and his wife and 
four children by his pen. For twenty years (between 1866 and 1886) he 
was Inspector of Customs in New York. He resigned this post when 
his wife came into an inheritance that allowed him an ultimate serenity 
in his closing years: It was then that he wrote Billy Budd, Foretopman, 
finished only a few months before his death, and first published in 1924, 

EDWARD EVERETT HALE 

(1822-1909) 

Edward Everett Hale was descended from a distinguished and public- 
minded family; his father was the proprietor of a Boston daily, an uncle 
was notable as orator and statesman, and his great-uncle, Nathan Hale, 
was the martyr spy. In 1842 Hale began to preach, and in 1903 he was 
named chaplain of the United States Senate. He first came into notice 
as a writer in 1859 with the appearance of My Double and How He 
Undid Me in the Atlantic Monthly, He published other stories in the 
same periodical. Of these, the best known is The Man Without a Coun- 
try (1863), which did much to strengthen the Union cause. 

FITZ-JAMES O’BRIEN 

(1828 .^-1862) 

About the year 1828 Fitz-James O’Brien was born in Ireland. He was 
educated at Dublin University, received a patrimony, proceeded to 
London, as did many of the young Irishmen of his day, spent his patri- 
mony, and was left stranded. He followed the example of other of his 
countrymen, and emigrated to America in 1852, settling in New York. 
He was a great favorite among the Bohemians for his wit and his 
gayety; and he found an audience very soon for his gifts as a writer. He 
wrote poems, plays, essays, and stories for a period of ten years. When 



1312 BIOGRAPHICAL NOTES 

the Civil War broke out, he was given a commission. Fatally wounded 
in February of 1862, he died two months later, 

O’Brien has often been compared to Poe in his choice of bizarre 
material. But he is very different from Poe in that he attempts to relate 
his subject matter to the everyday world of reality. He was of course 
strongly under the spell of the current Gothic romanticism, which made 
an especial appeal to O’Brien’s Gaelic temperament. He was, moreover, 
particularly adroit in Actionizing current discoveries in the realm of 
fact. His best-known stories are What Was It? and The Diamond Lensr 

FRANK R, STOCKTON 

(1834-1902) 

The Lady, or the Tiger? is not only the most famous of Frank R. 
Stockton’s stories; it is one of the most famous of all short stories. The 
author wrote many others that are amusing, clever, whimsical or richly 
humorous. But this particular one is perhaps the most skillful of “trick’' 
stories, and it gained for its author an undue amount of publicity. 

Stockton was born in Philadelphia, and it was not until he was nearly 
forty that he published his first fiction for adults. About that time he 
moved to New York, where for a number of years he held editorial 
positions, all the time turning out his sketches and stories and tales. He 
was an exceedingly popular author in his time. 

MARK TWAIN 

{Samuel hanghorne Clemens') 

(1835-1910) 

Mark Twain is perhaps the most widely read and the most deeply loved 
of all American writers. He escaped being born in New England, nor 
could the literary provincialities of the other side of the Mason and 
Dixon line claim him. He was not the mouthpiece of any “literary” 
locale. As Ludwig Lewisohn has said of him (in contrast with Whit- 
man) : ‘“It was a younger man from the Mississippi Valley, a normal, 
busy, humorous, kind-hearted American, a newspaper man, a prospec- 
tor, pioneer, publisher, gainer and loser of fortunes, perfect husband, 
devoted father, pal of millionaires and clergyman and right-thinking 
men of letters, of lords and dukes and sovereigns too, later on — it was 
Samuel Clemens, eternal adolescent and hence creator of the finest 
picaresque novel composed for centuries — ^it was he whom the American 
people chose as their great spokesman and literary hero.” Of Mark 
Twain’s humor Mr. Lewisohn has said: “It is directed against preteo- 
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tiousness and falseness, against all ‘putting on* of ‘airs*. . , . His sketcnes 
and stories are well written about a practical joke of some kind. But 
he is careful, unlike his predecessors, to be sure that the objects of the 
practical joke have justly lost the reader’s moral sympathy. The Man 
That Corrupted Hadley burg is an excellent illustration of this method ” 

THOMAS BAILEY ALDRICH 

(1836-1907) 

Thomas Bailey Aldrich was born in the historic town of Portsmouth, 
New Hampshire. From Portsmouth he was taken as a boy to New 
Orleans, and that city with its French charm and exotic flavor left a 
deep impression upon him. 

While he was preparing for Harvard, his father died; there was 
no money, and young Aldrich had to go to work. He served for 
several years as a clerk in his uncle’s office in New York. His first 
book of verse, The Bells, was a success, and he left the business world to 
become literary critic cn the Evening Mirror. For the remainder of his 
life, except for time spent as a war correspondent, he wrote verse and 
stories and served in one editorial capacity or another. He was for years 
known for the extraordinary skill and felicity of his light verse. Of 
Aldrich, Brander Matthews wrote: “He was a story-teller as well as a 
lyrist, carrying into fiction the ingenious fantasy which characterized 
his verse. He is best known by his exquisite short story, Marjorie Daw, 
and by his vivacious Story of a Bad Bay, which is almost autobiographic.** 

WILLIAM DEAN HOWELLS 

(1837-1920) 

Son of an Ohio printer-journalist, Howells spent his early life as 
type-setter, reporter and editor in the offices of various newspapers. And 
throughout his distinguished life he was never far from a printing-press, 
unless exception be made of the five years ensuing upon i860 when he 
was Consul at Venice. In 1865 he joined the staff of the Atlantic 
Monthly, and from 1872 to 1881 he was its editor-in-chief. He was ex- 
traordinarily prolific as a writer-novelist, poet, dramatist, essayist, cri^ 
The unusual charm of his personality won him a host of friends. He 
was long considered the foremost representative of the rcalisuc school 
of indigenous fiction. Despite his sojourn in Italy and his mastery of 
several European tongues, he insisted upon seeing and portraying Amer- 
ican life under its own skies and in its own vocabulary. 
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FRANCIS BRET HARTE 

(1839-1902) 

An Easterner by birth, Bret Hartc migrated to California when he was 
nineteen, after a childhood of hardship and ill health. For a time he 
taught school; he was a druggist’s clerk, a tutor and an express messen- 
ger on a California stage. The romance and the picturesqueness of the 
gold rush held him under its spell. It was the “Argonauts of ’49” whom 
he recorded in The Luc\ of Roaring Camp, These stories, with The 
Outcasts of Polder Flat, are Harte’s earliest work. He never sur- 
passed them. Their freshness and vigor capture the flavor of an epoch. 

AMBROSE BIERCE 

(1842-1914) 

Ambrose Bierce was born in Meiggs County, Ohio. He served through- 
out the Civil War, was brevetted major for distinguished services. After 
the war, he went to San Francisco, where he held editorial positions on 
several San Francisco weeklies. In 1872, he went to London and there for 
four years he continued his journalistic career. His first literary work 
appeared while he was abroad. He returned in 1876 to San Francisco 
and for nearly all of the next twenty-one years he worked for news- 
papers. Mr. George Sterling says of Bierce: “By far the greater part of 
this work was polemical in its nature. . . . Bierce’s pen was dipped in 
wormwood and acid, and ... his assaults were more dreaded than the 
bowie knife and revolver, . . .’’ 

The two stories by Bierce represented here are taken from his volume 
Tales of Soldiers and Civilians, and it is interesting to sec what the 
author wrote as a prefatory note. “Denied existence by the chief pub- 
lishing houses of the country, this book owes itself to Mr. E. L. G. Steele, 
merchant, of this city. In attesting Mr. Steele’s faith in his judgment and 
his friend, it will serve its author’s main and best ambition. A. B., San 
^Francisco, Sept. 4, 1891.” 

His stories deal with the horrible and the gruesome or the super- 
natural. We may hate his stories, as Mr. Sterling says, but we cannot 
forget them. “His heroes, or rather victims, arc lonely men, passing to 
unpredictable dooms, and hearing, from inaccessible crypts of space, 
the voices of unseen malevolences.” 

In November, 1913, Bierce left San Francisco and went to Mexico. 
For a number of years there was no word whatever about him. But it 
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now seems clearly certain that he was shot in 1914 by one or another of 
the revcdutionary factions in Mexico. 


HENRY JAMES 

(1843-1916) 


For a number of years after the World War, Henry James’s reputation 
suffered an eclipse. Mr. H. G. Wells wrote a triumphant last word when 
he had one of his characters compare the labored intensity of Henry 
James’s efforts to explore the deepest recesses of the human heart to “a 
magnificent but painful hippopotamus resolved at any cost, even at the 
cost of its dignity, upon picking up a pea which has got into a corner of 
its den.” But the values that Henry James lived for have again emerged 
from eclipse. 

The Dial Press has published a collection of his novelettes, Henry 
Seidel Canby is writing his definitive biography, and Clifton Fadiman 
has edited for Random House a bumper volume of his best short stories. 

Rebecca West closes her beautiful little book on Henry James thus; 
“In July, 1915, he took the great step, fraught for him with the deepest 
emotions, of renouncing his American citizenship and becoming a 
naturalized British subject; and in January, 1916, he did England the 
further honor of accepting the Order of Merit. And on 28th February, 
1916, he died, leaving the white light of his genius to shine out for the 
eternal comfort of the mind of man.” 


JOEL CHANDLER HARRIS 

(1848-1908) 

Harris was a Georgian who wrote many sketches and stories of Southern 
life. Although he had earlier established himself as a brilliant newspaper 
man, it was through his delineation of a Negro, the shrewd and master- 
ful Uncle Remus who told tales to a httle boy, that he won for himself 

* sSinTof the generation of American writers during the last 
deSof the ninetfenth century, Carl Van Doren says: “Outside 0 
Sk T^n the generation left harifiy a single lasung folk-hero except 
Uncle Remus and the animals of his bestiary. 
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SARAH ORNE JEWETT 

(1849-1909) 

The advice that Sarah Orne Jev^ett gave to Willa Gather — to write 
truthfully about the things she knew — might well describe what Miss 
Jewett herself did for her own New England people. She disclaimed all 
commerce with those writers who were given to “prettify.” She looked 
out on her New England scene, and she recorded what she saw. And 
though her stories seem not to be very much read nowadays, few of us 
realize how important her influence has been upon many writers who 
followed after her. 

She was born at South Berwick, Maine, of a family that had for gen- 
erations known the advantages of culture. Her first book, Deephaven, 
was published in 1887. It is a very careful study of her New England 
people in the form of an autobiography. From that date, she continued 
to publish novels and stories, and in all of her work she never got far 
from the characters and lives of the New Englanders she knew so 
intimately. 

The Courting of Sister Wisby appeared in 1888 in the volume The 
King of Folly Island and Other People, 

LAFCADIO HEARN 

(1850-1904) 

Leucadia (pronounced Lefcadia) is famous as the Ionian island from 
which Sappho is reputed to have leapt to suicide. Hearn’s father was an 
Irish Surgeon-major stationed in the Aegean, his mother a Greek. He 
gleaned a casual education at a Catholic college in Durham, and he 
died a Buddhist. At the age of 19, thrown upon his own resources, he 
migrated to America to try his hand at journalism. Though he was 
practically blind, he was pullied up the spire of Saint Patrick’s Cathedral, 
New York, to record for the reading public the view from that height. 
He was for some time in New Orleans, writing for the Times Democrat, 
and was sent by that paper for two years as correspondent to the West 
Indies. In 1891, as journalist, he was sent to Japan. There he promptly 
broke with journalism, became a teacher of English at the University of 
Tokio, had children that were half Japanese, and, in order that these 
children might be entered in the Japanese public schools, became z 
naturalized Japanese under the name of Yakumo Koizumi. The realistic 
Japanese thereupon promptly reduced his salary to the native scale (for- 
r\gn teachers were then paid much more than natives). Hearn then 
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returned to America, hating the Orient, to write several volumes of short 
stories, and to furnish copy for Dr. G. M. Gould’s informative volume, 
Concerning Lafeadio Hearn. 

GERTRUDE ATHERTON 

(1857-1948) 


Mrs. Gertrude Atherton, a native of San Francisco, California, spent 
most of her life in her own state. The early history of California was a 
dominant theme in her writings, and the story, “The Pearls of Loreto” is 
an excellent example of the manner in which she reconstructed a past 
age, and seized a dramatic situation for illuminating a tale. Indeed, Mrs. 
Atherton was most successful in transforming the facts of history into 
vivid fiction. Her fine novel. The Conqueror, deals with the life and 
times of Alexander Hamilton and Aaron Burr; her Rezanov is another 
instance of her power of imaginative reconstruction. With Mrs. Ather- 
ton’s novels of her declining years, the editors of this anthology have 
little patience. 

HAMLIN GARLAND 

(1860-1940) 


Hamlin Garland was born in West Salem, Wisconsin. In 1881 he was 
graduated from Cedar Valley Seminary, Osage, Iowa, where he devoted 
himself to the study of literature. When he was not in school, he worked 
on a farm. Later he taught school in Illinois. Then he migrated to South 
Dakota and took up a claim. But 'oon thereafter we find him in Boston, 


There had been a good deal of romanticizing of the West, and Hamlin 
Garland, who knew at first hand the hardships and privations of the 
lives of the settlers, was the first writer to give us the truth about condi- 
tions of pioneer life. He did for the West tA^at Mary E Wdkms Freeman 
was doing for New England. Mr. Garland has been the chief interpreter 
of the Middle Border in the United States during the nineteenth century. 
His work is marked by a realism that accents the more somber aspects 
of life. But this must be said: Mr. Garland was always true to his own 
vision. Like Hardy, he was more preoccupied with tragic than with hght 

themes. 
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MARY E. WILKINS FREEMAN 

(1862-1930) 

Mary E. Wilkins was born in Randolph, Massachusetts, and lived there 
and in Brattleboro, Vermont, until she married Dr. C. M. Freeman in 
1902. The remainder of her life was spent in New Jersey. Before her 
marriage, Mary E. Wilkins had established for herself a reputation for 
her vivid and true delineations of New England characters. For the 
most part, she delighted in revealing the lives of New England farmers, 
their wives — particularly their wives — and their children. While her 
work sometimes makes concessions to the romantic demands of the last 
two decades of the nineteenth century, her stories are noted for their 
realistic treatment. Her name has been for a long time associated with 
the New England of the latter part of the last century, much as Haw- 
thorne’s name is associated with the New England of an earlier day. 

A New England Nun is the title story of her first volume of stories, 
and although for more than thirty years Mrs. Freeman produced vol- 
ume after volume, and was regarded as the foremost interpreter of New 
England life, none of her volumes has transcended this one, and few of 
her stories indeed surpass it. 

EDITH WHARTON 

(1862-1937) 

No BETTER estimate of what Edith Wharton represents in the field of 
American literature has been made than Robert Morss Lovett’s, in dis- 
cussing the tendency of America to lag behind the literary movements 
of England and the Continent. The decadence of the nineties was remote 
from American writers. What emerged in America during this decade 
was a healthy local realism. Robert Morss Lovett writes: “American 
realism was not continental naturalism. The Puritan inheritance of 
morality and the new spirit of culture combined to insist upon the claims 
of significance of subject matter (a significance which is necessarily in 
tj>c large sense moral) and of beauty of form, as opposed to the require- 
ment of sheer fidelity to the objective world. Into this America of the 
1890’s came Edith Wharton, and in it she has steadily remained. The 
most superficial reading of her work brings evidence of her absorption 
in the somewhat mechanical operations of culture, her preoccupation 
with the upper class, and her loyalty to the theory of the art of fiction 
set forth by Henry James, of which the basis was a recognition of moral 
values. If one were to equip himself with a set of pigeon holes in which 
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ro collect the results of an analysis of Edith Wharton’s work, they would 
be labelled: Culture, Class, Morality.” Miss Wharton’s Ethan Fromc is 
one of America’s masterpieces of fiction. Perhaps her most typical work, 
however, is The Age of Innocence. The 1935 Pulitzer Prize Play, The 
Old Maid, was based on a story by Edith Wharton. 

O. HENRY 

{William Sydney Porter) 

(1862-1910) 

Born at Greensboro, North Carolina, William Sydney Porter — ^known 
throughout the world as O. Henry — received little formal education. As 
a young man, he went to Texas, where he worked in the General Land 
Office, and later in a bank. He became unfortunately involved in a 
mysterious business deal, and served a short prison sentence as a result 
thereof. This fact of his life is mentioned because it was from prison that 
he sent out liis first stories. Immediately his work found a very respon- 
sive public, and for years he was kept hard at work by editors. His name 
is now given to a certain kind of story, one in which the whole emphasis 
is so placed that the sudden or reversal ending will shock or surprise the 
reader. Many writers have tried to imitate him, but few have had any- 
thing like the success of O. Henry. He is perhaps one of the most 
inventive of short story writers; but in his best work he is more than 
inventive : he is creative in the truest sense. No two O. Henry enthusiasts 
can agree on which of his tales best deserve reprinting in an anthology. 
The three that we have chosen are our favorites. The sadly overworked 
Gift of the Magi was omitted purnoscly. 

RICHARD HARDING DAVIS 

(1864-1916) 

During his life Richard Harding Davis contributed much to the enter- 
tainment of the American people. A handsome man with a flair for 
romantic fiction and with a real gift for journalism, he became the first 
of our globe-trotting, highly personalized war correspondents. He was 
born in Philadelphia, the son of Lemuel Clark Davis, editorial 
and Rebecca Harding Davis who was a well-known author. He attended 
Swarthmore, Lehigh, and Johns Hopkins, but sports and social event? 
were more interesting to him than studies, and he gave up the academic 
world at the age of twenty-two to launch into journalism. In spite of 
his contacts he had difficulty in placing his story Gallagher, but in 1890 
it appeared in Scribner’s Magazine, and made the author famous. “Her^ 
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with,*’ says Thomas Beer, “Davis mounted into celebrity as gracefully 
as he might have swung his fine body in its handsome dress to the 
cushion of a waiting cab.” His Van Bibber stories, charming but super- 
ficial studies of New York society of his day, made him a fortune. 

The Bar Sinister was such a valuable literary property that its original 
publishers are here permitting its reproduction in an anthology for the 
first time. 


GEORGE ADE 

(1866-1944) 

Perhaps it is true, as Professor Fred L. Pattee says, that “In the evolution 
of a native literature, original Iiumor is the last element to come. It 
arrives only with independence grown habitual, with national unique- 
ness achieved, with localized individuality become as ingrained as the 
fundamentals of race.” In the history of American letters, these requisites 
seem to have been met within twenty or thirty years after the close of the 
Civil War. George Ade, born in Indiana, graduated from Purdue 
University, belongs in the best tradition of American humor. But one 
must distinguish between earlier American humor and the gracious wit 
and urbanity of the writings of George Ade. 

When he left college, he went into journalism. He is best known for 
his stories in the American vernacular, antedating by some years the work 
of Ring Lardner, and chiefly for his Fables in Slang (1899). He has 
written musical comedy librettos, plays and film scenarios. “My early 
story stuff,” he says, “was intended to be ‘realistic,’ and I believed firmly 
in short words and short sentences. By a queer twist of circumstances I 
have become known to the general public as a ‘humorist’ and a writer 
of ‘slang.’ I never wanted to be a comic or tried to be one. The playful 
vernacular and idiomatic talk of the street and the fanciful figures of 
speech which came out for years under the heading Fables in Slang had 
no relation whatever to the cryptic language of the underworld or the 
patois of the criminal element. Always I wrote for the ‘family trade’ and 
I used no word or phrase which might give offense to mother and the 
;jirls or a professor of English.” 

BOOTH TARKINGTON 

(1869-1946) 

Booth Tarkington, born in Indianapolis, Indiana, was educated at 
Princeton. His first work was in the romantic vein that was decidedly 
in the taste of the day. His little novelette. Monsieur Beaucaire, had a 
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tremendous vogue. But Booth Tarkington responded to the changes 
of the American scene throughout his career, and he soon began to 
look with a more realistic eye at the life about him. Though he wrote 
several interesting novels with profound themes, his most important 
contribution to American letters, perhaps, is his work dealing with 
adolescents. His Penrod books are those to which one constantly returns. 
Even though his novels mirror their particular period with truth, they 
are often dated.” The stories about Penrod and the other young people 
remain as fresh as youth itself and interest in them recurs generation 
after generation. 


FRANK NORRIS 
(1870-1902) 

The brief thirty-two years of Frank Norris’s life were crowded with 
ambitious projects. At the age of seventeen he left his native Chicago to 
enroll as an art student in Paris. After two years at Julian’s Academy, he 
returned to America to attend the University of California and Harvard 
The college records do not show that he achieved scholastic prominence, 
nor do they reveal that one of the first American naturalistic novels was 
begun within their walls. At the outbreak of the Boer War, Frank Norris 
was sent to South Africa as a war correspondent for the San Francisco 
Chronicle, On his return, he became associate editor of the San Fran- 
cisco Wave and began his career as a novelist in earnest. The Spanish 
American War found him in Cuba as a correspondent for McClure' i 
Magazine, He had also been a publishers’ reader in New York. He went 
back to California to launch on what was to have been his magnum 
opus: The Epic oj Wheat, a trilogy, the first two volumes of which, The 
Octopus and The Pit, created a national furor. The final volume, The 
Wolf, had not been begun when an operation for appendicitis proved 
fatal. The story A Deal in Wheat might well serve as a microcosm of 
the great epic he had in mind. 

STEPHEN CRANE 
(1871-1900) 

Stephen Crane’s place in American literature was made secure by one 
book— Red Badge of Courage— thsit superb story of the Civil War 
whose breath-taking descriptions of actual battle scenes are all the more 
remarkable in light of the fact that their author never saw as much as a 
skirmish in his whole life. The Red Badge stands by itself, but other 
works, not.ibly Maggie, A Girl of the Streets, and The Open Boat con^ 
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tributcd to the gradual acceptance of Crane as one of America’s trul) 
important writers. Thomas Beer’s admirable biography sent present-day 
readers scurrying for his books. 

Stephen Crane was born in Newark, New Jersey. His short life was 
full of sickness and trouble. His record as a journalist and war corre^ 
spondeat is studded with discouragements and failures. He had very 
pronounced — and for his time, advanced— ideas al)out writing, with 
which most of his editors emphatically disagreed. He died abroad, 
where he had gone for his health 

T he Open Boat was a favorite story of Joseph Conrad’s. “The deep 
and simple humanity of the presentation of that story of four men in a 
tery small boat,” he wrote, “seems somehow to illustrate the essentials 
)f life itseE” 


THEODORE DREISER 

(1871-1945) 

From the time Sister Carrie was published in 1900, Theodore Dreiser 
hewed to his own line as a realistic writer. His has been perhaps the 
most invigorating and inspiriting influence in American letters. Sher- 
wood Anderson has said of Dreiser: “Something gray and bleak and 
hurtful, that has been in the world perhaps forever, is personified in 
him.” He goes on to say that after Dreiser many young men will write 
books, and their books will have qualities, it may be, that Dreiser’s have 
not; they will have humor and “grace, lightness of touch, a dream of 
beauty breaking through the husks of life.” But Theodore Dreiser was 
the pioneer; he was the man who had fought always for the truth. And 
that, Mr. Anderson felt, was one of the great merits of this author. “The 
feet of Theodore arc making a path, the heavy brutal feet. They arc 
tramping through the wilderness of lies, making a path . . . The prose 
writers in America who follow Dreiser will have much to do that he has 
never done. Their road is a long one, but, because of him, those who 
follow will never have to face the road through the wilderness of Puritan 
denial, the road that Dreiser faced alone.” 

<For those who are given to carping about the unpolished style of 
Theodore Dreiser, this story The Lost Phoebe, with its case and grace 
and beauty, is suflicient evidence that he could, and often did, write 
beautifully. 
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GERTRUDE STEIN 

(1874-1946) 

About I9^> Sherwood Anderson returned from a trip to France^ and 
published in The New Republic an article on Gertrude Stein, extolling 
her literary gifts, and explaining that her Tender Buttons had made a 
deep impression upon him. But this eulogy was more than twelve years 
after Miss Stein had published her Three Lives (1909). One cannot help 
but feel that what Sherwood Anderson had accomplished in fiction, 
with no conscious awareness of what he was actually doing, Miss Stein 
had as early as 1909 done with a very deep artistic awareness indeed. To 
read any of the tlu-ee stories in Three Lives, remembering when they 
were written, is to realize that Miss Stein stands within the tradition of 
American realism fostered with such fanatic devotion by Frank Norris 
and Stephen Crane. There are, to be sure, the tricks of repetitive prose 
in these stories that Miss Stein later carried toward a conclusion that 
some people might call logical. The fact remains that these early stories 
are readable and clearly understandable, whereas much of Miss Stein’s 
later work, interestingly experimental though it may be, is unintelligible 
to a great many readers. 

Gertrude Stein was born in Allegheny, Pennsylvania, educated at 
Radclifle and at Johns Hopkins University in Baltimore. About forty- 
five years ago she went to Europe, and lived in France, chiefly in Paris, 
continuously until her visit to her own country in the Winter of 1934- 
1935. She died in Paris in 1946. For details about Miss Stein the reader is 
referred to her own autobiography, perhaps the most interesting of all 
her experiments, entitled The Autobiography of Alice B. To^lfis. 

WILLA GATHER 

(1875-1947) 

WiLLA Gather was born in Virginia, and moved in the i88o’s to Ne- 
braska. She attended the University of Nebraska, then she taught in 
Pittsburgh, and came to New York later to do editorial work with 
McClure’s Magazine. The impressions of the early years of her life in 
Nebraska arc beautifully recorded in the novel My Antonia. Her first 
novel, Alexander’s Bridge, was an attempt to manage material with 
which she was not familiar at first hand. Very early in Miss Gathers 
career, Sarah Ornc Jewett advised her to write “truthfully and simply” 
about her own subject matter. And Miss Gather followed that admoni- 
tion conscientiously. Thus, in all of her books, when she went back to 
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the scenes and the people of her earlier life in the Middle West, she was 
most successful. She enriched American literature with her novels of 
these pioneering people. 

Miss Gather wrote few short stories. Those that are collected, notably 
the volume Youth and the Bright Medusa, though well written, are not 
as consistently fine as her novels. But a few of them stand out — A Wagner 
Matinee, The Sculptors Funeral, and Paul's Case, And perhaps one 
should also mention Death in the Desert, 

In the story Paul's Case, Miss Gather recorded what must have been, 
in essence, an experience encountered while she was teaching English 
in Pittsburgh. The subject matter is pathological, and it would be merely 
another case history, except for the creative imagination that took the 
facts and fused them into a story that is illuminating and sympathetic 
and profound. 


JACK LONDON 

(1876-1916) 

fACK London was born in Oakland, California. His life is more extraor- 
dinary than his books. He himself must have felt this, because he has 
written much that is of an autobiographical nature. One of his most 
interesting books, particularly from this viewpoint, is Martin Eden, 
Due to poverty in childhood and the terrible struggles of early manhood, 
his sympathies were always with the downtrodden. In book after book, 
he champions the cause of the unfortunate and dispossessed. His intense 
interest in propaganda often mars the artistry of his work. 

The violent struggles in the world of nature, he believed, were little 
less violent than the struggles between man and man. His most success- 
ful book The Call of the Wild has a kind of allegorical parallelism: as 
the animals behave, so, really, do men behave. 

In some of his very finest short stories the struggle depicted is between 
man and the external world of nature. T 0 Build a Fire belongs in this 
group. 


HARVFY O’HIGGINS 

(1876-1928) 

Mr. O’Higgins was born in London, Ontario, attended the University 
of T oronto for a few years, left without taking his degree, and came to 
New York to make his way as a writer. He served his apprenticeship in 
journalism — that school, or training place of so many American writers 
—and indeed he never got quite completely away from newspaper work. 
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During the years when “muck-raking” was the fashion, Mr. O’Higgins 
was constantly engaged to write up the findings of the investigators. He 
had a great gift for journalism. But he was always deeply concerned 
with the art of fiction, and his best work in that field was undoubtedly 
in the short story. He came to be much interested in the findings of the 
new psychologists— Freud and Jung— and believed that their discoveries 
were fruitful fields for the fiction writer. In one of his justly famous 
stories, Sir Watson Tyler, he chooses a certain significant moment in 
die life of the eminent man who is the hero, to show how the man’s 
whole success in life was based upon his choice of alternatives during 
one dramatic moment. It is a psycho-analytical story, but its art lies in 
the fact that Mr. O’Higgins has so beautifully subdued the analysis. 
Written about the same time, his Big Dan Reilly, based on the model of 
an actual political “boss” that he knew well, and understood deeply, 
deserves a place in an American anthology of short stories. 

Mr. O’Higgins died at the too early age of fifty-two. 


SHERWOOD ANDERSON 
(1876-1941) 


Chekhov once wrote in a letter to a friend that he thought it would be 
a good thing for short story writers to cut off the beginnings and the 
ends of their stories, for “that is where we are most inclined to lie.” Since 
the Russian writer is often accused of writing formless stories, that is, 
stories that are not like those of Poe and O. Henry, and since Sherwood 
Anderson is accused of the same thing, it is not remarkable that some 
critics felt, when Mr. Anderson’s stories appeared, that he had been 
influenced by the Russian. Mr. Anderson humorously meets this chal- 
lenge in an episode in his The Story Teller s Story, where he explains. 
“This I found, that in Russian novels the characters are always eating 
cabbage soup and I have no doubt Russian writers eat it too. This was 
a revelation to me. Many of the Russian tales are concerned with the 
lives of peasants and a Boston critic once said I had brought the American 
peasant into literature; and it is likely that Russian writers, like all the 
other writers who have ever lived and have not pandered to the popular 
demand for sentimental romances, were fortunate if they could live as 
well as a peasant. ‘What the critics say is no doubt true,’ I told myself; 
for, like so many of the Russian writers, I was raised largely on cabbage 


*°Mn Anderson was born in Ohio, moved to Chicago, then to New 
York, and later to Virginia. He never subscriM to die “pattern story; 
he was a born teller of tales; and his chief gift was his depth of insight 
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into his character, and, in his best work, the simplicity and clarity of 
his prose. 


OWEN JOHNSON 

(1878-1952) 

Owen Johnson was born in New York City, and when his affluent 
parents selected Lawrcnceville as his “prep” school they little realized 
what a fortunate choice they were making for both their son and the 
school. For Johnson’s series of books about Lawrcnceville (The Pro- 
digious Hic\ey, The Tennessee Shad, The Varmint, etc., etc.) arc among 
the finest stories of adolescent boyhood in our literature, and if present- 
day youngsters aren’t as familiar with them as they should be, that’s 
their loss! 

Stover at Yale was published in 1911. Thereafter Mr. Johnson abruptly 
abandoned this type of book, and, until his death, devoted himself to the 
writing of novels of the highly sophisticated, “best-seller” variety. In 1926 
he married for the fifth time. He lived in New York and Stockbridge. 

JAMES BRANCH CABELL 

(1879- ) 

James Branch Cabell is one of the few American writers living througft 
an age given over almost wholly to the more relentless and violent forms 
of realism who has chosen quite deliberately to be the spokesman for 
romanticism, Mr. Cabell, born in Richmond, Virginia, educated at 
William and Mary, for a while instructor in Latin and Greek, returned 
to live his life quietly and charmingly in the city of his birth. With his 
equipment, then, and in such a setting, one might well expect to find in 
his romantic books and stories both scholarship and a very urbane out- 
look on life. And these are precisely what one does find. There are also 
to be found wit and irony, and often profound reflections on manners 
and morals. From his own account, in These Restless Heads, he tells us 
that in most of his books he has steadily praised the conventional and 
jtried virtues, “in praise of monogamy in Jurgen, and of keeping up 
ajfpearanccs in Figures of Earth, and of chastity in Something About 
Eve . . But even this statement may contain its own irony. 

The story, called for convenience Porcelain Cups, is one part of a book 
of stories that are held together by a common line of interest. The full 
title is The Episode called Porcelain Cups, from The Line of Love: 
Dizain des mariagu. 
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JOSEPH HERGESHEIMER 

(1880-- ) 

Although born in Philadelphia, Joseph Hergesheimer has for a number 
of years lived a life of pleasant retirement in West Chester, Pennsyl- 
vania as everyone knows who has read much of his fiction, or his 
essays. But his retirement has been one filled with work, for he set 
himself years ago the long task of learning to write — an apprenticeship 
almost as arduous as that of Maupassant. The result was that when Mr. 
Hergesheimer began to publish there was a finish and in authority about 
his craftsmanship that few will deny. He gained his first popular success 
with his novels The Three Blac\ Penny s and Java Head, It is perhaps 
not unfair to say that Mr. Hergesheimer is usually more successful in 
dealing with the romantic or romanticized past than he is when con- 
fronted by the immediate and realistic present— life in Palm Beach, for 
example I With his passions for collecting and his deep interest in 
antiquarianism, he manages to reconstruct other times and other places 
with a fidelity of detail that aids much in establishing the characters as 
authentic individuals in their various scenes. In his creation of character 
he follows in the steps of Galsworthy and Arnold Bennett rather, let us 
say, than in the technical experimentations of James Joyce or Virginia 
Woolf. Wild Oranges is deservedly one of the most popular of his 
stories. 


SUSAN GLASPELL 

(1882-T948) 

Susan Glaspell and her husband, George Cram Cook, were the leaders 
of that discerning and enterprising group of writers who established the 
Provincetown Players on an old wharf on the tip of Cape Cod in the 
summer of 1913. It was they who were responsible for the first produc- 
tion of a play by a then unknown youngster just back from a stretch of 
sailing and adventuring around the world. His name is Eugene O’Neill. 

Later Miss Glaspell and Mr. Cook moved to Greece, and, after his 
death there in 1923, she wrote The Road to the Temple, a moving and 
most successful story of his life. Among her numerous plays and novels 
is Alisons House, the Pulitzer Prize Play for 1931. 

Miss Glaspell was a native of Davenport, Iowa. She lived, until her 
death, in Truro, Massachusetts. 
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RING LARDNER 

(1885-1933) 

Ring Lardner was born in 1885 at Niles, Michigan. He was educated 
at the Armour Institute in Chicago; was a reporter on the South Bend> 
Ind. Times for two years; and for four years he did newspaper work 
in Chicago, St. Louis and New York. During this period he gained for 
himself a wide audience as a gifted and original writer on sports. But 
with the publication of his You Know Me, Al about the time of the 
War, it was evident that this sports writer was more than a sports 
reporter — that there was a creative imagination at work. With the ap- 
pearance of further stories he gained steadily in reputation, until even 
the “highbrow” critics acclaimed him a master in his own genre. 

More perhaps than any contemporary American writer he caught the 
flavor of American speech and of various American types of character.. 
Some of his stories dealing with baseball players are masterpieces of their 
kind. At his best he is a humorist of the highest order. And like other 
humorous writers — notably Mark Twain and Chekhov — there is a deep 
undercurrent of sadness and satire as well as a sense of tragedy underly- 
ing some of his work. His stories Haircut and Champion exemplify this. 
I'hesc two stories, however, usual nominations of anthologists, were 
never among Lardner’s personal favorites. The two he preferred above 
all others were The Golden Honeymoon and Some Li\e Them Cold, 
and they arc the two you will find in this collection. 

WILBUR DANIEL STEELE 

(1886- ) 

Wilbur Daniel Steele has won the O. Henry Memorial Award four 
times. His stories are characterized by originality of theme and by 
skillful dramatic presentation. Often his themes are morbid or melo- 
dramatic, but Mr. Steele stands with the few contemporary writers 
who can, by their art, give plausibility to their material. The story The 
Mem Who Saw Through Heaven, printed first in Harper s Magazine, is 
often regarded as one of his best stories. 

Born in Greensboro, North Carolina, Mr. Steele as a child was edu- 
cated in Berlin. He was reared in Denver, where he attended the uni- 
versity. His education continued with the study of painting in Paris, 
etching in Italy. He has traveled a great de?l — in Europe, North Africa, 
the West Indies. For a number of years he made his home in Province- 
town or Nantucket, and many of his stories deal with the people he 
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has known on Cape Cod. He now lives either in Charleston, South 
Carolina, or in Connecticut. 


EDNA FERBER 

(1887- ) 


Beneath the perfect urbanity and savoir faire of Miss Edna Ferber’s 
present-day manner there beats still the heart of a simple, eager country 
girl, born in Kalamazoo, Michigan, and educated in Appleton, Wis- 
consin. The blend gives her every story just the right warmth and just 
the right sophistication to send it catapulting to the top of the national 
best-seller list. These, however, are best sellers that we may be proud of. 
Edna Ferber’s Show Boat, Cimarron, So Big and Giant possess genuine 
literary quality; they are real pictures of American life. 

Miss Ferber’s training as a writer began on the Milwaukee Journal. 
Her first fictional work appeared in 1911. Today she lives on a fabulous 
Westchester estate, makes fabulous sums from her plays, short stories 
and novels, and is constantly surrounded by all the most fabulously 
clever people in New York. Some of her other books; Peculiar 7 leas- 
ure, Saratoga Trunk, Great Man, Giant. 


THOMAS BEER 

(1889-1940) 

Thomas Beer was a native of Ohio, educated at Yale, but lived most of 
his life in or near New York and was identified with the wrjters of that 
section. He spent much time in Nantucket, and many of his stories have 
their localethere.Hewas successful in creating a number of chara^cters and 
using them in story after story, so that for one who has followed his work, 
his men and women become as familiar as people in a novel. His story. 
Tact is one of the first to introduce Mrs. Egg and her son Dammy. 

There is a lightness of touch in Mr. Beer’s stones, but very often it is 
a lightness of touch that deceives, because if you examine his work 
closdy, there is always some very human trait involved-vicious and 
wicked and designing people are exposed, or very human follies re- 

vcaled, or decent human behavior extolled. 

Mr. Beer is the author of several novels, of a life of btephen Crane, 
of a sensitive and discerning book. The Mauve Decade. 
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CONRAD AIKEN 

(1889- ) 

Born in Savannah, Georgia, Conrad Aiken was left an orphan when 
a small child and was brought up in New Bedford, Massachusetts. He 
was graduated from Harvard, where, as a student, he distinguished 
himself in poetry. In 1930 Mr. Aiken was awarded the Pulitzer Prize 
for his Selected Poems, Mr. Aiken is primarily a poet, and in the forms 
of poetry, an experimenter. But his experimentations usually show the 
hand of a master technician. When he turned to prose, his gifts served 
him in that form with equal distinction. His novel Blue Voyage is a 
tour de force in the manipulation of the “stream of consciousness” 
technique. 

The story here reprinted. Silent Snow, Secret Snow, is Conrad Aiken 
at his very best. He handles one of the most difficult of all themes; he 
reproduces the workings of the mind of a twelve-year-old boy— a mind 
hovering on the brink of madness. 

CHRISTOPHER MORLE^ 

(1890- ) 

Born into the academic world, at Haverford, Pennsylvania, Christopher 
Morley war brought up in that atmosphere. His father moved from 
Haverford to become Professor of Mathematics at Johns Hopkins Uni- 
^^ersity, in Baltimore. Mr. Morley went back to Haverford for his under- 
graduate work. He was appointed a Rhodes Scholar to Oxford. When 
he returned to America, he went into newspaper work, and for a num- 
ber of years he conducted a “column” on the old New Yor\ Evening 
Post. His gifts arc peculiarly adapted to this kind of journalistic work. 
Each issue of his old column was something of an intimate and personal 
essay. His work has in fact been largely in the essay. But he has con- 
tributed as well to American letters longer pieces of fiction. In The 
Arrow there arc brought together Mr. Morley’s various talents— the 
^it, the urbanity, and the penchant for telling a story that have made 
him one of the most eagerly “collected” authors in America, as well 
as New York’s most indefatigable and indispensable after-dinner speak- 
ers. When he is not writing or speaking, Mr. Morley serves as judge 
for the Book-of-thc-Month Club, publishes a book himself ever so often, 
and holds down six or seven other jobs w- cannot recall offhand. 
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DOROTHY PARKER 

(1893- ) 

On the basis of three slim volumes of verse, two books of short stories, 
and coundess (usually scandalous) anecdotes, Dorothy Parker has 
become a myth to the entire country. Behind a mask of childlike inno- 
cence there lurks in her a ruthless malice, a devastating humor, that lays 
bare in a trice the foibles of humanity. Mr. Chesterton said of Jane 
Austen “that though she might have been protected from life, there 
was very litde of life that was protected from Jane Austen.” Dorothy 
Parker is the Jane Austen of her day. 

Dorothy Parker is a native of New York, where she spends most of 
her time, unless called to Hollywood for a writing stint for the movies. 
Her public, however, longs for her to resume the literary life, and write 
more stories like Big Blonde. 

THYRA SAMTER WINSLOW 

(1893- ) 

Thyra Samter V^inslow was born in Fort Smith, Arkansas, was edu- 
cated in Little Rock and the University of Missouri, and proceeded to 
Chicago, where for a number of years she worked in journalism. Then 
she came to New York and has lived there for the last fifteen years. 
She brought with her to her newspaper work, as well as to her fictiom 
her very sharp powers of observation. Unlike Ruth Suckow, Mrs, 
Winslow has written more of city people than of people on the land or 
in the small towns and cities of the Middle West. It is for city people 
of all kinds that she has the most sensitive appreciation— of their petty 
and circumscribed lives, of their struggles, their aspirations, and their 
achievements and defeats. Her work is for the most part impersonal, 
detached; she records faithfully and lets the facts speak for themselves. 
Mrs. Winslow’s oudook is one of trenchant irony. A Cycle of Manhat^ 
tan is a characteristic story, and one of her best. 

KATHERINE ANNE PORTER 

(1894- ) 

Because Katherine Anne Porter is one of the most meticulous and dis- 
criminating of our contemporary writers, her books of short novels and 
stories have appeared after long intervals of preparation and revision. 
Her first, Flowering Judas, was published in 1930. It was not until 1939 

L 
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that Pale Horse, Pale Rider, a collection of three short novels, was 
issued, and, after five years. The Leaning Tower and Other Stories 
made its appearance in 1944. Her most recent book. The Days Before, 
was published in 1952. Born in Texas and brought up in New Orleans, 
Miss Porter has lived in many parts of the United States, Mexico and 
Europe. She has been awarded two Guggenheim grants, a Book-of-thc- 
Month Club fellowship and the honorary degree of Litt.D. by the 
Women’s College of the University of North Carolina. She has been a 
vice-president of the National Institute of Arts and Letters and a fel- 
low of the Library of Congress. Her tales, exquisitely wrought, have 
earned for her a world-wide reputation as an artist in the medium of 
rhe short story. 


JAMES THURBER 

(1894- ) 

Columbus, Ohio, James Thurber’s birthplace, has been lovingly cele- 
brated by its most tolerant yet critical son. But it is through the world 
of his own making — in memoirs, fables, satires, fantasies, stories and 
drawings — that James Thurber wanders restlessly and, in passing, be- 
comes its recording angel. His imagination has given life to many 
quaint and hitherto obscure characters and has caricatured ambiguous 
fears into simple and not-at-all-frightening realities. Thurber, virtually 
blind, sees life in all its direct manifestations and fantasies and sets it 
down in simplified line and in crystal prose. The short story by which 
he is represented in this collection is, in our opinion, Thurber at his 
inimitable best. 


F. SCOTT FITZGERALD 

(1896--1940) 

t\ Scott Fitzgerald, bright, glittering star of the jazz age in American 
fiction, was born in Saint Paul, Minnesota, educated at Princeton, and as 
a handsome, popular young officer in the A. E. F., rounded off a pre- 
liminary training that equipped him to perfection for the sort of books 
he was destined to write. This Side of Paradise in 1920 and The Beaw 
tiful and Damned in 1922 not only enjoyed an enormous vogue, but set 
a new fashion for stories of the younger generation. And all the while, 
Fitzgerald and his beautiful wife, Zelda, were the toast of the smart set 
in New York, perfect counterparts of the characters he was writing 
about. 

With maturity came adventures and misadventures of many descrip' 
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tions. Fitzgerald’s writing took a more serious turn. In 1925 he pro- 
duced his finest book: The Great Gatsby, And then, after an eight-year 
silence, he produced another memorable novel, in lo^^, called Tender 
Is the Night. 

Fitzgerald (a direct descendant of the author of “The Star-Spangled 
Banner”) spent the best years of his life in Baltimore. Then he went to 
Hollywood, where, when his heart gave way at forty-four, he was work- 
ing on an unfinished novel about the fantastic motion-picture world, 
called The Last Tycoon, The Rich Boy is a typical Fitzgerald creation. 

JOHN DOS PASSOS 

(1896- ) 

For a few years after the close of the War in 1918 American fiction 
maintained a silence about the events of the conflict, or treated the sub- 
ject sentimentally. But with the publication in 1921 of John Dos Passes 
Three Soldiers a new voice arose with the ring of truth about what 
really happened to young men engaged in the brutal conflict. And in 
every other book that followed, Dos Passes has maintained a high levei 
of reality. Few authors have been as sensitive to the constantly changing 
American scene of the past thirty years. He has attempted to evolve 
new technical devices in writing that will most truly and adequately 
record that scene. His book, 79/9, records, episodically, the impression 
upon a sensitive man of the swift kaleidoscope of American life. 7 'he 
Body of an American is taken from this book because it forms a com- 
plete story. 

Dos Passos was born in Chicago ana educated at Harvard. When he 
was very young he went to France as an ambulance driver, at the very 
outset of the World War. Today he is engaged in the writing of novels 
and many articles on the American social and political scene. 

WILLIAM FAULKNER 
(1897- ) 

The value and significance of William Faulkner’s work has aroused 
more controversy than that of any other contemporary writer. On the 
one hand he has been completely damned, and on the other very highly 
praised. His damnation derives from his preoccupation with the lives 
of decadent and neurotic and even insane people in the South. Never- 
theless, many modern critics arc unanimous in their recognition of 
Faulkner’s unusual power to impose upon his characters a vivid reality. 
More than any modern writer he can create moods and atmosphere. 
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He was born in Ripley, Mississippi; but since childhood he has lived in 
Oxford, in that State. He left the University of Mississippi when he was 
very young to join the Canadian Flying Corps. Wounded in an air- 
plane crash, he returned to the United States, went to New Orleans, 
shared an apartment with Sherwood Anderson, did some sketches for 
newspapers, and settled down to write. In 1951 Faulkner was awarded 
the Nobel Prize for Literature. 

Mr. Harlan Hatcher says of his work: “In an age inured to horror 
and indifferent through repetition to the cruelty and the crudity of 
decadent people, he has succeeded in extending their potency for shock. 
. . . And he defines the farthest limits to which the innovations and 
revolts that were at one time necessary to the continued well-being of 
our literature can be carried without final self-defeat.” 

ERNEST HEMINGWAY 
(1898- ) 

Ernest Hemingway’s reputation as the leading American writer of the 
post-war generation rests squarely on his two fine novels, The Sun Also 
Rises and A Farewell to Arms, but his short stories have also contributed 
to his fame. The two stories reprinted in this anthology, or The Unde- 
feated, or Fifty Grand, have been analyzed and discussed in probably 
every short story class in American colleges. 

Hemingway himself has become an almost mythical character. He 
was born in Illinois. His father was a country doctor, and Hemingway 
accompanied him on many of his rounds (sec his first book of stories. 
In Our Time). Just before the First World War, he served as a reporter 
on the Kansas City Star, but soon after the outbreak of hostilities, he 
enlisted in an American ambulance unit. He served with conspicuous 
bravery on the Italian front, where he was seriously wounded. After the 
Armistice, he became foreign correspondent for the Toronto Star, and 
later moved to Paris for the Hcarst Syndicate. These Paris days marked 
the beginning of Hemingway’s fame. His brusque, highly individual 
style of writing became the model for a horde of imitators; publish- 
ers began hailing one new hopeful after another as “another Ernest 
^ Hemingway!” 

Hemingway’s visit to the front in the Spanish Civil War furnished 
the material for one of his best novels, For Whom the Bell Tolls. At 
home, he usually can be found fishing off the Florida keys or in Cuba. 
His most recent work. The Old Man and the Sea, has reaffirmed his 
greatness as a story-teller. An avid outdoors man, he sedulously avoids 
the so-called literary set, particularly book critics. 
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JOHN STEINBECK 

(1900- ) 

John Steinbeck is generally recognized today as one of the four greatest 
writers in America. 7 he Grapes of Wrath is his outstanding novel, but 
Tortilla Flat, Of Mice and Men, and The Moon Is Down follow close 
behind. The best of his short stories are contained in a volume called 
The Long Valley, which includes “The Red Pony,” reprinted here. 
Steinbeck was born in Salinas, California, and his close association with 
the bunkhouses and workingmen he describes so graphically began 
while he was in school. After intermittent attendance at Stanford 
University, he headed for New York. One of his jobs there was carry- 
ing bricks for the construction of Madison Square Garden. His first 
novel. Cup of Gold, published in 1929, was written while he was labor- 
ing as a watchman on a job seven thousand feet up in the High Sierras. 
In 1952 East of Eden, perhaps his most ambitious work of fiction, be- 
came a national best-seller and again confirmed the reputation he has 
maintained for more than twenty years as one of the foremost novelists 
of America. 


THOMAS WOLFE 

(1900-1938) 

We have more information about Mr. Wolfe than about any con- 
temporary writer, because Mr. WJfe had, under a thin veil of auto- 
biography, written about himself in two very long and revealing novels: 
LooI{ Homeward, Angel and Of Time and the River, In them, one 
feels, all is set down. If one weic trying to evaluate the defects and the 
virtues of this writer, one would have first to speak of the amazing 
prolificity of the man, and of his equally amazing treatment of scene, 
after scene of the most restrained and telling realism. Then one would 
have to speak of the pages overladen with rhapsodic paeans, and of the 
repetitions that often weary. In A Portrait of Bascom Hawke are to be 
discovered his best qualities. 

Mr. Wolfe was a “born” writer, but even with his unusual natural gifts 
he was tormented by his own despair and his lack of self-confidence be- 
fore he had arrived. Like other young men aspiring to authorship, he was 
always thinking that he would go to Paris, or to Oxford, or some little 
place in Spain or Switzerland, “to settle down and write.” And then he 
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discovered finally that the place to write was anywhere, “so long as the 
heart, the power, the faith, the desperation, the bitter and unendurable 
necessity, and the naked courage were there inside him all the time.” 
These references are to the hero Eugene Gant who is, however, often 
indistinguishable from Thomas Wolfe himself. 

His untimely death in 1938 cut short a career that gave promise of a 
rich and permanent contribution to Amercian fiction. 

KATHARINE BRUSH 

(1902-1952) 

The work of this writer, particularly in Night Club, the story here in- 
cluded, exemplifies the statement that the very effective short story 
“comes nearer to the domain of the dramatist than the novelist; for it 
is in the truest sense a dramatic moment, which seizes on us by its 
Intensity, its swift dynamic, its direct appeal.” Instead of there being 
one such moment, there are a series of such moments in this story, each 
involving separate stories, yet all whirling ironically about the life of 
the very prosaic Mrs. Brady. 

Katharine Brush, born in Middletown, Connecticut, was the daughter 
of the headmaster of a boys’ school in New England. When she was 
confronted with the choice of going to college or to work, she preferred 
the latter, and began her career in the newspaper world. She lived for 
a while in Ohio, and then came to New York, and later went to Cali- 
fornia. Her work is characterized by keen observation and penetrating 
insight— all recorded in a swift and sophisticated style. Her best and most 
popular novels are Young Man of Manhattan and Red-Headed Woman. 

ERSKINE CALDWELL 

(1903- ) 

Mr. Caldwell is best known for his novel Tobacco Road and for the 
play that was made from that book. His fame was of course enhanced 
by attempts to suppress his second novel, God* 5 Little Acre, but his 
rejjutation as an artist did not need that artificial stimulant. He writes 
of the poor white trash of the Southern mountains, of the people of 
Georgia, chiefly. Where William Faulkner, dealing with some of the 
same people, casts his own spell upon them, and creates compelling 
moods, Mr. Caldwell, with much greater detachment from his people, 
merely records them; they create their own moods. And the result is 
that the characters in Mr. Caldwell’s world — though difficult for mosf 
people to accept — arc nevertheless made plausible on their own account 



BIOGRAPHICAL NOTES 1337 

It is as if the author said : Believe it or not, but this is what they arc like. 

Mr. Caldwell is the son of a Presbyterian pastor. The migratory life 
of his family made formal schooling diflScult. The son finally attended 
the University of Virginia for a while and then the University of 
Pennsylvania, but after three years “of effort to educate myself on uni- 
versity grounds, I gave the whole thing up,” Mr. Caldwell writes, “and 
got a job in a newspaper office.” He wrote for seven years before any- 
thing was published. 


JOHN O’HARA 
(1905- ) 

For ten years after his graduation from prep school in 1924, John 
O’Hara wandered from one casual job to another as ship steward, rail- 
way freight clerk, gas-meter reader, amusement-park guard, soda clerk 
and secretary to the late Hey wood Broun. Then, in 1934, the publication 
of his first novel. Appointment in Samarra, won for him a startlingly 
immediate and then a more lasting literary reputation. Subsequent 
novels and collections of short stories confirmed the first generous 
praise of critics and his early readers. His novel, A Rage to Live, was 
an enormous success and the musical comedy. Pal Joey, based on his 
short stories, became one of the all-time Broadway hits when it was 
revived eleven years after its original production. John O’Hara’s short 
stories are notable for their accuracy in significant detail, for the acute 
ear which catches the most subtle distinctions of speech and the sug- 
gested, but never underlined, tensions of human conflict. 

WILLIAM SAROYAN 
(1908- ) 

William Saroyan, an American of Armenian parentage, burst into the 
limelight with the publication in Story Magazine early in 1934 of his 
story The Daring Young Man on the Flying Trapeze, His first volume, 
bearing the same title, was published a few months later, and evoked 
critical hoop-las from many high places. He is one of the young con- 
temporary writers who has breathed new life into the American short 
story. And he has managed to do this in part by completely disregard- 
ing all formulae for the conventionally constructed short story. Let him 
speak for himself in the following words, quoted from a letter written 
to a friend: “I cannot understand why you should be so excited about 
the violation of a number of rules of writing . . . inasmuch as rules. 
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actually, are valuable and necessary only when they emerge from the 
immediate and specific needs of a work. ... It is wise to presume, 1 
think, that rules, by themselves, do not exist at all. They come into being 
when material for a work of art comes into being, and their function is 
to give the work grace and liveliness, meaning, ^ality, wholeness. . . • 
What I write is not a story; very good. It doesn’t matter in the slightest. 
I dislike dickering. Whatever it is, it is not dead. ... I am very much 
interested in the potentialities of our literature, and my notion is that if 
we monkey with rules too much our best writing is never going to get 
into print.” 

His play, T/ie Time of Your Life, won the Pulitzer Prize in 1940, but 
the unpredictable Saroyan disdained to accept it. The Book-of-the- 
Month Club chose both My Name Is Aram and The Human Comedy, 
which more than offset the failure on Broadway of his last two plays. 
During the Second World War he enlisted in the Signal Corps and 
since then has written several novels, many plays, innumerable short 
stories and even a very popular song. 

EUDORA WELTY 

(1909- ) 

To Mississippi Eudora Welty owes the memories and impressions of 
her childhood and early womanhood which later she fashioned into 
novels and stories of imagination and insight. She was born in the 
Delta State and, except for absences to complete her education at the 
University of Wisconsin and Columbia University, has lived there all 
her life. While an undergraduate at the Mississippi State College for 
Women she began to write stories and soon they made their appearance 
in national magazines. Author of five books — A Curtain of Green 
(1941), The R^ber Bridegroom (1942), The Wide Net (1943), Delta 
Wedding (1946) and The Golden Apples (1949) — ^Miss Welty received 
the O. Henry Memorial Prize for the short story in 1942 and 1943 and 
was awarded Jiooo by the American Academy of Arts and Letters “in 
recognition of her skill in the short story and her artistry in the subtle 
portrayal of character.” 

WALTER VAN TILBURG CLARK 

(1909- ) 

Although he was born in East Oreland, Maine, virtually all of Walter 
Van Tilburg Clark’s life has been identified with the Rocky Mountain 
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West His father was President of the University of Nevada in Reno and 
it was there that the author of 'The Portable Phonograph” spent his 
undergraduate days. He became a teacher of English, a lecturer and a 
basketball coach. When his first novel, The Ox-Bow Incident, was 
published it was acclaimed as the greatest “Western” since Owen 
Wister’s The Virginian and in its motion-picture incarnation became a 
film classic. Two other novels— The City of Trembling Leaves (1945) 
and The Tracl(^ of the Cat (1949)— and many short stories, notaoly the 
collection. The Watchful Gods and Other Stories (1950), have added 
to his stature as a writer of scrupulous and uncompromising devotion 
to his craft and art. 


IRWIN SHAW 

(1913- ) 

Irwin Shaw’s progress from his apprenticeship as a writer of countless 
radio serials to his present position as one of America’s foremost novel- 
ists and short-story writers did not lack for color and excitement on its 
own account. At college he was a star football player, a prolific under- 
graduate dramatist, columnist and ghost writer. On the side, he am- 
plified his income by tutoring, typing and anonymously collaborating 
on doctoral theses. In 1936, his first play. Bury the Dead, earned for him 
a national reputation, and when he went to Hollywood he became a 
top-flight screen writer. In the meantime, he wrote several plays which 
achieved Broadway production and a very considerable success. During 
the Second World War he saw <=ervicc, as enlisted man and then as 
officer, in Africa, England, France and Germany. His first novel. The 
Young Lions, immediately became a national best-seller and his second. 
The Troubled Air, stirred up a tempest of controversy. But Irwin Shaw 
is best known for his short stories, the last collection of which— Mfxrd 
Company — was received with unmixed praise from critics and readers 
alike. 


BUDD SCHULBERG 

(1914- ) 

After a chUdhoed and youth in Hollywood, Budd Schulbcrg reversed 
the direction in Horace Greeley’s advice and came East to ^y his tor 
tunes as a novelist. He was brought up, virtu^y, on a inotton-picture 
lot^ for many years his father was production chief of Paramount 
Studios. After graduation from Dartmouth, where he was a frequent 
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contributor to the college literary journal, Budd Schulberg tried his 
hand at short stories, many of which were published in national mag- 
azines. One of these was called “What- Makes Sammy Run?” Subse 
quently it was developed into the novel of that name and immediately 
after publication in 1941 aroused a whirlwind of praise and blame. Its 
title soon became a phrase incorporated into our language and its cen- 
tral character, Sammy Click, came to personify the All-American heel. 
In 1947, Schulberg’s second novel, The Harder They Fall, written after 
many years’ association with prize fighters and the ring, gained what 
is tnown among followers of the manly art as a split decision. But it was 
in 1950, with the publication oi^The Disenchanted, the novel of a 
golden figure in the glittering decade of the Twenties, a Book-of-the- ' 
Month Club choice and a national best-seller, that Budd Schulberg won 
a place in the very first rank of American writers. His collection of short 
stories, Some Faces in the Crowd, made its appearance in the Spring of 

1953- 


J. D. SALINGER 

(1919- ) 

The wonder and pleasure and pain of the world to a boy of sixteen, set 
down with imagination and compassion in The Catcher in the Rye, 
called nationwide attention to a new and unmistakably original voice 
in American fiction. Before his impressive debut as a novelist, J. D. 
Salinger had been writing short stdries, most of which appeared in 
The New Yorl^er, He was born in New York City and attended its 
public schools until he entered a military academy in Pennsylvania. 
Exposure to three colleges, none of which granted him a degree, com- 
pleted his formal education. After one footloose year in Europe and 
four as a foot soldier in the Army during World War Two, Salinger 
established non-military headquarters in Westport, Connecticut, where 
he is devoting himself to the writing of a novel and more short stories. 


These biographical sketches have been revised in 
August, As further changes become necessary, 
they will be made in future editions. ^ 

The Editors 
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